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THE      ^%}0.ij1 

WO  RKS 

Of  the  late  Ingenious 

Mr.  George  Farquhar : 

Containing  all  his 

Letters^  Poems,  Essays  and  Com^^dies^ 

Publifh'd  in  his  Life-time. 

Tht  Comedies  2xt  lUuftrated  with  Cuts  I'ci^re- 
fenting  the  principal  Scenes  in  ea^ifPiay. 


€6e  %W^  (EHition. 


LONDON: 

Printed  for  Bernard  Lintott^  at  the  Crofs-Keys  be- 
tween the  two  Temple-Gates  in  Fleet-ftreet , 


r  o 

Edmund  Chaloner^  Efq; 


S  I  R^ 

AS  it  is  the  Bufiilefs  of  Writing  to  tranfmit  Vertue  to 
Pofterity,  fo  'tis  the  Policy  of  the  Pen  to  make  a  Party 
for  its  Produ6lions,  by  engaging  in  their  Caufefome  worthy 
Perfon  univerfally  Honour'd  andBelov'd,  whofeadmir'd  and 
eflablifh'd  Charadcr  may  add  a  Value  to  the  Work,  and 
take  off  all  Imputation  of  Flattery  from  the  Author. 

Thefe  Advantages  I.  had  defign'd  my  felf  before,  in  a  Piece 
of  another  Nature,  had  not  Your  Modefty  caution'd  me  the 
contrary  ;  but  I  think  it  Injuilice  that  one  Part  of  Your 
Charader  fhou'd  obfcure  the  rell ;  and  tho'  I  muii  defpair  of 
Your  Confent  for  what  they  call  a  Dedication,  yet  I  muil 
beg  Your  Excufe,  if  at  prefent  I  confult  what  Ihall  turn  moft 
to  my  own  Honour,  and  thelntereftofmyBook,  before  Your 
Approbatioivand  Allowance.  But  I  hope  You  will  come  to 
Pardon  the  Prefumption,  when  I  allure  Y"ou,  that  my  In- 
tention is  not  fo  much  a  Penegyrick  upon  You,  as  to  compli- 
ment my  felf;  and  my  own  Modefty,  not  Yours,  fhou'd  take 
the  Offence. 

The  great  and  vertuous  A6lIons  of  Progenitors  look  with  a 
twofold  Afpe6t  upon  their  Pofterity  ;  for  when  the  Vices  of 
the  latter  appear  in  the  fame  Degree  of  Oppoiition  with  the 
Merits  of  the  firft,  the  Praife  of  the  Father  becomes  a  Satyr 
upon  the  Son;  and  that  Coat  of  Jrms  which  was  the  Glory  of 
one,  turns  to  a  fevere  Libel  upon  t'other.  But  when  the 
Blood  runs  in  the  fame  Channel  of  Virtue,  as  of  Confangul^ 
nity  ;  when  the  Courfe  of  the  Stream  is  as  pure  and  lucid  as 
the  Fountain-head  ;  then  may  the  Memory  of  the  paft,  and 
the  Practice  of  the  prefent  Age  come  boldly  Face  to  Face, 
where,  by  ajuil  Refemblance  of  FeatureSj  the  Forefather  may 
joyfully  own  his  legitimate  Pofterity. 

A  i  This 


^4  The  Epjlle  "Dedicatory. 

I  This  Advantage,  Sir,  is  Yours  in  Perfe6lion,  being  fprung 
/  from  an  Ancient  and  Honourable  Family,  of  which  Merit 
laid  the  Foundation,  and  Vertue  has  cemented  the  Strudure. 
The  known  Bravery  of  your  famous  Anceftor  Sir  'Thomas 
Chaloyier  addfcd  more  Value  to  the  Order^  than  he  received  by 
the  K.nighthood^  not  meanly  dubb'd  by  a  Court-Favourite,  but 
on  the  Field  of  Battle,  where  the  Voice  of  V^ar  declar'd  him 
Noble,  before  the  General  made  him  a  Banneret,  Add  to 
this,  the  Politick  and  Prudent  Difcharge  of  his  Honourable 
EmbalTy  from  Qiteen  Elizabeth  to  the  King  of  Spain^  and  it 
will  evidently  appear  how  Minerva  had  an  equal  Share  with 
Mars  m  his  Education  ;  and  that  his"  Character  left  us  by  a 
great  Statefman,  and  his  intimate  Friend  the  illuflrious  Cecily 
was  juft  to  his  Merit. 

PietaSj  Prtidentia^  Virtus^ 

Quce  droifa  aliis,  Chaloncro  jun^a  fuerc. 

This  Encomium,  Sir,  is  lineally  defcended  to  his  Poflen'ty, 
but  with  all  its  Circumflances  appears  moft  vifibly  intail'd 
upon  You.  In  Vindication  of  which  I  fhall  only  appeal  to 
the  Judgment  of  Mankind,  and  the  Actions  of  Your  Life; 
and  tho'  Your  Modefty  may  quarrel  with  the  World  for  do- 
ing You  Juftice,  yet  You  cannot  give  your  own  Behaviour 
the  Lye —  Sir,  there  is  not  a  Day  of  Your  Life  but  will  rife 
up  againft  You,  and  produce  in  legible  Charafters  the  con- 
ftant  A6iions  of  Your  Piety,  Your  Gencrotity,  Your  Loyal- 
ty, Honour  and  Integrity,  to  convince  You  of  Your  Merit 
whether  You  will  or  not.  * 

So  that  You  muft  give  me  leave  to  apply  the  Great  B^irleigPs 
Verfification  to  the  prefent  Opportunity,  with  the  Alteration 
only  of  a  Word : 

Pietas^  Prudentta^  Virtus^ 

Qiics  divifa  aliis^  Ch-^XoWQio  jun^a  fuperfunt. 

Another  part  of  Your  great  Ancellor's  Character  I  remem- 
ber is  thus  dcfcrib'd   by  Mr.  Malim Nam  quamvis  -roAujVfe-f 

lie  ziaricc  LeSiionts  fucrat  Chalonerus,  utilitatcm  tamcnpotius  tctcc^ 
cfuam  oflentattonem  varice  Eruditionis  mihi  qticcfivtffe  videtur.  Thefe 
Colours,  Sir,  prefent  You  with  Your  own  Picture  drawn  to 
the  Life  :  Your  Application  to  Books  is  qualify'd  by  an  uni- 
verfa!  Knowledge  in  Mankind  ;   and  your  Acquilitions  by 
'V  Study  are  as  far  remov'd  from  Pedantry,  as  Your  Experience 
^iii  the  World  from  the  Foppery  of  a  Traveller.    The  Qualifi- 
cations 
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cations  of  Foreign  Countries  are  fo  naturaliz'd  in  You,  that 
they  feem  rather  a  genuine  Tranfmigration  from  Your  An- 
cellors,  than  the  Eticds  of  Your  own  Induftry  ;  and  the 
Temperance  of  Your  Life,  with  the  Modefty  of  Your  Con- 
verfation,  makes  not  to  inform  us  that  You  have  feen  fo 
much,  but  may  convince  the  World  that  You  ha^  e  chofen 
the  bell. 

But  we  need  not  have  Recourfe  to  France  or  Ital\  for  Your 
Improvements  ;  Your  Alliance  and  daily  Converfation  with 
fo  many  oi  the  moll  noble  Families  in  England  is  fufficient 
to  authorize  Your  Merit,  and  iiniih  Your  Characler,  being 
equally  related  to  their  Blood  and  their  Vertues. 

And  now.  Sir,  I  come  about  to  my  firft  Polition,  inferring 
from  this  a  Compliment  upon  my  feif ;  I  have  the  Honour 
fometimes  of  fharing  fome  few  Hours  of  that  Converfation, 
which  is  fo  much  courted  by  my  Superiors,  and  confequen- 
tially  do  plume  my  Vanity  in  thisOccalion  of  acquainting  the 
World  with  my  Happinefs. 

From  the  mentioning  of  the  Honourable  Sir  'Thomas  Chalo- 
Tfcr^  I  deduce  this  Advantage,  That  I  make  the  moft  Courtly 
Addrefs  imaginable  to  Poetry,  by  informing  the  World,  in 
Defence  of  that  Art  fo  much  vilify'd  by  fom.e,  that  this  great 
Statefman  and  Soldier,  the  truflieil  Minifter  to  the  greateft  of 
Queens,  and  the  intimate  Friend  to  the  wifeft  of  Politicians, 
was  at  the  fame  time  one  of  the  greateft  Poets  that  qxqx  England 
produc'd.  His  Ten  Books  de  RcpHhlica  Anghrum  inftauranda 
are  fufficient  Proofs  that  the  Qualifications  of  Virgil  are  con- 
lillent  with  thofe  o'^  Cato^  and  that  a  Poetical  Genius  has  ac- 
company'd  the  greateft  Abilities  both  in  Court  and  Camp. 

Thus,  Sir,  You  fee  that  I  have  avoided  the  current  Form  of 
Pieces  in  this  Nature,  not  loading  the  Modclly  of  my  Patron, 
but  heightening  the  Vanity  of  the  Author ;  and  by  commend- 
ing You,  I  have  flatter 'd  my  felf 

As  the  Form  is  new,  pray  Sir,  let  me  entreat  You  to  believe 
the  Defignof  it  Novel,  it  being  onlyfent  in  the  Capacity  an4 
Characler  of  a  familiar  Letter,  and  therefore  rcfufes  to  be  re- 
ceived with  the  ufual  Formalities  of  a  Mercenary  Dedication, 
I  am, 

S  I  R, 

Tour  mojl  Faithful^  and 

moji  Humble  Servant^ 
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T  O    T  H  E 


READER. 


S  I  R, 

TN  this  ColleBion  of  Letters^  "'tis  hut  reason  able  that  you  Jhou^d 
"^  have  one  among  the  reji ;  a-fid  tho'  I  may  want  the  Honour  of 
your  Acquaintance^  yet  be  affur^d^  there  is  no  Perfon  In  the  World 
more  willing  to  oblige  you  than  your  Humble  Servant.  I  have  heard 
fuch  a  Charader  of  your  Honour^  your  Wit^  your  Judgment^  your 
Learnings  and  your  Candour^  that  Tm  in  a  perfect  Rapture  to  think 
how  happy  I  pall  be  in  your  Hands. 

It  was  a  good  ancient  Cujiom  with  our  Forefathers.,  to  begin  their 
Prefaces  with  Kind  Reader  ;  /  vjou'd  have  revived  that  Fajhion 
with  all  my  Hearty  and  caWdyou  Courteous  or  Gentle  Reader, 
as  you  very  well  deferve  ;  but  I  thought  the  Stile  a  little  too  obfolete 
for  a  Book  that  Idcjignpoii'd  be  a  Beau .  For  you  mufi  under jland^ 
Sir^  that  this  Gentleman  is  Span  new  from  Tfop  to  Toe.,  talks  of 
every  thing  but  Religion ,  admires  himfelf  very  much.,  and  his 
greateji  Ambition  is  to  pleafe  the  Ladies.  But  to  finifi  his  Cha- 
rader^  he'^s  perfeBly  civil  to  every  Body  he  meets.,  and  with  amors 
particular  and  profound  RefpeB  do's  he  run  to  kifs  your  Hands. 

He^s  none  of  tho fe  Bully-books  that  come  bluff  into  the  JVorld.,  with 
Damme,  Reader,  you're  a  Blockhead  if  you  don't  commend 

me.     JVo,  no.,  Sir If  you  like  htm.,  why  you  have  all  the  Senfe 

that  he  thought  you  had- —  If  you  dijlike  him^youhave  more  Senfe 
than  he  was  aware  of  that'' s  all. 

Befides  all  this.,  he  has  'more  Manners  than  to  come  among  Gen- 
tlemen with  his  Talor's  Bill  m  his  Hand^  and  to  entertain  the  Com- 
pany with  a  long  Preface  or  Inventory  of  his  Equipments'.,  as  ^  fuch 
a  thing  coflfo  much.,  and  fuch  a  thing  is  worth  fo  much.,  the  Work  of 
fuch  a  fart  is  excellent.,  the  Fajhion  from  Paris,  and  the  Taylor  a 
Frenchman ;  you  mufi  pardon  him  for  that  ;  Str^  if  you  like  the 
Smt^  taking  it  altogether^  approve  his  Fancy .^  and  allow  tt  becomes 
h'm-i  he^s your  very  humbk  Servant. 

Mm- 
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Moreover^  Sir^  I  woti^d  have  you  to  knovj^  that  this  Gentleman 
is  offome  Circumftance  and  Condition^  and  has  not  been  engaged  in 
the  Shifts  that  fome  late  Sparks  are  pit  to  for  their  Habiliments , 
vjho  ferret  all  the  l^^tt-brokers  in  T'own^  taking  up  from  fever al 
Places^  andftrut  in  a  Second-hand  Finery^  patch'' d  up  of  the  Scraps     > 
and  Remnants  of  the  eminent  Men  of  the  Age.     For  I  muj^tell     / 
you^  Sir  J  tho'hisCloaths  be  but  plain  ^  yetthey  arehisawn^takenup  - 
handfomly  at  onePlace^  where  he  may 'have  Credit  for  as  much  more^ 
when  thefe  are  worn  out. 

And  now^  Dear  Sir^  let  me  intreat  you  to  receive  him  with  the 
tifual  Forms  of  Civility ;  if  you  be  a  Courtier^  you  vJ^kew  'your 
Breeding'^  receive  him  with  a  fine  ere  Smile  ^'*Jwear  torn  him  all  the 
Service  you  can^  and  you  will  certainly  keep  your  Word- -^"^syo^ 
ns'd  to  do.  From  th  e  City  he  e  xpeHs  more  than  an  ordinary  Re  cation  ^ 
hecaufe  he  is  become  one  of  their  Honourable  Socictx  ;  he  is -bound  to 
Mr.  Lintott,  and  ten  to  one  may  ferve  f even  Tears  in  his  Sff%y  if 
the  Town  doyi*t  Club  to  pur  chafe  his  Freedom'^  heexpetis  goBd.Quar- 
ter  from  the  IVits  and  Criticks.,  becaufe  he  fcts  up  for  ncfProer^ ; 
hefides^f  he  has  fcatter'^dfome  little  Nonfenfe  here  andthcre^tpat  they 
might  not  be  difappinted  of  their  Pre\.  But  his  greatejl  Concern  is 
for  his  Entertainment  with  the  Ladies.^  refolv^d  however  not  to  com- 
plain.,  thinking  it  a  greater  Honour  to  fall  a  Sacrifice  to  the  Refent^ 
ment  of  the  Fair^  than  to  live  by  the  Approbation  of  Men.  Tho'*  he 
has  fome  Grounds  for  a  more  moderate  t^jt-at  their  Hands.,  becaufe 
a  great  Part  of  the  Work  was  firji  defign^d^for  one  of  that  Sex., 
Without  any  farther  Confideration  of  pieajing  the  World  ;  and  the 
Beauties  of  the  Book.,  if  there  be  any.,  vjas  brought  from  a  hady's 
Cabinet  to  the  Prefs\  and  if  it  can  butfrom  the  Pre^,  get  back  again 
into  the  Ladies  ClofetSj  there  may  it  reft.,  and  Peace  be  with  it. 

Now.,  Sir.,  as  we  met  good  Friends.,  pray  let  us  part  fo  ;  /  hate 
quarrelhng  mortally.,  and  efpecially  vjith  ^  Perfon  of  your  prcfent 
CharaSer  and  Condition ;  and  as  you  like  yrfi  Epiftolary  Stile  we  jhall 
fettle  a  farther  Correfpondence. 


Advertifemem. 

%*  In  the  Difcourfe  upon  Comedy,  I  nnift  beg  the  Reader's 
Excufe  for  omitting  to  mention  a  certain  mgment  of  Poetry  writ- 
ten by  Artjlotle.  I  thank  Scaliger  for  hiil  timely  Difcovery,  but 
fhou'd  be  much  more  obUged  to  any  BocMihatcou'd  ihew  me  the 
Piece.  T 

A  4  Oii 
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On  the  Death  of  General  Scliomberg  kilM 
at  the  Boyn. 

A  Pindarick. 

I. 

HAT  Difmal  Damp  has  overfpread  the  War  } 
The  Vi6lor  grieves  more  than  the  Conquered 

fears ; 
The  Streams  of  Blood  are  loft  in  Floods  of 

Tears, 
And  Viiiory  with  drooping  Wings  comes  flag^ 

ging  from  afar. 

II. 

The  Britifi  Lyon  roars 

Along  the  fatal  Shores ; 
Th'  Iberman  Harp  in  mournful  Strains, 
Mixt  with  the  Echo  of  the  Flood,  complains : 
Round  whole  rcfleding  Banks  the  grieving  Voice, 

Shakes  with  a  trembling  Noife, 

As  if  afraid  to  tell 
How  the  Great,  Martial,  Godlike  Schomherg  fell. 

III. 

Gods !  How  he  flood, 

All  terrible  in  Blood, 
Stopping  the  Torrent  of  his  Foes,  and  Current  of  the  Flood. 
He,  Mofis  like,  with  Sword,  inftead  of  Wand, 
This  Redder  Sea  of  Gore  cou'd  ftrait  command ; 
But  not  like  Mo^es,  to  fecure  his  Flight, 
Bu^  fpight  of  Waves  ^nd  Tides,  to  meet  and  fight, 

IV,  Th? 
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IV. 

The  labouring  Guns  oppos'd  his  Paflage  o'er 

With  Throws  tormented  on  the  Shore, 
Of  which  delivered,  they  ftart  back,  and  roar. 
As  frighted  at  the  Monfter  which  they  bore. 
The  furious  Offspring  fwath'd  in  curling  Smoak, 
And  wrapt  in  Bands  of  Fire, 

Hot  with  its  Parent's  fulphurous  Ire, 
And  wing'd  w^Ith  Death,  flies  hilfing  to  the  Stroke. 

V. 

Like  fome  great  rugged  Tcvfr^ 
The  Ancient  Seat  of  Pow'r, 
Bending  wn"th  Age  its  venerable  Halls, 
With  old  and  craggy  Wrinkles  on  its  Walls, 
The  Neighbour's  Terror  whilft  it  flands,  and  Ruin  when  it 
falls. 

Thus  mighty  Schomherg  fell 

Spreading  wide  Ruins  o'r  the  Ground, 
With  Defolation  all  around, 

Crufhing  with  defrrudive  Weight 
The  Foes  that  undermin'd  his  Seat  \ 
Whi]ft/^/^6/ry,  that  always  fped, 
With  towririg  Pinions  o'er  his  Army's  Head, 
Making  his  Banner  Hill  her  Lure, 
Like  marius\  Vultures,  to  make  Conqueft  fure;  . 
Seeing  the  fpacious  Downfal  fo  bemoan'd, 
Perch'd  on  the  Ruins ;  clapt  her  Wings,  and  groan'd.. 

VI. 

Thus  *  IfraeH  Heroe  'twixt  the  Pillars  fat, 

The  Ne  plus  ultra  of  his  Fate ; 

Thefe  Columns  w^hich  upheld  his  Name^ 

Much  longer  by  their  Fall,  ^ 

Than  thofe  ere6led  llrong  and  tall, 
The  Handing  Limits  oi  Alcidcs's  F^ame. 

He  fat  depriv'd  of  Sightj 
Like  a  black  rowling  Cloud  involv'd  in  Night, 
Conceiving  Thunder  in  Its  fwelling  Womb, 
Big  with  furprizing  Fate,  and  rufhing  Doom : 
No  Flafh  the  fudden  Bolt  mull  here  difclofe ; 
The  Lightning  of  his  Eyes  estinguifh'd  by  his  Foes. 

*  Sam^fon, 

His 


so  7oems,  Letters,  and  Ejfays, 

His  Foes  induftrious  in  their  juggling  Fate, 

Him  flaviihly  enchain'd  we  fee, 

To  what  mud  fet  him  free, 
And  them  his  cheated  Keepers  captivate. 
He  fliook  his  Chains  with  fuch  a  Noife, 

The  trembling  Rout, 

Amidil  their  Joys, 

Gaz'd  all  about. 
And  heard  the  real  Sampfon  in  the  Voice  : 
They  faw  him  too,  'twas  Sar/ipfon  all, 
Who  by  his  thundring  Fall 
Gave  the  loud  dread  Alarm, 
Dragging  a  Train  of  Vengeance  by  each  Gyant  Arm. 
Their  chilling  Fears  did  fuch  amazement  frame, 
They  feem'd  all  lliff  and  dead  before  the  Ruin  came; 
The  Ruin !  only  fuch  unto  his  Foes ; 
From  thence  his  glorious  Monument  arofe ; 
But  Time's  corroding  Teeth  in  fpight  of  Stone 
Has  eat  thro'  all,  and  even  the  very  Ruin's  gone : 
But  Schomberg's  Monument  ihall  ne'er  decay, 

The  gliding  Boy?z 

Time  never  can  disjoyn. 
Nor  on  its  Floods  impofe  his  Laws  ; 
They  Aide,  untoucht,  from  his  devouring  Jaws, 
And  always  running,  yet  mud  ever  flay. 

VII. 

Hark  !  how  the  Trumpets  hollow  Clangors  found, 
The  Army  has  receiv'd  an  univerfal  Wound ; 

The  Death  of  Schomberg  hung 

On  every  fault'ring  Tongue, 

Whilft  pallid  Grief  did  place 
A  fymphathizing  Death  in  every  Soldier's  Face  : 

But  hold,  ye  mighty  Chiefs, 

Sufpcnd  your  ncedlefs  Griefs, 
And  let  victorious  Joy  your  Arms  adorn ; 

The  Mighty  V/arriour's  Ghofl 

Upon  the  Stygian  Goad, 
Your  Sorrows,  more  than  his  own  Fate,  do's  mourn. 

He  fcorns  to  be  lamented  fo, 
Moving  in  /lately  Triumph  to  the  Shades  below. 
Behold  the  Sprites  that  lately  felt  the  Blow 

Of  his  commanding  warlike  Arm, 
They  fhivering  all  ilart  wide,  and  even  mori  fleeting  gro\v, 

As 
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As  if  their  powerful  Hand, 
That  couM  their  grolFer  Shapes  alive  command, 
Had  Power  to  diliblve  their  airy  Form, 

VIII. 

Then  let  not  funeral  Plaints  his  Trophies  wrong, 
Let  Spoils  and  Pageants  march  his  Hearfe  along. 
And  fhout  his  Conclamatum  in  Triumphal  Song. 
All  baleful  C\pre[s  muft  be  here  deny'd, 
]But  Lawrel  Wreaths  tix  in  their  blooming  Pride; 
For  as  he  conquer'd  living,  fohc  conqu'ringdy'd. 


Written   on  OrindaV  Toems  lent  to  a  Lady,  in 
Imitation  of  Ovid. 

ME  Damon  fends  his  amorous  Caufe  to  plead, 
Orinda  muit  for  Damon  intercede : 
Me  has  he  chofe  to  move  your  angry  Mind, 
Me  the  foft  Fav'rite  of  the  fofter  kind. 
Me  has  he  chofe  your  rigorous  Breaft  to  move, 
He  know^s  my  Force  in  Poetry  and  Love. 
Me  has  he  chofe  to  tell  his  anxious  Pain ; 
Read  me,  and  read  the  PalTion  of  the  Swain. 
Whatever  Power  of  Love  my  Lines  can  lliow, 
It  falls  far  fhort  of  w^hat  he  feels  for  you : 
Where'er  Orinda  melts  in  moving  Strains, 
Think,  delia  think,  that  Damon  thus  complains; 
Whene'er  I  grieve,  lYawV.  Damon  grieves  for  you 
Pity  the  Swain  that  does  fo  humbly  fue : 
This  Damon  begs,  Orinda  begs  it  too. 
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To  the  ingenious  Lady,  Author  of  the  Fa' a'  Friend- 
ihip,  defigiid  for  a  Reco7mnendatory  Co^y  to 
her  Tlay. 


L 


Et  others  call  the  facred  Nine  to  Aid, 
Their  moving  Thoughts,  in  moving  Numbers  laid  ; 
Invoke  the  fiery  God^  with  all  the  Throng, 
That  ancient  Bards  implored  to  guide  tUir  Song; 
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Whilft  I  for  nobler  Infpiration  fue, 

Scorning  their  weaker  Helps,  invoking  you. 

You,  who  alone  have  Power  our  Thoughts  to  raife, 

And  wing  our  Fancy  to  attempt  your  Praife, 

Nought  but  your  charming  Beauty  can  difpenfe 

A  Flame  fufficient  to  defcribe  your  Senfe. 

Whilft  fo  much  Beauty  in  your  Form  is  fhown, 

No  Pen  on  Earth  can  reach  it,  but  your  own. 

Go  on  then  Daphrie^  Phccbus  will  purfae,  ^1 

His  charter  Fires  are  all  enjoyM  by  you;  > 

You  are  his  fairer  Nymph,  you  bear  his  Lawrel  too,  Ji 

Go  on,  thou  Champion  for  thy  Sex  deiign'd, 

And  prove,  the  Mufes  are  of  Female  kind  ; 

Let  diftant  Nations  EngUfo  Beauties  prize, 

As  much  for  Charms  of  Wit,  as  Po w'r  of  Eyes : 

Your  moving  Scenes  the  raviih'd  Audience  drew, 

Raptures  we  felt,  as  when  your  Eyes  we  view ; 

Such  Arts  were  us'd  to  mix  our  Hopes  and  Fears,         '    ,   /r 

You  made  Grief  pleafing,  and  we  fmii'd  in  tears.  ^^-^- 

Thus  Lovers  view  a  Millreis's  Difdain, 

And  love  to  look,  tho'  fure  to  look  in  Pain. 

Th*  Effe6ls  of  laboured  Art  your  Work  reveals, 

Yet  a  fuperior  Art  that  Art  conceals. 

Here  Nature  gains,  tho'  naked,  thus  difplay'd ; 

Like  Beauty,  moft  adorn'd,  when  leaft  array'd. 

Go  on  then,  doubly  arm'd,  to  conquer  Men; 

Vhcebus  his  Harp  and  Bow,  you  boaft  your  Eyes  and  Pen. 

All  to  the  firfl:  without  Relu61:ance  yield, 

But  your  vidorious  Pen  has  forc'd  the  Field. 


An  Epigram  on  theRidmg-Houfe  in  Dublin,  made 
into  a  Chapel, 

A  Chanel  of  the  Riding  Houfe  is  made ; 
-^  We  thus  once  more  fee  Chr'ifl  in  Manger  laid ; 
Where  rtill  we  rind  the  Jocky  Trade  fuppjy'd, 
The  Laymen  bridled,  aad  the  Clergy  lide. 


To 
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To  a  Lady,   being  detained  from  vijiting  her  by 
a  Storm. 


SO  poor  Leander  view'd  the  Seftian  Shore, 
Whilfl  Winds  and  Waves  oppos'd  his  Paffage  o'er ; 
More  moill:  with  Tears,  becaufe  by  Flouds  reftrain'd,         y 
Than  in  thefe  Flouds  had  he  his  Wifh  obtainM;  > 

So  drown'd,  yet  burnt  within,  upon  the  Banks  he  lean'd;  ^ . 
Lean'd,  begging  Calms,  and  as  he  begging  lay, 
Implor'd  with  Sighs  the  Winds,  with  Tears  the  Sea, 
One  would  have  thought  by  all  thefe  Mixtures  fent. 
To  raife  a  fecond  greater  Storm  he  meant. 
Juft  fo  whilft  kept  from  you  by  Storms  I  weep ; 
The  Winds  my  Sighs,  my  Tears  augment  the  Deep; 
With  flowing  Eyes  I  view  the  diilant  Side, 
The  Space  that  parts  us  doth  my  felf  divide. 
Here's  only  left  the  poor  external  Part, 
Whilft  you,  where'er  you  move,  pofTefs  my  Heart, 
Deprived  of  Love,  and  your  blcft  Sight,  I  die, 
Whilf}  you  the  Uril,  and  Storms  the  laft  deny. 


77?^  Lovers  Night, 

^He  Night's  black  Curtain  o'er  the  World  was  fpread, 
-^    And  all  Mankind  lay  Emblems  of  the  Dead; 
A  deep  and  awful  Silence  void  of  Light, 
With  dusky  Wings  fat  brooding  o'er  the  Night ; 
The  rowling  Orbs  mov'd  flow  from  Eall  to  Well, 
With  Harmony  that  lull'd  the  World  to  reft ; 
The  Moon  withdrawn,  the  Oozy  Flouds  lay  dead, 
The  very  Influence  of  the  Moon  was  fled ; 
Some  twinkling  Stars,  that  through  the  Clouds  did  peep^, 
Seeming  to  wink  as  if  they  wanted  Sleep; 
All  Nature  hufti'd,  as  when  diflblv'd  and  laid 
In  lilent  Chaos  ere  the  World  was  made ; 
Only  the  beating  of  the  Lover's  Breaft 
Made  Noife  enough  to  keep  his  Eyes  from  Reft; 
His  little  World,  not  like  the  greater,  lay 
In  ioudeft  Tumults  of diforder'd  Day; 
His  Sun  of  Beauty  ilione  to  light  his  Breaft, 
With  all  its  various  Toils  and  Labours  preft : 

i  Tke 
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The  Sea  of  PalTions  in  his  working  Soul, 

RaisM  by  the  Tempefts  of  his  Sighs,  did  roul 

In  tow'ring  Flouds,  to  overwhelm  the  whole ; 

Thofe  Tyrants  of  the  Mind,  vain  Hope  and  Fear, 

That  ftili  by  turns  ufurp  an  Empire  there, 

Now  railing  Man  on  high,  then  plunging  in  Defpair. 

Thus  Damon  lies,  his  Grief  no  Red  atfbrds. 

Till  fwelling  full,  it  thus  burft  out  in  Words. 

Oh !  I  cou'd  curfe  all  Womankind  but  one, 

And  yet  my  Griefs  proceed  from  her  alone ; 

Was  not  our  Paradife  by  Woman  loft  ? 

But  in  this  Woman  ftiil  wc  find  it  moft. 

Hell's  greateft  Curfe  a  Woman  if  unkind, 

Yet  Heav'n's  great  Bleffing,  if  ihe  loves,  we  find. 

Oh  !  if  file  lov'd,  no  God  the  Blifs  could  tell, 

She  wou'd  be  Heav'n  it  felf,  were  fhe  not  fo  much  Hell. 

Thus  our  chief  Joys-  with  moft  Allays  are  curft, 

And  our  bift  things,  when  once  corrupted,  worft.  ' 

But  Heav'n  is  jufl;  our  felves  the  Idols  fram'd, 

And  are  for  fuch  vain  Worfhip  juftly  damn'd. 

Thus  the  poor  Lover  argu'd  with  his  Fate  ; 

Emilia's  Charms  now  did  his  Love  create. 

That  Love  repuls'd  now  prompted  him  to  hate. 

Sometimes  his  Arms  wou'd  crofs  his  Bofom  rtfl-. 

Hugging  her  lovely  Image  printed  on  his  Bread ; 

Where  flattering  Painter  Fancy  Ihew'd  his  Art, 

In  charming  Draughts,  his  Pencil  Cupid's  Dart ; 

The  Shadow  drawn  fo  lively  did  appear. 

As  made  him  think  the  real  Subftance  there : 

Then  was  he  blefl,  all  Rapture ,  fiunn'  d  with  Joy, 

Excefs  of  Pleafure  did  his  Blifs  deflroy ; 

He  thought  her  naked,  foft  and  yielding  Wafle^ 

Within  his  prefiing  Arms  lay  folded  faft; 

Nay,  by  the  Gods,  flie  really  there  v/as  plac'd  : 

Elfc  how  cou'd  Pleafure  to  fuch  Raptures  flow  ? 

Th'  Effed  was  real  —  Then  the  Caufe  was  fo. 

What  more  can  moft  fubftantial  Pleafure  boaft, 

Than  Joy  when  prefent.  Memory  when  paft  ? 

Then  Blifs  is  real  which  the  Fancy  frames. 

Or  thefe  call'd  real  Joys  are  only  Dreams, 
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I'he  Brill.  Augujl  the  loth^  1700.  New  Stile 

Dear  SAM, 

TO  give  you  a  fhort  Journal  of  my  fhort  Voyage,  on  U'^ed- 
'/lefday  I  got  to  Harwich  about  four  in  the  /\  fternoon,  and 
alighted  at  one  of  the  cleaned,  befl-furniih'd  I?2?is  in  the  King- 
dom ;  my  Warrant  for  the  Packet-Boat  cofl  me  Haifa  Piece^ 
and  to  the  Officers  for  not  executing  their  Duty  Haifa  Crowr/. 
This  Place,  like  mod  Sea-Ports,  we  found  extravagantly  dear ; 
but  to  eafe  that  Inconvenience,  we  were  advis'd  to  get  aboard 
by  Eleven  at  Night.     Here  I  met  a  Gentleman,  whofe  Com- 
pany I  was  very  happy  in,  tho'  extremely  concern'd  for  the 
Occaiion  of  his  Voyage,  which  was  an  Exprefs  to  the  King 
of  the  Duke  of  Glouce/ler's  Death.     This  was  the  firftNews  i 
had  of  this  publick  Lofs,  which  I  had  not  much  time  to  re- 
fled  upon,  being  fo  nearly  touch'd  on  theScoreof  my  private 
Concern  by  a  violent  Storm  that  immediately  came  upon  us : 
You  may  guefs  at  our  Circumftances,  when  I  afliire  you,  that 
our  greatell  Comfort  was  the  Lightning,  that  Ihew'd  the  Sea- 
men their  Bufmefs,  which  otherwife  they  muft  have  grop'd 
for ;  all  Intercourfe  of  Speech  being  broken  off  by  the  Loud- 
nefs  of  the  Thunder:  We  had  fuch  warm  Work,  thatlfome- 
times  allow'd  it  a  juft  Thought,  that  Satan  iliou'd  be  entitled 
Prince  of  the  Air  ;  and  again,   why  the  Devil  fhou'd   com- 
mand the  Artillery  of  Heaven,  I  cou'd  not  fo  well  compre- 
hend.    I  fupported  my  felf  with  the  Thought,  that  Providence 
had  no  Defign  upon  me,  but  that  this  Tumult  of  the  Elements 
was  their  manner  of  expreffing  their  Grief  for  the  Lofs  of  his 
Highnefs  ;  or  that  they  were  angry  at  Mr.  L — r  for  bring- 
ing fuch  unwelcome  News  into  their  Dominions,  and  for  ma- 
king a  Property  of  them  to  Ipread  it  abroad.    By  this  kind 
of  Poetical  Philofophy  I  bore  up  pretty  well  under  my  Ap- 
preheniions,  tho'  never  worfe  prepar'd  for  Death,  Imuftcon- 
fefs ;  for  I  think  I  never  had  fo  much  Money  about  me  at  a 
time.     We  had  fome  Ladies  aboard  that  were  fo  extremiely 
lick,  that  they  often  wiflied  for  Death,  but  were  damnably 
afraid  of  being  drown'd:  but  as  the  Scripture  fays,  Sorrcyw  may 
laji  for  a  Night,  but  Joy  cometh  in  the  Morning  ;    the  Vv^etither 
clear'd  up  with  the  Day,  the  Wind  turn'd  Wefferly,  and  in 
a  few  Hours  I  was  going  to  fay,  we  faw  England  out  of  Sight, 
All  "Thurfday  we  had  a  frefh  Gale  and  cold  Chickens  ;  our 
Wine  went  about  at  a  flrange  Rate  ;  for  our  Stomachs  cbb*d 
and  flow'd  like  the  Element.     On  Friday  Morning  we  made 
the  Coaft  of  Holland,  a  ftiff  Gale,  and  fhe  Sea  runs  high,    I 

was 
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was  mightily  pleas'd  to  view  the  Continent,  you  maybe  fure; 
but  as  I  ilood  upon  the  Po^>/?  peruling  its  firil  Appearance  with 
my  Perfpcdive^  I  had  fuch  a  Rebuke  for  my  Curiofity  by  a 
great  Sea,  that  took  us  Fore  andAfl^  that  I  was  feafon'd  for  a 
Dutchman  immediately.  Whether  this  be  a  Compliment  of 
Salutation  ufually  paid  to  Strangers,  or  that  the  Batavian 
Out->Guards  took  me  for  a  Spy  upon  their  Frontiers,  I  fliall 
leave  the  Skipper  to  determiue.  In  fnort,  by  working  of  a 
ftaunch  Ship,  and  the  Influence  of  a  (launch  'Proverb  in  fa- 
vour of  the  OldBaily  Bar^  we  got  over  the  Bar  at  the  Maefe; 
and  the  Dutch  Wave  has  clear'd  my  Eye-fight  of  an  Error 
that  we  BritaiMs  are  very  fond  of,  that  the  'Thames  \s  the  fined 
River  in  the  Univerfe  ;  for  I  can  alFure  you,  Sam^  that  the 
Rhine  is  as  much  beyond  it,  as  a  Pair  of  Oars  before  a  Sculler^ 
let  all  the  Tritons  hQtwQcn  Che  if ca  -md  Richmond  argue  never  fo 
loud  to  the  contrary;  tho'  in  one  fort  of  7r^/^^/^  upon  that  part 
of  the  Thames  we  exceed  the  whole  World,  both  for  the  Quan- 
tity and  Cheapnefs  of  the  Commodity  ;  and  I  believe  the 
Store-houfe  for  this  kind  of  Staple^  including  the  Play-houfe 
and  th.c  Rofe^  may  contend  with  xno^i  Marts  in  Europe. 

This  Day  at  Eleven  we  landed  at  the  Br/7/,  and  here  I  have 
a  fmall  Tafte  of  this  Republick.,  that  makes  fuch  aNoifeinthe 
World —  My  Fancy,  in  refpc6l  of  Expe6lation,  has  gene- 
rally been  fo  fruitful,  that  the  deareft  part  of  my  Hopes  have 
frequently  ended  in  Difappointments  ;  and  I  have  feldom 
found  things  come  up  to  anfwer  the  Tdea  that  I  have  ufually 
framed  of  their  Excellence  ;  but  herelmuil  confefs  the  Reality 
exceeds  the  Shadow,  and  I  am  pleas'd  once  in  my  Life  to  find 
a  thing  that  can  afford  me  fubllantial  Pleafure  in  the  Enjoy- 
ment. I  have  read  much  of  this  Place,  fancy'd  more,  yet  all 
falls  fhort  of  what  I  fee. 

At  my  firfl:  Entrance  into  this  Town,  I  made  one  Difco- 
very,  which  I  believe  has  hitherto  Tcap'd  moft  Travellers,  viz. 
That  the  Dutch  are  the  greaft  Beaux  in  the  World,  only 
with  this  Difference  from  the  Gentlemen  atl^hite's^  that  their 
Finery  is  much  more  noble  and  fubllantial ;  I  never  knew  the 
faireft,  fineft,  full-bottom  Wig,  moll  nicely  fixt  on  the  moft 
beautiful  Block  in  the  Side-box,  look  h?«If  fo  genteel  as  a 
Dutch  Canal  with  a  ftately  Row  of  flouril"hing  Trees  on  each 
fide,  and  fome  twenty  beautiful  Bridges  laid  a-crofs  it,  with- 
in fixty  or  fevcnty  Paces  one  of  another.  I  never  knew  a 
Valet,  and  a  Barber  with  Razors,  Tweezers,  Perfumes,  and 
Waflies,  work  half  fo  hard  upon  a  Gentleman's  Face,  that 
defign'd  a  Conqueft  on  a  Birth-Night,  as  I  have  feen  a  lufty 
Dutch  Woman  with  a  Mop  and  warm  Water  fcrub  the  Mar- 
bles 
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bles  and  Tyles  before  the  Door,  till  Ihe  has  fcour'd  them 
brighter  than  any  Fop's  Complexion  in  the  Univerfe.  No  firfl 
Rate  Bcaa  with  us,  drawn  by  his  lix  before  and  fix  behind, 
lolling  luxurioufly  in  his  Coach,  appears  half  fo  gallant,  as 
a  jolly  Skij)per  at  the  Stern  of  his  Barge,  with  a  fur'd  Cap 
like  Rays  about  his  Head,  the  Helm  in  his  Hand,  and  his 
Pipe  in  his  Mouth,  with  Liberty  feated  in  one  JVhisker^  and 
Property  in  t'other ;  and  in  this  Splendor  making  the  Tour  of 
half  a  Dozen  fine  Cities  in  a  Day,  without  either  Qualm  of 
the  Spleen,  or  Twinge  of  the  Gout.  Such  a  Perfon  I  take  for 
a  Beau  of  the  firfi:  Magnitude,  who  fcorning  to  be  lugg'd  by 
Beaits  as  Fellows  are  to  'Tyburn^^  can  harnefs  the  Winds  and 
Waves  for  his  Equipage  ;  and  improving  on  the  Works  of 
Providence,  make  the  univerfal  Elements  (Air  and  Water) 
fubmit  to  his  private  Compofition  of  Advantage  and  Diverfi- 
on.  To  fee  the  Wind  work  in  his  Sails,  and  play  with  his 
Pendants,  muft  certainly  afford  more  fubitantial  and  pure  Sa- 
tisfaction, than  the  Wliinee  of  a  Horfe,  or  the  Crack  of  a 
Coach-whip. 

In  fliort,  dear  Sam^  I  am  not  fo  bigottcd  to  Domeflick 
Cufi:oms,  as  not  to  approve  what  is  admirable  here ;  and  you 
muft  pardon  me,  that  I  have  thrown  up  the  Prejudices  of 
Nativity  with  my  Beef  and  Pudding  as  I  came  over ;  and  'tis 
no  fmall  part  of  my  prefent  Wonder,  v/hy  we  fhould  call 
the  Dutch  a  flovenly  fort  of  People,  fince  to  the  Eye,  which 
muft  determine  that  Circumftance,  they  are  much  more  gau- 
dy than  that  Nation  we  io  mimick  and  admire,  and  with 
this  Advantage,  that  they  are  gay  without  Levity,  and  fine 
beyond  Foppery.  Why  we  ftiould  mention  the  Dutch  with 
Contempt,  and  the  French  with  Admiration,  is  a  fevere  Satyr 
upon  the  Englijh  Judgment,  when  the  Bravery  of  the  former 
attrad  the  Admiration  of  Men,  and  the  Pageantry  of  the 
latter  draw  only  the  Eyes  of  Women:  But  our  EngUjh  La- 
dies are  fo  very  fine,  that  we  are  very  willing  to  pleafe  them, 
and  thus  are  drawn  into  this  unreafonable  Prejudice  ;  but  we 
ought  to  take  Care,  that  by  being  thus  particular  Slaves  to  our 
refpeclive  MiftrefJ'es^  we  ben't  drawn  at  laft  into  univerfal 
Bondage  to  a  Mafter.  The  French  have  taken  no  fmall  Pains 
of  late  Years  to  render  themfeives  agreeable  ;  they  treat  us 
like  a  Miftrefs,  do  every  thing  that  they  fancy  will  pleafe  us, 
till  they  bring  us  at  laft  to  a6l  whatfoever  fhall  pleafe  them. 
But  this  is  no  News ;  and  I  think  it  a  little  improper  to  tell 
you  an  EngUp  Story  from  a  Place  where  you  may  exped  feme 
foreign  Entertainment.  I  have  no  more  to  fay  at  prefent, 
but  that  I  am  juft  going  for  Roterdam^  and  departing  from 

B  a  Scotch 


1 8  Toems,  Letters,  and  Effays, 

a  Scotch  Houfe  here,  where  nothing  of  that  Country  is  to  bcr 
found  but  the  Landlord  ;  for  the  Rooms  are  a  Paradife  for 
Cleanlinefs,  but  the  Holt  is  a  Rogue  for  his  Reckoning.  I 
have  got  fuch  a  Heap  of  Silver  out  of  a  F'lfiol^  as  upon  a 
handfome  Counter  might  give  Credit  to  a  Banker ;  and  I  can 
afliire  you,  that  while  I  have  a  Brother  to  that  Piflol  left,  you 
Ihall  not  fee 

Tour  Friend  and  Servant, 


hey  den  ,^  October  if,  1 700. 

Dear  S  A  M, 

'TpHE  ufual  Excufe  of  Gentlemen  abroad  for  neglefling 
-»-  their  P'ricnds  at  home  is,  that  new  Sets  of  different  Ob- 
je6ls  continually  entertaining  us  with  Changes  of  Admiration, 
the  Ideas  of  our  old  Acquaintance  are  by  degrees  worn  out  by 
the  Acceffion  of  the  new  :  But  this  kind  of  Forgetfulnefs 
were  too  fevere  a  Charge  upon  the  Merit  of  my  Friends  and 
my  own  Gratitude,  both  which  I  will  choofe  to  maintain  ; 
and  leave  it  to  your  Charity  to  make  me  an  Excufe  for  my 
Silence.  The  Truth  is,  I  have  had  a  very  tedious  Fit  of  Sick- 
nefs,  which  had  almoft  fent  your  Friend  a  longer  Journey 
■  than  he  was  willing  to  undertake  at  prefent;  but  now  being 
pretty  well  recovered,  I  can  only  inform  you  in  general, 
that  every  Day  furprizes  me  with  fome  agreeable  Objed  or 
other;  and  I  find  very  much  to  my  wonder,  that  the  Accounts 
I  have  had  of  this  Country  are  very  different  from  the  Obfer- 
vations  that  may  be  made  upon  the  Place.  Some  general 
Remarks  there  are  undifputably  certain,  as  that  nothing  can 
parallel  the  Dutch  Induilry,  but  the  Luxury  of  Engla?7d;  and 
that  the  Money  laid  out  in  the  Taverns  in  London^  in  purcha- 
fnig  Difeafes,  would  viclual  the  whole  United  Provinces  very 
plentifully  at  their  wholfom  Courfe  of  Diet  ;  that  the  Stan- 
ding-Ai-my  maintain'd  by  the  Dutch  for  their  Security  againft 
a  Foreign  Force,  are  not  half  fo  expeniivc,  as  the  fifty  thou- 
sand Lawyeri  kept  up  by  our  Civil  Taclions  in  England^  for 
no  other  ufe,  but  to  fet  us  continually  by  the  Ears  ;  People, 
like  the  Jews^  that  are  tolerated  in  ail  Governments  for  the 
Interefl:  of  the  Publick,  while  their  main  Drift  is  to  enrich 
themfelvcs,  and  who  by  their  Gettings  and  Cunning  have 
brought  their  Riches  and  Prailice  into  a  Proverb.  The  Law- 
yers here^  put  the  Queftion  only,  Whether  the  thing  be  law- 
ful ?  And  upon  Application  to  the  Statutes,  the  Colitroverfy 
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is  immediately  determin'd.  But  our  Cafuifls  at  Weflm'mfler 
dffpute  not  fo  much  upon  the  Legality  of  the  Caufe,  as  upon 
the  Letter  of  the  Law,  and  make  more  Cavils  on  the  Meaning 
of  the  Words  that  fhou'd  determine  Juflice,  than  upon  the 
Equity  of  the  Allegations  contended  for  by  the  Parties  ;  and 
the  Bulk  of  our  Laws  have  loaded  Jurtice  fo  heavily,  that 'tis 
become  a  Burthen  to  the  People,  who  in  regard  of  their  Suffer- 
ings in  this  kind  fhou'd  borrow  an  Appellation  from  Phyfick, 
and  be  call'd  'Patients  rather  than  Clients. 

Another  thing  worth  Conlidcration  In  refpecl  of  the  Laws 
in  Holland^  is  this  ;  None  but  honeft  Men  make  Eilates  by 
their  Pra^lice ;  for  the  liding  with  the  wrong  Party  brings  the 
Lawyer  into  Contempt,  and  lays  him  under  a  fevere  Repre- 
henfion,  either  of  Ignorance  in  his  Bufinefs,  or  Knavery  to 
the  People  :  Hence  it  comes  to  pafs,  that  Injuftice,  not  find- 
ing a  Patron  to  fupport  its  Caufe,  is  forc'd  to  remove  to  a 
neighbouring  Country,  where  the  wrong  Side  was  never  known 

to  make  its  z^lTertor  blufh  ;  where  the  Eloquence  of  S re^ 

and  the   Impudence   of  S n  are  plaulible  Pretences  for 

patronifing  Injuflice,  and  abufing  the  Client  :  But  there  are 
Bravo's  in  all  parts  of  the  World,  that  will  take  Money  for 
cutting  of  Throats,  whether  there  be  Grounds  or  not  for  the 
Refentment. 

.  So  much  for  the  Law,  now  for  the  Gofpel,  Sam.  I  think 
Holland  may  contend  for  the  Catholick  Church  with  any  part 
in  Europe.^  bccaufe  'tis  more  univcrfal  in  its  Religion,  than 
any  Country  in  the  Univerfc.  'Tis  a  pleafant  thing  to  fee 
Chriftians^  Mahometans.,  Jews.,  Protejlants.,  Papifls.,  Armenians 
and  Greeks.,  fwarming  together  like  a  Hive  of  Bees,  without 
one  Sting  of  Devotion  to  hurt  one  another ;  they  ail  agree  a- 
bout  the  bufinefs  of  this  Life,  bccaufe  a  Community  in  Trade 
is  the  Intereli  they  drive  at;  and  they  never  Joflle  in  the  Way 
to  the  Life  to  come,  becaufe  every  one  takes  a  ditferent  Road. 
One  great  Caufe  of  this  fo  amicable  aCorrefpondenceand  A- 
greement,  is,  that  only  the  Layety  of  thefe  Profellions  compofe 
the  Mixture  ;  here  are  no  Ingredients  of  Prieilcraft  to  Ibwr 
the  Compofition ;  Pulpits  indeed  they  have,  but  not  like  Hn- 
dibrafs's  Ecclefiaftick  Drums,  that  are  continually  beating  up 
for  Volunteers  to  the  alarming  of  the  whole  Nation.  Here 
is  no  Intereft  of  Se6ls  to  be  manag'd  under  the  Cloak  of  gain- 
ing Profelytes  to  the  Truth ;  nor  (Ircngthning  of  Parties  by- 
Pretence  of  reclaiming  of  Souls ;  every  Shepherd  is  content 
with  his  own  Flock,  and  Mufti,  Levite,  Pope  and  Presbyter, 
are  all  Chritiians  in  this,  that  they  live  in  Unity  and  Con- 
cord, 
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'Tis  a  (Irange  thing,  Sam^  that  among  us  People  can't  agree 
the  whole  Week,  becaufe  they  go  different  ways  upon  ^2^;?^^yi: 
This  is  to  malve  the  Lord's  Day  a  Sower  of  Dillention,  and 
Religion,  (which  is  call'd  the  Bond  of  Peace)  to  be  the  Brand 
of  Difcord  and  Combuftion  :  But  we  have  fome  Preachers 
that  think  themfelves  infpir'd  with  the  Spirit,  when  they  are 
really  poifefs'd  by  the  Devil;  the  Fervency  of  whofe  Zeal 
difmiffes  Congregations  with  Heats  and  Heart-burnings  of 
Spirit,  and  blows  up  the  Coals  on  the  Altar  to  fet  their  Neigh- 
bours Houfes  on  Fire;  the  Efficacy  of  the  Pulpit  is  fufficient- 
ly  Ihewn  in  the  Pra6lice  of  the  Congregations.  No  People 
in  the  World  are  fo  full  of  Notional  Principles  of  Faith;  and 
to  what  Purpofe  the  following  Inftance  Ihall  fliew  you.  Two 
(Sentlemen  of  my  Acquaintance,  one  a  Devout  Hearer  at 
Covent'Garden-Church^  and  the  t'other  a  violent  Zealot  for 
Doftor  Burgefs's  Meeting,  met  one  Evening  at  Thorn's  Coffee- 
houfe^  and  wou'd  adjourn  to  tht  Fleece-Tavern^  to  difcourfe  upon 
fome  Point  of  Dodrine  manag'd  that  Sunday  by  their  refpe6Hve 
Minifters.  The  Drawer  brought  in  a  Bottle  of  new  French, 
and  the  Diilenter  introduc'd  Predeftination  ;  After  tv^o  or 
three  hearty  Glafles,  the  Difpute  grew  pretty  warm,  and  the 
Quotations  of  the  Fathers  and  the  Texts  of  Scripture  made 
fuch  a  Noife,  that  two  Wenches  that  ufually  ply  upon  thofe 
Stairs,  over4iearing  the  Buftle,  took  them  for  a  couple  of  Le- 
vites,  and  lb  made  account  to  bolt  in,  and  fell  their  Mackerel. 
The  Fervency  of  the  Argument  Was  prefently  abated  upon  the 
appearance  of  the  Ladies,  and  a  Topick  of  a  more  familiar 
Nature  aflum'd;  till  both  being  pretty  well  convinc'd  of  their 
Opponent's  Fire  and  Fancy,  the  Whores  were  difmifs'd, 
and  Predeftination  re-affum'd  ;  the  Argument  grew  warmer, 
as  the  Difputants  grew  fuddled:  Infhort,  they  difputed  them- 
felves  (lark  drunk,  drew  their  Swords  to  decide  the  Gontro- 
verfy;  and  had  not  Mr.  Ff^^-^-come-ra,  'twas  great  odds  that 
Predeilination  had  not  fentonetotheDevif,  and  t'other  to  the 
Gallows.  But  ihey  parted  Friends  at  laft,  and  faid  one  to 
t'other,  I  amjorry  at  rdy  Hearty  dedr  Friend^  that  yonvjonH  goU 
Heaven  my  IVay.  And  fo  away  he  reel'd  to  a-fiawdy-houfe. 
Now  the  Moral  of  the  Fable  isthis:  If  the  Divines,  inftead  of 
their  Speculative  Theology,  had  preach'dthat  Day  athundring 
Sermon  againft  Drunkennefs  and  Fornication,  -'tis  probable 
that  the  Fatth  of  thefe  Gentlemen  had  been  ne'er  the  lefs  for- 
tily'd,  and  their  GooolWWks  much  more  improv'd; 

But  I  beg  your  Pardon  for  this  Digreflion ;  I  was  going  to 
%  that,  excepting  a  few  general  R-eiTiarks,-fome  of  which 
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I  have  mention'd,  the  Accounts  we  have  of  this  People  are 
very  lame,  and  fometimes  exa6lly  oppofite  to  the  Truth.  I 
fhall  mention  one  or  two  Particulars  that  I  found  very  ob- 
vious. 

We  have  a  Notion  in  E;^?^/^;^^,  that  the  Dutch  are  very  great 
Drunkards;  whether  this  Afperfion  arifes  from  fome  People's 
confounding  the  Htgh-Duuh  with  the  Lovj^  or  that  there  is  a 
Sottiflmefs  in  their  Miens  and  Complexions,  I  can't  deter- 
mine ;  but  this  I  can  aiTure  you,  that  the  Report  is  as  falfe, 
as  fhou'd  I  aver,  that  the  People  in  Londoyi  are  the  moft  chafte 
and  fober  Gentlemen  in  the  World.  'Tis  true  indeed  they 
will  take  off  a  toping  Glafs  of  Brandy,  but  that  is  only  what 
is  abfolutely  neceflary  to  moderate  the  Moiiture  and  Coldnefs 
of  their  Conftitution,  and  us'd  in  fuch  quantity  by  the  mean- 
er fort  only,  who  living  continually  in  the  Water,  muft  re- 
quire an  Allowance  to  fortify  themfelves  againft  the  Chilnefs 
of  their  Habitations ;  for  you  mufl  knov/  that  whole  Fami- 
lies, Men,  Women  and  Children,  live  continually  in  Boats, 
and  have  no  more  Tenement  on  Dry-land  than  a  Thames 
Salmon;  but  notwithHandiug  this  incumbent  necelTity  of  their 
taking  a  Cup  of  the  Creature,  I  never  have  feen  fince  I  came 
into  this  Country  but  one  Dutch-man  drunk  ,  and  altho'  his 
Impertinence  was  no  mor^  than  is  naturally  incident  to  any 
Body  in  his  Condition,  .yet  the  whole  Boatful  of  People,  to 
the  number  of  fixtyPerfons,  fhew'd  the  greateft  Averfion  ima- 
ginable to  his  Circumllances,  except  two  or  three  jolly  &- 
gU'lh  Men  that  made  very  good  Sport  with  his  Humour;  and 
had  not  we,  with  fome  French  Gentlemen,  proteded  his  Car- 
cafs,  his  Countrymen  wou'd  haye  fous'd  him:  in  the  Canal 
very  heartily  for  his  Debauch.  .     ^  •    ■ 

As  the  laborious  Life  of  the  inferior  Sort  requires  an  ex- 
hilarating Glafs,  fo  the  fame  Neceffity  both  as  to  Time  and 
Charge  fecures  them  fromExcefs:  And  for  their  Gentry,  they 
are  indeed  fociable  in  their  ov/n  Houfes  ;  hut  v/ere  it  not 
for  Strangers,  all  Places  of  Publick  Entertainment  muft  con- 
fequently  fall.;  which  is  the  greateft  Argument  imaginable 
for  the  Sobriety  and  Temperance  of  a  People;. whereas 'tis  ve- 
ry well  known,  that  if  the  very  Taverns  in  LoKc^on^  with 
feven  ,or  eight  handfom  Churches,  and  one  or  two  of  our 
Inns  of  Court, -(all  which  we  could  well  enough  fpare)  were 
but  handfomly  feated  on  the  Banks  of  a  Rivei-,  they  would 
make  a  Figure  with  fome  of  the  moft  remarkable  Cities  in  £^^- 
rote.  This  indeed  is  a  noble  Argument  of  the  Riches  of  En- 
gla»dyjb\xt  whether  our  Luxury  fprang  from  Plenty,  or  the 
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Temperance  of //o//^W,  the  Effea  ofNeceility,  be  the  happier 
State,  is  a  Queflion  that  I  want  leifure  now  to  determine. 

Another  Account  we  have  very  current  among  us,  that  there 
are  no  Beggars  m  Holland  \  that  they  are  very  carefulm  employ- 
ing the  Poor.  That  their  Manufaftures  require  a  great  many 
Hands  is  moft  certain,  but  Ocular  Demonfiration  is  tooftrong 
a  Proof  againft  all  their  Induftry ;  and  Pm  apt  to  believe,  that 
the  Order  of  Mendicants  is  of  a  very  late  Inftitution,  elfe  fo 
vifible  a  Falfity  couM  never  have  put  this  Trick  upon  Travellers. 
Whether  their  late  expenfive  Wars  have  ruin'd  more  People 
than  their  Manufaftures  can  employ,  or  that  the  Poverty  of 
the  Spaniards  in  the  Neighbour  Netherlands^  have  by  degrees 
infeded  the  meaner  fort,  I  f}ian*t  be  politive  ;  But  nothing 
is  more  certain , '  than  that  a  well-difpos'd  Chriftian  may 
iind  as  many  Obje^ls  of  Charity  here  as  in  any  part  of  jEW^- 
land^  if  we  may  judge  of  their  Wants  by  the  Fervency  of  their 
Cries. 

I  do  believe  that  the  Charity  of  the  Dutch  is  no  great  In- 
couragement  to  Beggars ;  which  is  the  Reafon  (I  conceive ) 
why  the  Poor  flock  all  to  the  High-ways  and  Track-skouts^ 
where  the  Opportunity  is  good  for  Application  to  Strangers. 

From  thefe,  and  fome  other  fuch  like  Particulars,  I  tbund 
it  matter  of  Speculation,  how  the  generality  of  the  Englip 
Nation  being  fo  near  Neighbours  to  this  State,  jQiou'd  be  fo 
very  fliort  in  their  Knowledge  of  the  Manners  and  Conftitu- 
tion  of  this  People,  but  this  1  may  prefume  to  proceed  upon 
the  following  Accounts. 

Moft  of  our  Englilli  that  vifit  this  Place,  are  either  young 
Gentlemen  that  come  abroad  to  travel,  or  Merchants  that 
make  a  fhort  Trip  upon  their  own  private  Concerns. 

Tis  the  ufual  Way  with  the  firit  of  thefe  to  take  Holland 
en  pajfant.^  either  going  or  coming ;  and  being  youthful  Sparks 
are  fo  fond  of  the  Finery  at  Paris^  and  Delicacy  of  Rome^  that 
ihey  han't  Leifure,  forfooth,  to  dwell  upon  the  Solidity  of 
this  Place.  France  and  Italy  are  their  Provinces,  arid  Holland 
their  Inn  upon  the  Road ;  they  lye  for  a  Night,  and  away  the 
next  Morning. 

They  can  tell  you,  perhaps,  that  the  Dutch  manner  of 
Travelling  is  very  commodious  ;  that  the  Hague  is  a  pretty 
Village,  Amflerdam  a  fine  City,  and  that  the  People  are  a 
parcel  of  heavy,  dull,  unconverfable  Creatures,  and  fo  they 
leave  them.  Nothing  can  relifh  more  of  old  England  than 
this  Peremptory  Declaration.  I  wou'd  willingly  underftand 
how  Gentlemen  can  make  a  true  Eftimate  of  the  Wit  and 
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Ingenuity  of  a  People,  when  they  don't  flay  to  make  one  Ac-^ 
q^uiatance  in  the  Country,  nor  can  fpeak  one  Syllable  of 
their  Language. 

Moil  of  our  young  Nobility  and  Gentry  travel  under  the 
Tuition  of  French  Governors,'  who  however  honed  in  their 
Intentions  of  ferving  their  Pupils,  are  neverthelefs  fiill  of  their 
Moy  Mcme ;  and  from  the  Prejudice  of  Birth  and  Education, 
like  all  other  People,   are  moft  inclinable  to  the  Manners, 
Language,  Drefs  and  Behaviour  of  their  own  Nation  ;  and 
tho'  perfectly  skill'd,  perhaps,   in  the  Accompli Ihments  that 
compofe  what  we  call  a  tine  Gentleman,  yet  'tis  probable 
they  may  fall  fliort  in  thofe  Qualifications  that  are  abfolutely 
neceifary  to  an  Englljhman^  in  relpe6l:  of  the  Intereft  of  his 
'Country,  and  of  thefe  I  take  the  Dutch  Language  to  be  none 
of  the  moft  trivial.     For  at  the  prefent  Juncture,  which  ten- 
ders it  not  only  ours,  butthelntereft  o'l  Europe^  that  v/e  fnou'd 
be  well  with  thefe  People,  it  were  not  unncceliary  that  our 
Amity  fhould  be  linkt  with  private  Friendfhips  and  Corre- 
fpondence,  as   by  publick  Leagues  and  Alliances.     An  In- 
ilance  of  which  is  very  vifible  to  our  Prejudice  in  the  Habi- 
tudes and  Familiarity  contracled  by  our  young  Gentlemen  at 
Paris^  which,  without  all  Difpute,  is  one  great  P^cafon  for 
the  Influence  retain'd  by  that  Court,  not  only  ovei-  our  Fa- 
fhions  and  Behaviour,  but  which  is  exteniive  alfo  to  Matters 
of  more  weighty  Confequencc,  including  even  our  Councils, 
Laws  and  Government. 

Thcfecond  fort  of  People  that  make  a  turn  into  this  Coun- 
try, are  our  Merchants,  whofe  Speculation  is  limited  by  a  few 
Particulars;  their  Aftairs  not  extending  to  the  Policies  of 
State,  nor  the  Humours  of  the  People,  they  are  fatisfy'd  to 
mind  their  Bufinefs  only,  and  to  underftand  the  Encourage- 
ment of  Trade,  the  Prizes  and  Cuftoms  upon  Goods,  the  Va- 
lue of  Stock,  and  the  Rates  of  Exchange  :  Their  Converfa- 
tion  lies  chiefly  between  the  Storc-houle  and  the  Broad-fide, 
and  that  in  one  or  two  Cities  at  moft,  where  their  Corrcfpon- 
dents  are  refident.  So  that  all  the  x\ccount  we  muft  expcd 
from  thefe  Perfons,  muft  only  relate  to  their  Trade  in  general, 
or  to  fome  particular  Branch  of  it,  which  is  univerfally  un- 
derftood  already  through  the  Intercourfe  of  our  Dealing,  and 
neither  fo  improving  to  our  Polity,  nor  fatisfaclory  to  the  Cu- 
rious. But  even  among  their  Encouragements  of  Trade  fo 
univerfally  known  and  admir'd,  as  the  advantageous  Situati- 
on of  their  Country,  their  natural  Propenfity  to  Navigation, 
the  Lownefs  of  their  Impofts,  'd'c.  yet  by  an  odd  Accident  I 
came  to  underftand  one  Policy  in  their  Trading  Conftitution, 
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which  I  have  never  hitherto  met  with  in  any  verbal  or  vt^ritten 
Account  vvhatfoever.  The  Matter  was  thus  in  all  its  Cir- 
cumftances. 

One  Day  upon  the  Exchange  ^v  Roterdar/t^  1  cafually  met  a 
Gentleman,  who  fomc  time  ago  liv'd  one  of  the  moft  confi- 
def  able  Merchants  \n  Ireland^  and  about  fome  four  Years  fince, 
by  great  Loffes  at  Sea,  was  forc'd  to  fly  his  Country  in  a  very 
mean  Condition.  I  put  him  in  mind  of  his  Misfortunes  by 
a  Favour  he  once  conferr'd  upon  me  of  a  Bottle  of  Claret  and 
a  Neat's  Tongue,  at  Launching  of  a  ncvv  Ship  that  he  had 
hxaWi'm  Dublin-,  which  Veffel  (Bottom  and  Goods  all  his  own) 
was  unfortunately  loft  the  very  firft  Voyage.  The  Gentleman 
feem'd  very  fenffole  of  his  Misfortunes,  but  withal  told  me, 
That  he  ftill  had  aGlafs  of  Wine  and  a  Tongue  at  my  Service, 
if  I  wou'd  come  and  fee  him  at  his  Houfe  that  Evening.  I 
made  him  a  Vifit,  and  found,  to  my  no  fmall  Surprize,  a 
handfome  Houfe,  neatly  furniih'd,  excellent  Meat,  and  as 
good  Burgundy  as  ever  joy'd  the  Heart  of  Man.  I  took  the 
Freedom  to  ask  my  Merchant  how  a  Bankrupt  fhou'd  come 
by  all  this;  in  anfwer  to  which  he  gave  me  the  following  Ac- 
count of  his  Affairs. 

ThQDutch^  Sir,  (faid  he)  have  a  Law,  that  whatever  Mer- 
chant in  any  part  of  Europe^  who  has  had  any  confiderable 
Traffick  with  this  Country,  whofe  Honefty  is  apparent  by  his 
former  Accounts,  and  can  prove  by  fufficient  Teftimony, 
that  his  LofTes  and  Misfortunes  are  not  chargeable  upon  his 
Ignorance  nor  Extravagance,  but  purely  thofe  of  unfortunate 
Chance,  above  the  Reach  of  human  Prevention  ;  that  then 
fuch  a  Merchant  may  repair  to  them,  have  the  Freedom  of 
any  Sea-port  in  the  State,  have  a  Supply  of  whatever  Money 
he's  willing  to  take  up,  out  of  the  Publick  Revenue,  upon 
the  bare  Security  of  his  Induftry  and  Integrity ;  and  ail  this 
upon  the  Current  Intereft,  which  is  feldom  above  Four  per 
Cent. 

Purfuant  to  this  (continu'd  the  Gentleman)  my  Qualifica- 
tions for  this  Credit  being  fufficiently  teftify'd,  I  took  up  here 
two  thoufand  Pound  Sterling,  and  in  two  Years  have  gain'd 
fi^ty  per  Cent.  So  that  by  God's  AfFiftance,  and  my  own  di- 
ligent Endeavours,  I  queftion  not  but  in  a  few  Years  1  ihall 
be  able  to  ihew  my  Face  to  my  Creditors,  return  to  my  Coun- 
try, and  there  live  in  Statu  quo. 

Here  are  two  Points  remarkable  enough  :  A  charitable  A- 
aion  to  relieve  diftrefs'd  Strangers,  and  a  Policy  of  State  for 
the  Intereft  of  the  Republick,  which  you  may  foon  difcover 
hy  repeating  the  Conditions,    His  Honefty  muft  be  manifeft 

from 
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from  his  former  Accounts,  his  Sufficiency  in  Bufinefs  appa- 
rent from  his  precedent  manner  of  Dealing,  his  Misfortunes 
fuch  as  were  above  human  Prevention,  as  by  Storms,  Pyrates, 
or  the  like  ;  but  above  all,  he  mull  have  fome  confiderable 
Traffick  with  this  Country,  there's  the  Clincher,  the  Utiie^  the 
greateft  Encouragement  imaginable  for  all  Foreigners  to  traf- 
fick with  this  Nation,  and  for  the  moft  ingenious  Traders, 
who  are  not  always  the  mod  fortunate,  to  feek  a  Refidence 
among  them  :  And  v/hat  a  Life  and  Vigour  thefe  two  Cir- 
cumftances  may  add  to  the  Trade  of  a  Nation,  the  fiourifn- 
ing  Condition  of  this  People  is  the  moft  fufficient  Witnefs. 

Now,  Szin:^  1  have  tir'd  you  moft  certainly,  for  I  am  weary 
my  felf,  and  we  are  feldom  the  fooneft  tir'd  with  our  own  : 
the  Gravity  of  my  Style  you  mraft  impute  to  the  Air  of  the 
Country,  and  the  Length  of  my  Letter  to  a  very  Rainy  Day 
that  has  kept  me  within ;  and  to  excufe  the  Matter,  it  fhall 
coft  you  nothing,  for  I  fend  it  by  a  Gentleman,  who  can  af- 
fure  you  that  what  I  have  faid  is  true.  I  fhall  at  leaft  con- 
clude with  a  Truth,  that  I  am, 

Dear  SIR.  To^irs.  Sec. 


A71  Epilogue  fpken  by  Mr.  Wilks,    at  his  firft 
Ap^^earance  ti^on  the  Engiiih  Stage, 

AS  a  poor  Stranger  wreck'd  upon  the  Coaft 
With  Fear  and  Wonder  views  the  Dangers  part  \ 
So  I  with  dreadful  Apprehenlions  ftand. 
And  thank  thofe  Pow'rs  that  brought  me  fafe  to  Land,  ', 

With  Joy  I  view  the  fmiling  Country  o'er, 
And  find,  kind  Heav'ns !  an  hofpitable  Shore. 
'Tis  England. — This  your  Charities  declare. 
But  more  the  Charms  of  Bnup  Beauties  there ; 
Beauties  that  celebrate  this  Ifle  afar. 
They  by  their  Smiles,  as  much  as  you  by  War, 
True  Love,  true  Honour,  here  I  can't  fail  to  play, 
Such  lively  Patterns  you  before  me  lay. 
Void  of  Offence,  tho'  not  from  Cenfure  free, 
I  left  adiftant  Ifle  too  kind  to  me. 
Loaded  with  Favours  I  was  forc'd  away, 
'Caufe  I  wou'd  not  accept  what  I  cou'd  never  pay. 

There 
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There  I  couM  pleafe,  but  there  my  Fame  muft  end, 
For  hither  none  muft  come  to  boaft,  but  mend. 
Improvement  muft  be  great,  lince  here  1  find 
Precepts,  Examples,  and  my  Mafters  kind. 


A  Prologue  on  the  frofos'd  ^mon  of  the 
T'ujo  Houfes. 

NOW  all  the  World's  ta'n  up  with  State- Affairs, 
Some  wiihing  Peace,  fome  calling  out  for  Wars. 
'Tis  likewife  fit  we  fhouM  inform  the  Age, 
What  are  the  prefent  Politicks  of  the  Stage  : 
Two  different  States,  ambitious  both,  and  bold. 
All  Free-born  Souls,  theNewHoufe  and  the  Old, 
Have  long  contended,  and  made  ftout  Effays, 
Which  fhou'd  be  Monarch,  abfolute  in  Plays : 
Long  has  the  Battle  held  with  bloody  Strife, 
Where  mxany  ranting  Heroes  loft  their  Life ; 
Yet  fuch  their  Enmity,  that  e'en  the  Slain 
Do  conquer  Death,  rife  up,  and  fight  again. 
irVJfi  from  the  Gallery^  Box^  the  Pit  and  all^ 
'The  Audience  look'd^  and pook  its  awful  Heady 
JVond'^ring  to  fee  f»  many  Thoufands  fall^ 
And  then  looked  Pale  to  fee  us  look  fo  Red. 
By  Force  of  Numbers,  and  Poetick  Spell, 
We've  rais'd  the  ancient  Heroes  too  from  Hell, 
To  lead  our  Troops ;  and  on  this  bloody  Field, 
You've  feen  great  Ccefar  fight,  great  Pornpey  yield. 
Vaft  Sums  of  Treafure  too  we  did  advance. 
To  draw  fome  mercenary  Troops  from  France ; 
Light-footed  Rogues,  who  when  they  got  their  Pay, 
Took  to  their  Heels — Alons — and  run  away. 
Here  have  you  feen  great  Philip's  Conqu'ring  Son, 
Who  in  twelve  Years  did  the  whole  World  o'cr-run  ; 
Here  has  he  fought,  and  found  a  harder  Job, 
To  beat  one  Play-houfe,  than  fubdue  the  Globe : 
All  this  from  Emulation  for  the  Bays, 
You  lik'd  the  Conteft,  and  beftow'd  your  Praife : 
But  now  (as  bufy  Heads  love  fomething  new) 

They  would  propofe  an  Union Oh,  Mort-dieu. 

li  it  be  fo,  let  C(efar  hide  his  Head, 

And^  fight  no  more  for  Glory,  but  for  Bread. 


1 


Let 
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Let  Alexander  mourn,  as  once  before, 
Becaufe  no  Worlds  are  left  to  conquer  more. 
But  if  we  may  judge  fmall  from  greater  things, 
The  prefent  Times  may  lliew  what  Umon  brings, 
You  feel  the  Danger  of  United  Kings. 
If  we  grow  one,  then  Slavery  muft  enfue 
To  Poets,  Players,  and,  my  Friends,  to  you. 
For  to  one  Houfe  confin'd,  you  then  muft  praife 
Both  curfed  A6lors,  and  confounded  Plays. 
Then  leave  us  as  we  are,  and  next  advance 
Bravely  to  break  the  Tye  'twixt  »i/?^z».  and  France. 


On  the  Death  of  a  Lady's  Sfarro''Ji\  in  Imitation 
^/Catullus  for  his  LesbiaV.  ^^!  ^K\ 

MOurn  all  ye  Mufes,  mourn  ye  Nymphs  and  Loves, 
Mourn  all  ye^Woods,  mourn  all  ye  Trees  and  Groves. 
Weep  all  ye  Streams,  ye  Forefis  fade  and  mourn, 
Your  well-lov'd  Bird  mufl  ne'er  again  return. 
Let  the  dull  Air  ne'er  be  ferene  again, 
Let  all  the  Winds  with  loudefr  Sighs  complain. 
The  once  blefl  Winds,  whilii  they  cou'd  bear  away 
His  charming  Notes,  and  with  his  Feathers  play; 
How  fhall  1  grieve,  or  how  bewail  his  Death  ? 
-None  fit  to  fing,  that  wants  his  tuneful  Breath: 
Like  the  melodious  Swan  prepar'd  to  die, 
He  fhou'd  himfelf  have  fung  his  Elegy. 
Te  winged  Chortfters.^  come  here  andfing^ 
Lament  his  Death ;  fiveet  Floufrs  and  Blojfoms  i;ring^ 
To  ftrew  his  Grave  with  Beauties  of  the  spring. 
Sweet  was  his  Voice,  well  were  his  Notes  belov'd_, 
His  careful  Miftrefs  with  his  Tunes  he  mov'd, 
Oft  has  he  fung  upon  the  Flowry  Plain, 
But  ne'er,  alas !  like  wretched  me,  in  vain. 
Round  her  alone  the  pretty  Bird  wou'd  fly. 
Chirp  to  the  Fair,  and  in  her  Bofom  lie;  ' 
Her  Bofom,  fairer  than  the  Silver  Sky : 
There  did  the  Wanton  play,  and  there  was  blefl, 
And  there  alone  he  made  his  downy  Neft;  - 
All  her  Difcourfe  to  him  he  underltood, 
And  kindly  anfwer'd  v*i:h  what  Voice  he  cou'd. 

Upon 
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Upon  her  Head  oft  wou'd  he  fluttering  move, 

And  fpread  a  living  Canopy  above ; 

Ten  thoufand  pretty  things  fhew'd  his  officious  Love. 

Oft  as  fhe  walk'd,  v^rhen  ihe  began  to  fing, 

With  her  own  Breath  he  fann'd  her  from  his  Wing ; 

Then  would  he  pluck  the  Daifies  here  and  there, 

And  to  her  Hands  the  blulhing  Prefents  bear. 

The  Woods  he  fcorn'd,  and  chofe  with  her  to  dwell, 

Her  Fingers  did  all  Boughs  by  far  excel. 

Te  winged  Chorifters^  come  here  andfing^ 

Lament  his  Death ;  fweet  Flowers  and  BloJJoms  bring, 

T^ofirevj  his  Grave  with  Beauties  of  the  Spring. 

For  ah !  he's  gone,  his  pleafing  Sports  muft  ceafe, 

He's  gone,  alas !  and  now  no  more  can  pleafe ; 

Still  is  his  Voice,  and  ftill  his  flift'ning  Wing, 

He  ne'er  again  muft  to  his  Miftrefs  fing. 

See  his  deep  Grave  by  moanful  Cupid  made, 

Himfelf  clofe  by  in  a  fad  Poilure  laid, 

Breaking  his  Golden  Arrow,  late  his  Spade. 

Around  his  Grave  let  circling  Fairies  play,  ^ 

Dance  the  whole  Night,  and  fcarce  depart  by  Day : 

Let  all  things  grie^^e,  Selmda^s  Sparrow's  gone ; 

Selinda's  Sparrow,  fo  belov'd  alone. 

For  him  the  tender  Virgin  mourns  and  cries, 

For  her  dear  Sparrow  Ihe  laments  and  fighs, 

Sworn  to  be  bury'd  there,  whene'er  fhe  dies.  ■      < 

jThenJIjall  the  winged  Choi  A  flock  here  and  fing^  '  ''''i  "-f^' 

Lament  her  Death ^  fweet  Flowers  and  Blofjoms  brings  ■>'' 

*To  firew  her  Crave  with  Beauties  of  the  Spring.  '  -• 


I 
} 


On  the  T>eath  of  the  late  Queen,  .j  ■ii•^^"'(^^ 

WHilft  Heav'n  with  Envy  on  the  Earth  look'd  down*  z,\l 
Saw  us  unworthy  of  the  Royal  Pair, 
And  juflly  claimed  Maria  as  its  own,    . 
Yet  kindly  left  the  Glorious  IVilliam  here : 
The  Heav'n  and  Earth  alike  do  in  the  Blefllng  (liare.^  :    ^ ,,,,  • 
He  makes  the  Earth,  She  Heav'n  our  great  Allies,    .i/.d  lo;  ' 
And  the'  M^e  mourn,  fhe  for  our  Comfort  dies ;        '  ' 

Nor  need  we  fear  the  rafh  prcfumptuous  Foe, 
Whild  She's  Cur  Saint  above,  and  He  our  King  below. 


A  SONG 


T 
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ji    SONG. 
I. 

Ell  me,  Aurelia^  tell  me  pray. 


How  long  mult  Damon  fue 
Prefix  the  Time,  and  Til  obey, 
With  Patience  wait  the  happy  Day 
That  Makes  me  fure  of  you. 

II. 

The  Sails  of  Tim.e  my  Sighs  ihall  blow, 

And  make  the  Minutes  glide ; 
My  Tears  fhall  make  the  Current  flow, 

And  fwell  the  hallning  Tide, 

in. 

The  Wings  of  Love  Ihall  fly  io  faft. 

My  Hopes  mount  fo  fublime, 
The  Wings  of  Love  Ihall  make  more  hafte 

Than  the  fwift  Wings  of  Time. 


The  AJJignatmi,   a    SONG. 
I. 

TH  E  Minute's  paft  apppointed  by  my  Fair, 
The  Minute's  fled 
And  leaves  me  dead 
With  Anguifh  and  Defpair. 

II. 

My  flatter'd  Hopes  their  Flight  did  make 

With  the  appointed  Hour ; 
None  can  the  Minutes  pall  o'ertake, 

And  nought  my  Hopes  reftore. 

III. 

Ceafe  your  Plaints,  and  make  no  Moan ; 

Thoa  fad  repining  Swain ; 
Although  the  fleeting  Hour  be  gone, 

The  Place  does  flill  remain. 

iV.  The 
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IV. 

The  Place  remains,  and  fhe  may  make 

Amends  for  all  your  Pain ; 
Her  Prefence  can  pafl:  Time  o'ertake, 

Her  Love  your  Hopes  regain. 


j4n  Epgram. 

<T\ANS  lit  am -pants  ^  nobis  dans  gaudia  Tinum^ 
-^^  Omnia  dans  aurttm^  funt  fretiofa  nimis  : 
iW/  commune  honum  efl^  at  res  ejl  fiebilis  altera 
Dans^  eft  communis  f^emina  tibique  nihil. 

In  Englifh  thus  : 

NAture's  chief  Gifts  unequally  are  carvM ; 
It  furfeits  fome,  while  many  more  are  ftarv'd  : 
Her  Bread,  her  Wine,  her  Gold,  and  what  before 
Was  Common  Good,  is  now  made  Private  Store, 
Nothing  that's  Good  we  have  among  us  Common, 
But  all  enjoy  the  Common  111 — A  Woman. 


To  a  Gentleman  that  had  his  "^Pocket  pckt  of  a 
Watch  and  fome  Gold  by  aMiftrefs, 

A  Burlefque  Letter. 

I*M  forry,  Sam^  thou'rt  fuch  a  Ninny 
To  let  a  Wench  rob  thee  of  a  Guinea. 
And  thus  to  fpend  and  lofe  yourCobbs, 
By  lavifh  op'ning  both  your  Fobbs : 
You're  fairly  fobb'd  to  let  her  get  all, 
Both  one  and  alfo  t'other  Mettal.  ^] 

Your  Work  was  on  a  pretty  Score,  ^ 

You  dug  the  Mine,   fhe  found  the  Ore,  ^ 

The  Devil  take  the  cunning  Whore.  ^^ 

You  llily  laid  her  down  to  reft  her, 
And  on  the  Bed  flie  found  a  Teller. 

Your 
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Your  Watch  too,  Sam^  (thefe  Men  of  Power 

Muft  lye  with  Doxies  by  the  Hour) 

A  Minute's  time  did  that  command ; 

Then  hers,  it  feems  was  Minute-Hand. 

She  wound  you  up  to  her  own  liking, 

Then  ftole  the  Watch  while  you  were  ftriking : 

Then  think  not,  Sir,  that  you're  undone ; 

What's  w^ound  lb  high,  muft  next  run  down : 

In  revelling  time,  you  thought  no  Sin 

To  play  a  Game  at  In  and  In. 

I  wonder  tho'  you  did  not  win  for't, 

Since  that  you  were  fo  fairly  in  for't : 

But  what  deftroy'd  you  in  a  Trice, 

She  held  the  Box.,  you  fhook  the  Dice: 

The  Devil  was  in  the  Dice  then  furely^ 

To  lofe  when  you  plaid  fo  fecurely, 

And  'Three  to  One  w^as  lay'd  fo  purely, 

But  what's  the  worft  of  all  Milhaps, 

You  dread,  they  fay,  fome  after-claps : 

If  that  be  fo,  my  dearefl  Sammy., 

You'll  curfe,  and  bid  the  Devil'dam  ye: 

The  Fruits  of  IVUd  Oats  which  you  fcatter. 

Is  nothing  elfe  but  Barley-water: 

The  Seed-time's  good,  you  know  my  Meaning, 

But  faith,  the  Harveft's  only  gleaning. 

Take  Heart  however,  'tis  my  DelTre, 

You  will  revive,  the  P x  expire ; 

Then  rife  like  Phoenix  from  the  Fire, 
The  Metal's  ftronger  that's  well  fouder'd, 
And  Beef  keeps  fweeter  once  'tis  powder'd  : 
So  farewel,  Sar/i.,  and  may  you  ne'er  want 
Such  a  true  faithful  humble  Servant. 

May  the  Fourth,  from  Temple  Inner, 

The  Po/i's  going  onty  I  in  to  Bi/insr. 


Crays-Inn,  Wednefda\\ 
'"TP IS  a  Prefumptlonto  imagine,  that  you  have  thought  my 
-■-  Letters  worth  the  keeping,  and  yet  a  greater  Preliimpti- 
on  toexpedlyoufhou'dnow  return  them  if  you  have  kept  them 
fo  long;  but  Ihopc  the  Defign  will  partly  excufe  myRequeft : 
I  have  promis'd  to  equip  a  Friend  with  a  few  Letters  to  help 
out  a  Collection  for  the  Prefs,  and  there  are  none  I  dare  fooncr 
expofe  to  the  World  than  thofe  to  you,  becaufe  your  Merit. 

may 
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may  warrant  their  Sincerity,  and  becaufe  your  Ladyfliip  was 
pleas'd  to  commend  them :  This  makes  me  imagine,  Madam, 
that  they  have  flill  fecur'd  a  Place  in  your  Cabinet,  tho'  the 
unworthy  Author  cou'd  merit  no  room  in  your  Heart;  whence 
I  may  infer,  that  they  may  be  as  acceptable  to  you  in  Print  as 
in  my  Manufcript  ;  but  if  you  have  a  mind  to  fecure  Tro- 
phies of  fo  poor  a  Conqueft,  I  (hall  be  proud  to  return  them 
as  foon  as  ever  they  are  tranfcribM;  for  which  I  now  pawn  my 
Word  and  Honour,  as  fincerely  as  I  once  did  the  Heart  of, 

MADAM, 

Tour  moft  humble  Ser'v ant. 


Tuefda'^  Mornin^y  one  Stocking 
oUy  and  t  other  ojf. 

I  Have  had  your  Letter ,  Madam ,  and  all  that  I  under ftand 
by  it,  is  that  your  Hand  is  as  great  a  Riddle  as  your  Face ; 
and  'tis  as  difficult  to  find  out  your  Senfe  in  your  Characters, 
as  to  know  your  Beauty  in  your  Mask  ;  but  I  have  at  lafl:  con- 
quered the  Maidenhead  of  your  Writing,  as  I  hope  one  Day  I 
Hiall  that  of  your  Perfon  ;  and  Pm  fure  you  han't  loll  your 
Virginity,  if  the  Lines  in  your  Complexion  be  half  fo  crooked 
as  thofein  your  Letter.  I  return  your  Compliment  of  Advice 
in  the  fame  Number  of  Particulars  that  you  were  pleas'd  to 
fend  me.  Firll,  If  you  are  not  handfom,  never  fhew  a  Face 
that  may  frighten  away  that  Admirer  which  your  Wit  has  en- 
gaged. Secondly,  Never  believe  what  a  Gentleman  fpeaks  to 
you  in  a  Mask :  for  while  the  Ladies  wear  double  Faces,  'tis 
but  Juftice  that  our  Words  fhou'd  bear  a  double  Meaning — 
Lallly,  You  muft  never  advife  a  Man  againfl  wandring,  if  you 
delignto  be  his  Guide.  You  tell  me  of  fwearing  to  aknown 
Lye  :  I  don't  remember.  Madam,  that  I  ever  fwore  I  lov'd 
you  ;  tho'  I  muft  confefs  that  a  little  Lady  in  a  half  Mourn- 
ing Mantua  and  a  deep  Mourning  Complexion,  has  run  in 
my  Head  fo  much  lince  Monday  Night,  that  Pm  afraid,  Ihe 
will  foon  get  in  my  Heart  :  But  now  Madam,  hear  my  Mis- 
fortune. 

"The  angry  Fates  and  dWe  Stage-Coachy 
Upon  my  Liberty  incroachy 
To  bear  me  hence  with  many  a  Jog. 
From  thee  my  charming  dear  Incog. 
Unhappy  Wretch !  at  once  who  feels 
Overturns  of  Hack  an  d  Fortune' s  IVheels, 

This 
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This  is  my  Epitaph,  Madam,  for  now  Pm  a  dead  Man ; 
and  the  Stage-Coach  may  moft  properly  be  call'd  my  Herfe, 
bearing  the  Corps  only  of  deceas'd  F- — r ;  for  his  Soul  is  left 
with  you,  whom  he  loves  above  all  Womankind ;  by  which 
you  may  judge  of  the  Height  of  his  Paffion  ;  for  he  cares  not 
one  Farthing  for  your  w^hole  Sex,  as  I  hope  to  be  faved. 


thurfdciy  11  a  Clock. 

BOpeep  is  Child's  Play,  arid  'tis  time  for  a  man  to  be  tir'd  of 
it ;  I  went  yefterday  to  Bedlam  upon  your  mad  x^lTignati- 
on,  ftay'd  till  Seven  like  a  Fool,  to  exped  one,  who,  unlefs 
{^'.Q  were  m.ad,  wou'd  never  come.  I  begin  to  believe  that 
they  are  only  wife  that  are  there,  and  we  polFefsM  that  put 
them  in ;  they  at  leaft  have  this  Advantage  over  us  Lunaticks 
at  Liberty,  that  they  find  Pleafure  in  their  Frenzy,  and  Vv^e  a 
Torment  in  our  Reafon.  I  was  fo  tir'd  with  walking  there 
fo  long,  that  I  could  not  bear  the  Fatigue  of  putting  off  my 
Cloaths,  but  fat  up  all  Night  at  the  Tavern ;  fo  that  your  Let* 
ter  is  but  jufl  come  to  my  Hands,  when,  like  Prhice  Pretty^ 
man^  I  have  one  Boot  on  and  t'other  off,  Love  and  Honour 
have  a  ftrong  Battle,  but  here  comes  my  Friend  to  claim  my 
Engagement,  fo  Love  is  put  to  the  Rout,  and  away  for  EJfex 
•immediately  ;  but  a  Word  of  Advice  before  we  part.  Pray 
confider.  Madam,  v/hether  your  Good  or  111  Stars  have  ufually 
the  moll  afcendant  over  your  Inclinations,  and  accordingly 
profecute  your  Intentions  of  correfponding  with  me  or  not ; 
wou'd  you  be  advis'd  by  me,  you  w^ou'd  let  it  alone  ;  for  by 
the  Uneaiinefs  that  my  fmall  Converfe  has  already  rais'd  in 
me,  I  guefs  at  the  greater  Difturbance  of  being  farther  expos'd 
to  your  Charms,  unlefs  I  may  hope  for  fomething  which  my 
Vanity  is  too  weak  to  enfure.  Fortune  has  always  been  my 
Adverfary ;  and  I  may  conclude  that  Woman,  who  is  much 
of  her  Nature,  may  ufe  me  the  fame  way  ;  but  if  you  prove 
as  blind  as  fhe,  you  may,  perhaps,  love  me  as  much  as  fhe 
hates  me.  My  humble' Service  to  your  two  Siikr  Fairies, 
snd  fo  the  Devil  take  you  all. 

IfyoH  will  ar.fvjer  this—^^-you  ftiay. 


EJfesc 
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Ejff'cx^  Friday  Morning. 

I  Have  been  a  Horfeback,  Madam,  all  this  Morning,  which 
has  fo  difcompos'd  my  Hand  and  Head,  that  I  can  hardly 
think  or  write  Scnfe;  the  Pofture  of  m.y  x\ffairs  is  a  little  ex- 
traordinary in  fome  other  Parts  about  me ;  for  my  Saddle  was 
very  uneafy  :  l^he  Hare  we  hunted  put  me  in  mind  of  a  Mi- 
ftrefs,  w^hich  we  muft  gallop  after  with  Hazard  of  breaking 
our  Necks,  and  after  all  our  Pains  the  Pufs  may  prove  a 
Witch  at  the  long  run.  I  have  had  no  Female  in  my  Com- 
pany lincc  I  left  the  Town,  or  anything  of  your  Sex  to  enter- 
tain me  :  For  your  EJjex  Women,  like  yom  Effex  Calves,  are 
only  Butchers  Meat ;  and  if  I  mud  cater  for  my  felf,  com- 
mend mc  to  a  Pit  Partridge,  which  comes  pretty  cheap,  and 
where  I  have  my  Choice  of  a  whole  Covy  ;  how  well  I  love 
this  kind  of  Meat  you  may  guefs,  when  I  allure  you,  that  I 
have  purely  fed  upon  your  Idea  ever  lince,  which  has  ftuck 
as  clofe  to  me  as  my  Shirt  ;  which  by  the  way  I  han't  fhifted 
iince  I  came  into  the  Country  ;  for  clean  Linnen  is  not  fo 
modifh  here  as  a  Lover  might  require.  I  receiv'd  juflnow  an 
impertinent  Piece  of  Banter  from  an  angry  Fair  ;  fhe  fays,  I 
pawn'd  my  Soul  to  the  Devil  for  the  great  Succefs  of  my 
Play.  But  her  LadyHiip  is  thus  angry  becaufe  I  wou'd  not 
pawn  my  Body  to  the  Devil  for  another  fort  of  Play,  of 
which  I  prefume  the  Lady  to  be  a  very  competent  Judge ;  I 
fhall  difnppoint  her  now,  as  form.erly ;  for  I  will  fct  her  ra- 
ging mad  with  the  Calmnefs  of  my  Anfwer  :  Befides,  Madam, 
there  is  nothing  can  put  me  out  of  Humour,  that  comes  by 
that  Pofl  which  brings  me  a  Line  from  you  ;  tho'  I  muft  tell 
you  in-plain  Terms,  that  I  begin  to  have  but  a  mean  Opinion 
of  your  Beauty  ;  for  were  it  in  the  lead  parallel  to  your  Wit, 
the  Number  of  your  other  Conquefts  wouM  raife  your  Vani- 
ty above  any  Correfpondcnce  with  a  Perfon  whofe  chief  Me- 
rit is  his  Indifference. 


•  '■'      '    ■  1  - '         Grays'hin^  Wednesday  Morning. 

TH  E  Arguments  you  madeufeof  lad  Night  for  ilill  keep- 
ing on  your  Mask  I  endeavour'd  to  refute  with  Reafon ; 
but  that  proving  ineffe6lual,  I'll  try  the  Force  of  Rhime,  and 
fend  you  the  Heads  of  our  Chat  in  a  Poetical  Dialogue  be- 
tween You  and  I. 

You 
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You. 
T'hus  Images  are  I'eiPd  which  )07i  adore ; 
2t///r  Ignorance  does  ra'ife  your  Zeal  the  rnore^ 

All  Image -JVorpip  for  faJfe  Zeal  is  held; 
Falfc  Idols  ought  indeed  to  be  conceafd. 

You. 
I'hus  Oracles  of  old  were  flill  receiv'*d^ 
T'he  more  ambiguous^  ftill  the  more  beliei'd. 

But  Oracles  of  old  were  feldom  true  ; 

The  Devil  was  in  ''urn — -fure  he^s  not  in  you. 

You. 
'Thus  mafqu'^d  in  Mxfteries  does  the  Godhead  ftand^ 
The  more  obfcure^  the  greater  his  Command. 

The  Godhead'' s  hidden  Power  wou'dfoon  be  paj}^ 

Did  we  not  hope  to  fee  his  Face  at  laft.  —^ »— 

You. 
Tou  are  my  Slave  already ^  Sir^  you  know.  f^ 

To  jhew  more  Charms  woH^d  but  increafe  your  lVue\  S* 

I  fcorn  to  infult  a  Conquered  Foe.  13I 

I. 
/  am  your  Slave ^  ^tis  true ;  but  flill  you  fee 
All  Slaves  by  Nature  firuggle  to  be  free  : 
But  if  you  wou''d  fecure  the  fluhborn  Prizey 
Add  to  your  Wit  the  Fetters  of  your  Ryes : 
Then  pleas'' d  with  Thraldom  would  I  kifs  my  Chain^ 
Andne''er  think  more  of  Liberty  again. 


Sunday y  after  Sermo^, 
T  Came,  I  faw,  and  was  conqucr'd ;  never  had  Mail  more 
-*-  to  fay,  yet  can  I  fay  nothing  ;  where  others  gotofave  their 
Souls,  there  have  I  loft  mine;  but  I  hope  that  Divinity  which 
has  the  jufteft  Title  to  its  Service  has  receiv'd  it  ;  but  I  will 
endeavour  to  fufpend  thefe  Raptures  for  a  Moment,  and  talk 
calmly. 

^Nothing  upon  Earth,  Madam,  can  charm  beyond  your 
Wit,  but  your  Beauty;  after  this  not  to  love  you,  would 
proclaim  me  a  Fool ;  and  to  fiy  1  did  when  1  thought  other- 
wife,  would  pronounce  me  a  Knave  :  If  atiy  Body  calfd  me 
cither,  I  fhould  refent  it ;  and  if  you  but  think  me  either,  I  fhall 
break  my  Heart     You  have  already,  Madaiii,  feen  enough 

C  a  -  ^£ 
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of  me  to  create  a  Liking  or  an  Averiion  ;  your  Senfe  is  above 
voiir  Sex,  then  let  your  Proceeding  be  lb  likewife,  and  tell 
me  plainly  what  I  have  to  hope  for.  Were  I  to  confult  my 
Merit,  my  Humility  v^ould  chide  any  Shadow  of  Hope  ;  but 
after  a  Sight  of  fuch  a  Face,  whofe  whole  Compofition  is  a 
Smile  of  good  Nature,  why  fliould  I  be  fo  unjull  as  to  fuf- 
pe6l  you  of  Cruelty  :  Let  me  either  live  in  London  and  be  hap- 
py, or  retire  again  to  my  Defart  to  check  my  Vanity  that 
drew  me  thence  ;  but  let  me  beg  to  receive  my  Sentence  from 
your  own  Mouth,  that  I  may  hear  you  fpeak,  and  fee  you 
look  at  the  fame  Time,  then  let  me  be  unfortunate  if  I  can. 

If  you  are  not  the  Lady  in  Mournh^g 
that  fat  upon  my  Right  Hand  at 
Churchy  you  'may  go  to  the  Dez'il^ 
for  Vm  fure  you're  a  Witch. 


Madam ^      ^^_  'T  <:'\'- 

"TF  I  han't' begun  thrice  to  write,  and  as  often  thrown  away 
^  my  Pen,  may  I  never  take  it  up  again;  miy  Head  and  my 
Heart  have  been  at  Cuits  about  you  thefe  two  long  Hours. 
-•'—Says  my  Head,  You're  a  Coxcomb  for  troubling  your  Nod- 
dle with  a  Lady  whofe  Beauty  is  as  much  above  your  Pretcn- 
fions,  as  your  Merit  is  below  her  Love.  Then  anfwers  my 
Heart,  Good  Mr.  Head,  youre  a, Blockhead  ;  I  know  Mr* 
F- — r's  Merit  better  than  you;  as  for  your  Part,  I  know  you 
to  be  as  whimfical  as  the  Devil,  and  changing  with  every  new 
Notion  that  offers  ;  but  for  my  Share,  1  am  fixt,  and  can 
ftick  to  my  Opinion  of  a  Lady's  Merit  for  ever  ;  and  if  the 
Fair  She  can  fecure  an  Interell  in  me,  Monlieur  Head,  you 
may  go  whiflle.  Come,  come,  (anfwer'd  my  Head)  you 
Mr.  Heart,  are  always  leading  this  Gentleman  into  fome  In- 
convenience or  other ;  was  it  not  you  that  firfl:  entic'd  him  to 
talk  to  this  Lady  ?  Your  damn'd  confounded  Warmth  made 
him  like  this  Lady,  and  your  bufic  Impertinence  has  made  him 
write  to  her,  your  leaping  and  skipping  difturbs  his  Sleep  by 
Night,  and  his  good  Humour  by  Day  :  In  fnort.  Sir,  I  will 
hear  no  more  on't ;  I  am  Head,  and  I  will  be  obey'd — You 
lie.  Sir,  reply'd  my  Heart,  (being  very  angry)  I  am  Head  in 
Matters  of  Love,  and  if  you  don't  give  your  Confent,  you 
fhall  be  forc'd  ;  for  I  am  fure  that  in  this  Cafe  all  the  Mem- 
bers will  be  on  my  Side.  What  fay  you,  Gentlemen  Hands  ? 
Oh  (fay  the  Hands)  we  would  not  forego  the  tickling  Plea- 
I  '  fure 
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fure  of  touching  a  delicious  white,  foft  Skin  for  the  World. 
— Well,  what  fay  you,  Mr.  Tongue  ?  Zounds,  fays  the 
Linguill:,  there  is  more  Extafie  in  fpeaking  three  foft  Words 
of  Mr.  Heart's  fuggcfting  than  whole  Orations  of  Scigniour 
Head's;  fo  I  am  for  the  Lady,  and  here's  my  honcft  Neighbour 
Lips  will  ftick  to't.  By  the  fweet  Power  of  KifTes  that  we 
will,  (reply'd  the  Lips.)  And  prefently  fome  other  worthy 
Members  (landing  up  for  the  Heart,  they  laid  violent  Hands 
{nemtne  contradicente)  upon  poor  Head,  and  knock'd  out  his 
Brains.  So  now,  Madam,  behold  me  as  perfe6l  a  Lover  as  any 
in  Chrifiendom^  my  Heart  purely  dilating  every  Word  I  fay  ; 
the  little  Rebel  throws  it  felf  into  your  Power,  and  if  you 
don't  fupport  it  in  the  Caufe  it  has  taken  up  for  your  fake, 
thinly  what  will  be  the  Condition  of  the  Hcadlefs  and  Heartlefs 

-  Tarquhar. 


Mondav.  twelve  a  Clock  at  Ni^ht 

Give  me  leave  to  call  you,  dear  Madam,  and  to  tell  you 
that  I  am  now  ftepping  into  Bed,  and  that  I  fpeak  with 
as  much  Sincerity  as  if  1  were  ilepping  into  my  Grave  ;  Sleep 
is  fo  great  an  Emblem  of  Death,  that  my  Words  ought  to  be 
as  real,  as  if  I  were  lure  never  to  waken  ;  then  may  I  never 
again  be  bleft  with  the  Light  of  the  Sun,  and  the  Joys  otlJed- 
?/efday^  if  you  are  not  as  dear  to  me  as  my  Hopes  of  waking 
in  Health  to  morrow  Morning ;  your  Charms  lead  me,  my 
inclinations  prompt  me,  and  my  Reafon  confirms  me, 

M  A  D  A  M, 

Tour  Faithfuly  ayid 

Humble  Servant. 


My  humble  Service  to  the  Lady^  •vjho 
'muji  be  chief  Mediator  for  my 
Happinefs. 


C  3  Madam^ 
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Madam^ 

TN  order  to  your  Ladyfhip's  Commands,  I  have  fent  you 
-^  my  Thoughts  upon  your  two  weighty  Maxims  of  Amorous 

Policy Ifwi^'fly  they  purfiie^  and  Enjoyment  quenches  Love: 

But  I  Hiall  run  a  greater  Hazard  of  your  Difpleafure  by  my 
Obedience,  than  1  iliould  by  the  Negled  of  your  Commands, 
thefe  Subje61:s  leading  mc  into  more  Gravity  than  is  w^ell  con- 
fident with  my  own  Inclinations,  or  the  Perufal  of  a  fair 
Lady,     But  to  the  Bufinefs. 

To  examine  rightly  how  far  thefe  Female  Maxims  are  in 
Force,  we  muft  difpofe  Mankind  into  a  Divilion,  which 
I  think  hitherto  has  'fcap'd  the  Logicians',  to  wit,  the  Men  of 
Idlenefs,  and  Men  of  Bufinefs.  Under  the  firfl  Branch  of 
which  Diftin(S}:ion  is  reducible  a  great  Share  of  the  World, 
and  efpecially  that  which  compofes  the  Chara61:er  of  what  we 
call  the  Beau  Monde  ;  for,  to  make  them  all  of  a  Piece,  we 
muft  give  them  a  French  Name  too. 

The  Pradtice  of  thefe  Gentlemen,  I  muft  confefs,  has  gone 
a  great  way^to  pafs  thefe  Maxims  for  authentick,  and  have 
fufEciently  authorized  the  Ladies  to  flick  fo  firmly  to  their 
Principles;  but  would  they  confider  a  little  upon  what  afcur- 
vy  Foundation  thefe  Topicks  are  grounded,  they  would  damn 
the  JDodrine  for  fake  of  the  Adorers. 

Thefe  idle  Gentlemen  (begging  their  Pardon  for  fo  familiar 
an  Epithet)  fhou'd  fhew  the  Ladies  what  a  difference  there  is 
between  modilli  Intriguing  and  true  Love  ;  for  thefe  Sp:irk$ 
make  Intriguing  their  Bufinefs,  and  Love  only  their  Diverfion. 
They  vilit  their  Miftrefs  as  they  go  to  the  Park,  becaufe  it  is 
the  Mode ;  and  continue  to  folicit  her  Favour,  not  thro'  the 
Impulfe  of  Paiiion,  but  becaufe  they  have  nothing  elfe  to  do. 
Some  other  Motives  there  are  to  engage  thefe  Sparks  in  the  Pur- 
fuit  of  a  fair  Lady  ;  as  for  Inilance  ;  upon  the  Survey  of  his 
Rent-Roil  the  Lover  finds  two  or  three  Thoufand  a  Year  ftill 
unmortgag'd,  fends  down  immediately  to  his  Steward  to  fcrew 
up  his  Tenants  to  due  Payments,  and  concludes  with  Money 
concjuers  allthings :  A  Potent  Proverb,  I  muft  confefs,  to  back  his 
Refolution.  But  here  confider,  Madam,  what  it  is  that  purfues 
you;  not  the  Gentleman,  butFidlers,  Mafquerades,  Jewellers, 
Glovers,  Milleners,  hir'd  Poets,  with  the  confus'd  Equipage 
of  all  their  refpeclive  Trades,  the  Devil  a  Dart  of  Love  is  in 
the  vi^hole  Bundle,  no  more  than  there  is  in  the  Straw  and  Oats 
that  keeps  a  Horfe  ioi  Nev; -Market-^  here  are  only  two  Beafts 

to 
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to  be  back'd,  one  for  Pleafure,  and  t'other  for  Profit;  I  will 
feed  one  for  the  Plate,  and  pamper  the  t'other  for  my  own 
Riding. 

A  fecondLife  to  his  Purfuit  is  his  Vanity ;  the  Beau  having 
receiv'd  aRepulfe  over  Night,  ftepsto  his  Glafs  in  the  Morn- 
ing, and  furv eying  his  charming  Shape,  ''Sdeath  ( fays  he ) 
why  Jhould  I  tdefpair  of  Spicccfs\  Blood,  Vm  as  pretty  a  Fellow  as 
another,  but  I  think  my  Calves  area  little  oj  the  large fl.     Ax,  that'*  s 

it,  JJje  did  not  like  my  Drefs  Tefterday Here,  Boy,  reach  my 

ble-vj  Coat,  Vlltye  my  Cravat  with  a  double  Knot  to  day,  and  wear 
the  Buckles  of  my  Garters  behind.  Thus  while  his  foppifli  Fancy 
can  invent  any  particular  Change  or  Whimfcy  in  his  Drefs,  his 
Hopes  are  nourifli'd  by  an  abulive  Prefumption,  that  the  La- 
dies are  fmitten  by  fiich  B agate!  Impertinence.  Here  indeed, 
Madam,  the  firll  Maxim,  If  vje  fly  they  purfue,  is  in  Force, 
but  upon  fcurvy  Terms ;  for  the  Continuation  of  fuch  a  Cox- 
comb's Addrefsis  the  greateft  Satyr  upon  the  Sex;  and  a  Wo- 
man of  true  Senfe,  rather  than  be  plagu'd  with  fuch  a  Fol- 
lower, if  there  w^ere  no  other  way,  fhould  give  him  her  Per- 
fon  to  be  quit  of  his  Company  ;  for  here  I  dare  be  fworn 
your  fecond  Maxim  will  hold,  that  Enjoyment  quenches  Love : 
For  thefe  Gentlemen  love  as  they  hunt',  for  Diverlion,  as  I 
faid  before ;  and  no  fooner  is  one  Hair  fnapt  up,  but  they 
beat  about  for  another.  Befidcs,  Madam,  'tis  but  a  modeft 
Prefumption,  that  thefe  Men  of  Pleafure  and  Idlenefs  muft 
have  an  Ingredient  of  the  Fool  in  their  Compofition,  which 
cannot  relifh  the  true  and  lafting  Beauties  of  a  fine  Woman ; 
they  cannot  make  a  true  Eilimate  of  her  Senfe,  her  Conllan- 
cy,  her  feveral  little  kind  and  endearing  Offices,  which  can 
only  engage  the  Affections  of  a  Man  that  truly  under  (lands 
their  Value. 

This  brings  into  my  Confideration  how  far  thefe  Maxims 
may  be  applicable  to  your  correfponding  with  the  latter  part 
X)f  the  Dillindion,  which  I  call'd  the  Men  of  Buiinefs  ;  by 
which  lunderdand  Men  of  Senfe,  Learning,  and  Experience, 
and  call  them  Men  of  Bufmefs,  becaufe  1  wou'd  exclude  a 
parcel  of  flafhy,  noify,  rhiming,  atheiftical  Gentlemen, 
who  arrogate  to  themfelves  the  Title  of  Wit  and  Senfe,  for 
no  other  Caufe  but  the  Abufe  of  it:  Such  miift  be  rank'd 
with  the  firft  fort  of  Lovers,  for  they  are  the  idled  of  Man- 
kind :  neither  do  I  con  tine  the  Character  of  a  Man  of  Bufinefs 
to  the  Law,  the  Church,  the  Court,  Trade,  or  any  particular 
Employment;  I  intend  it  a  farther  Latitude,  and  inclufive  of 
all  thofe,  who  deriding  the  Fop,  anddetefting  the  Debauchee, 
have  hid  down  to  themfelves  fome  certain  Scheme  of  Siudv, 

C  4^  \W 
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in  any  lawful  Art  or  Science,  for  the  Benefit  of  the  Publick, 
or  their  own  privat  ■  Improvement. 

Upon  this  Foundation  we  may  rationally  conclude  the  A- 
dions  of  fuch  Men  to  flow  diredlly  from  the  Operations  of 
their  Reafon.     But  here,  Madam,  without  doubt  the  Ladies 

will  interrupt  me HoU^  Sir^  (fay  they)  we  abfolutdy  deny 

that  Love  and  Reafon  are  con fiftent  '^  from  which  it  follows,  that 
your  Men  of  Buiinefs  have  no  Bufinefs  here. 
^  I  am  very  forry.  Madam,  in  the  firft  Place,  that  the  Qua- 
lification v/hich  muii  recommend  a  Man  to  a  fair  Lady,  mufl 
debafe  him  fo  near  the  Level  of  a  Brute,  and  deprive  him  of 
that  divine  Stamp  by  which  he  is  diftinguifh'd  from  theBealls 
of  the  Field.  What  an  Affront  is  this  to  your  Sex,  that  one 
muft  no  fooner  begin  to  admire  a  Woman,  but  he  mufl  ceafe 
to  be  a  Man  ;  and  that  the  Glory  which  a  Lady  receives  by 
the  Plurality  of  her  Adorers,  fliould  depend  only  upon  the 
Efleem  of  fo  many  irrational  Creatures  !  No,  no,  Madam, 
I  am  too  much  a  Courtier  to  let  this  vulgar  Calumny  and  fe- 
vere  Refiedion  upon  your  Sex  pafs  unexamin'd. 

I  fliall  therefore  make  bold  to  fay,  that  this  very  Opinion 
touching  the  Inconfiflency  of  Love  with  PvCafon,  has  cofl  the 
fair  Sex  more  Tears,  and  havefubjcded  Men  to  more  Curies, 
than  the  worlt  Circumflanccs  of  Falfhood  and  Perjury  ;  for 
depending  upon  this  Principle  of  the  Ladies,  the  greateft  Raf- 
cais  have  appear'd  the  moll  palTionate  Lovers,  becaufe  the 
greatefl  Knaves  make  thebefl  Fools,  and  the  mofl  ufual  Cloak 
ibr  natural  Villany  is  an  artificial  Simplicity. 

But  granting  fuch  Follies  and  Abfurdities  to  be  the  Refults 
of  a  real  PalTion,  fuch  Love  ought  not  to  gain  one  Grain  the 
more  Weight  in  the  Bahmce  of  true  Senfe  ;  for  if  the  Lover 
be  ^  Fool,  this  Extravagance  is  but  what's  natural  to  his  Tem- 
per, and  expofes  it  felf  as  wildly  in  the  Effeds  of  his  other 
ordmary  Pallions,  as  in  Anger,  Fear,  Joy,  Grief,  and  the 
like,  and  mull  not  properly  be  call'd  the  Strength  of  his  Love, 
but  the  Weaknefs  of  his  Reafon ;  and  the  fame  Pitch  of  Paf- ' 
fion  that  may  make  a  IVttall  appear  Lunatick,  wou'd  fcarcely 
be  difcernable  in  a  Dorimant.  But  if  the  Force  of  Love  raife  a 
Man  of  true  Senfe  to  the  Pitch  of  playing  the  Fool,  'tis  then, 
if  not  more  ridiculous,  at  leall  much  more  dangerous  in  the 
Confequence;  for  be  affur'd.  Madam,  that  the  Bent  of  his  De- 
lire  mufl  be  too  violent  to  lafHong,  and  when  once  it  begins  to 
decline,  'twill  prove  as  violent  in  the  Fall  as  in  the  Rife ;  and 
the  conflant  Refult  of  a  fober  Rcflcdion,  is  the  Hatred  and 
Deteflation  of  any  thing  that  had  made  him  guilty  of  Ex- 
travagance, and  debas'd  him  below  the  Dignity  of  ^  his  Rea- 
fon : 
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fon ;  and  there  is  no  Medium  in  this  Cafe  between  the  extra- 
vagant Lover  and  the  inveterate  Enemy. 

But  begging  your  Ladyfhip's  Pardon  for  this  Digreilion,  I 
ihall  return  to  my  Man  of  Bufinefs,  and  fee  how  far  your 
Principle,  If  we  fly  they  purfue^  is  applicable  to  a  Perfon  of 
this  Characi:er. 

To  the  Examination  of  this  Point,  'twill  not  be  amifs  to 
^onliderthe  feveral  Paces  and  Proceedings  of  fuch  a  Lover  in 
his  Amour.  A  Man  of  Bufinefs  and  Study  has  his  Thoughts 
too  round  and  compa6l  within  himfelf,  to  have  his  Fancy 
Tallying  out  upon  the  Appearance  of  every  Beauty  that  his 
daily  Converfation  may  throw  in  his  way;  but  if  once  it 
lights  upon  that  Fair,  which  can  roufe  him  from  his  Indiffe- 
rence, railing  aPlcafure  in  his  Eyes  when  fhe's  prefent,  and 
an  Unealinefs  in  his  Heart  in  her  Abfence,  'tis  no  Imprudence 
to  indulge  the  Thought  :  Love  (he  conliders)  is  a  Blefling; 
and  lince  it  depends  fo  m.uch  upon  a  Sympathy  of  Natures, 
why  mayn't  I  expe6i:  that  the  fair  Creature,  v/ho  has  rais'd 
fuch  Emotions  in  me,  may  in  time,  perhaps,  be  brought  to  have. 
a  mutual  Concern  upon  her  ?  The  Happinefs  that  I  may  ex- 
pe61:  from  her  Love,  if  her  other  Qualities  be  proportionable 
to  her  Beauty,  will  infinitely  reward  the  Pains  of  my  enqui- 
ring into  her  Life  and  Converfation.  Here  is  the  Foundation' 
of  Love  fairly  laid  ;  and  now  my  Gentleman  tocs  to  work 
upon  the  Stru6ture :  He  firfl  enquires  into  the  Lady's  Chara- 
6ier,  but  that  as  a  Man  of  Senfe  ought  to  do,  without  truft- 
ing  the  Malice  of  fome  that  may  be  her  Enemies,  nor  yet 
confulting  the  Partiality  of  her  Friends  ;  his  Reafon  may 
make  atolerable  good  Balance  between  both  ;  and  if  perhaps 
fome  Slip  in  her  Conduct  has  made' the  Scale  of  her  Accula- 
tion  the  heavieft,  he  has  fome  Grains  of  Love  to  throw  into 
the  other  to  counterpoife  it.  His  next  Bufinefs  is  to  gain  Ad- 
mittance to  her  Company  ;  here .  he  may  find  a  thoufand 
Beauties  to  augment,  or  as  many  Failings  perhaps  to  deftroy 
his  Paffion  ;  and  to  his  Examination  he  mud  refer  his  Judg- 
ment upon  the  different  Chara6i-crs  he  might  have  heard  of 
her  before ;  for  no  leafonable  Man  will  peremptorily  conclude' 
from  the  Mouth  of  Com.mion  Fame,  'tis  a  notorious  Liar,  and 
generally  in  Extremes.  If  he  believes  it  to  the  Lady's  Prejudice, 
he  may  wrong  her  Innocence  paft  Redrefs  ;  and  if  he  trufts 
flying  Report  In  her  Favour,  he  mxay  be  impos'd  upon  him- 
felf :  For  the  Vulgar  (by  which  I  mean  the  Lac'd  Coat  as  v/cll 
as  the  Hobnail)  cannot  enter  into  the  nice  Secrets  of  P^emale 
Behaviour  :  they  fomxetimcs  mifiake  Levity  for  Freedom,  ill 
flumour  for  Gravity,  Noife  and  Tatcle  for  Wit  and  Senfe  : 

Some- 
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Sometimes  they  change  Hands,  and  call  an  Air  of  good  Bree- 
ding Coquetry ;  they  brand  Affability  and  good  Nature  with 
the  Name  of  Loofenefs ;  and,  in  fhort,  there  can  be  no  fuch 
thing  as  a  Woman  in  their  Eftimate,  all  miifl:  be  Angels,  or 
all  Devils.  Now  my  Lover  fliall  find  out  all  thefe  Diftin- 
dlions  ;  he  fhall,  in  fpight  of  Female  Diflimulation,  fearch 
to  the  very  Bottom,  and  difcovcr  the  leafl:  Paint  upon  the. 
Mind,  as  he  does  that  upon  the  Face.  Having  found  the 
Lady's  Temper  conformable  to  his  own,  or  being  at  leafl  af-- 
fur'd,  that  he  can  frame  his  own  Humour  to  fquare  with  hers  .; 
having  known  her  Senfe  and  Underftanding  fuflicicnt  for  a^ 
prudent  Condud,  at  lead  pliable  to  good  Advice,  he  ftands- 
iixt  in  his  Refolution,  and  refolv'd  upon  his  Affe6lion. 

Thus  the  beautiful  Edifice  of  Love  is  gradually  and  firmly 
rais'd,  whereof  Reafon  is  flill  the  Corner-flone ;  nor  like  the, 
trifling  Pomp  of  a  Fop's  Preparation,  which,  like  a  Lord-. 
Mayor's  Pageant,  is  built  in  a  Night,  glitters,  and  is  gaz'd  at 
for  a  Day,  and  the  next  dwindles  into  nothing.  The  Build-, 
ing  thus  finifh'd,  the  next  Bufinefs  is  to  invite  the  fair  Gueft:: 
'tis  impoflible  to  confine  the  Rules  of  his  Addrefs  to  any  par--' 
ticular  Obfervation,  bi:^caure  they  may  be  fo  diverfify'd  by  the 
Circumftances  of  the  Lover,  the  Accidents  of  Time,  Place,' 
or  according  to  fome  Humours  and  Inclinations  in  the  Lady's. 
Temper,  vvhich  laft  have  always  prov'd  the  mod  elfedual- 
means  of  gaining  a  Heart.  If  the  Lady's  Difpofition  be, 
inclinable  to  Gayety,  he  makes  the  Mufes  fpeak  a  good 
Word  for  him  ;  he  can  difpcnfe  in  an  Evening  with  a  very 
dull  Play,  to  have  the  Pleafure  of  afting  the  Lover  himfelf ; 
nay,  he  can  comply  fo  far,  as  to  commend  a  very  dull  thing, 
if  his  Miftrefs  is  pleas'd  to  approve  it ;  he  can  take  a  turn  in 
the  Mall  with  his  Hat  off,  tho'  the  Weather  be  very  cold,  and^ 
join  with  her  in  railing  at  my  Lord  Such-a-one,  or  Miftrefs' 
Such-a-one,  tho'  perhaps  he  under flands  the  Quarrel  to  be  no 
more  than  a  Pique,  or  a  piece  of  Malice.  If  the  Lady's 
Temper  be  more  grave  and  fedate,  he  can  fit  an  Hour  or  twa 
condemning  the  Vices  of  the  Town,  and  extolling  the  Plea- 
fures  of  a  Country  Life;  nay,  fometimes  perhaps  he  may 
have  a  Fling  at  the  Government,  nnd  be  a  little  Jocobitifh 
to  pleafe  her ;  he  can  wait  on  her  to  Church,  and  hear  a  Le- 
vite  thump  Duft  and  Nonfenfe  out  of  a  Pulpit  Cuflvion  for 
an  Hour,  and  call  it  an  excellent  Sermon,  to  humour  her 
Approbation  ;  with  a  thoufand  other  little  foolifh  Fancies, 
which  becaufe  they  arc  not  very  hurtful  in  themfelves,  and 
that  Cuftom  has  brought  them  into  Flay,  muft  be  born  with 

upon 
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upon  this  Occafion ;  and  when  all  is  done,  Ceremony  looks  as 
decently  in  Love,  as  in  Religion ;  and  a  Clown  in  an  Intreague 
makes  as  awkard  a  Figure  as  a  Quaker  in  Church.  Our  Lo- 
ver therefore  writes,  vifits,  fighs,  declares  his  Paffion  with 
all  Demonftrations  of  Submiffion  and  Sincerity,  all  which 
is  often  repeated  to  fave  the  Lady's  Modcfty,  and  to  footh  a 
little  plealing  Vanity  incident  to  the  Female  Sex  of  feeing 
themfelves  admir'd.  He  is  fatisfy'd  alfo  that  the  World  fhou'd 
know  it,  and  fubmits  to  the  Cenfure  of  a  whining  Coxcomb, 
to  favour  the  Lady's  yielding  by  the  plaufible  Excufe  of  a  hard 
Siege;  but  if  after  all  this  he  tinds  his  Pretenfions  to  no  pur- 
pofe,  your  Maxim,  Madam,  //  -luc  fiy^  &c.  will  not  be  of 
Force  to  detain  him  longer ;  he  has  the'  lame  Thread  of  Rea- 
fon  to  guide  him  out  of  the  Labyrinth  that  led  him  in  ;  he  has 
not  perhaps  the  fame  Supports  to  his  Hope,  that  every  glit- 
tering Spark,  with  a  Coach  and  Six  can  pretend  ;  but  were  his 
Fortune  ever  fo  conliderable,  he  wou'd  not  affront  the  Lady's 
Honour,  nor  his  own  Judgment  fofar,  as  to  fuppofe  her  of  a 
mercenary  Temper  ;  neither  can  he  imagine  that  the  charming 
Fair,  whofe  Senfe  he  has  fo  much  admir'd,  lliou'd  be  capti- 
vated with  the  tying  of  his  Cravat,  or  the  Fancy  of  his  Snufh- 
box.  No,  no,  he  is  rather  convmc'd,  that  there  is  fomething 
difagreeable  to  the  Lady  in  his  Perfon,  Behaviour,  or  Con- 
verfation,  which  being  a  Defect  of  Nature,  or  Education,  he 
muft  patiently  Hibmit  to,  without  cutting  his  T^hroat  ;  and 
he's  the  more  willing  to  take  up  v/ith  his  Failings,  becaufe 
Time  may  perhaps  produce  fomc  other  Lady  tha-t  may  value 
him  upon  thefe  very  Circumflances  that  made  the  firil  difdain 
him ;  fo  that  in  fpight  of  your  celebrated  Maxim,  he  betakes 
himfelf  to  hisBulinefs,  has  the  good  Manners  to  free  the  Lady 
from  his  Impertinence,  and  the  Prudence  to  difingage  him- 
felf of  the  Trouble  :  Neither  is  he  much  diftrefs'd  to  withdraw 
his  Aftedions;  for  as  the  Profpe6l  of  Happinefs  was  the  firft 
Foundation  of  his  Love,  fo  the  Progrefs  of  his  Paffion  muil: 
have  been  nourilh'd  with  Favours  to  keep  it  alive,  and  as 
naturally  without  this  Fuel  will  the  Fire  go  out  of  it  felf. 

I  have  already.  Madam,  fo  far  tranlgre'ired  the  Bounds  of 
a  Billet-doux^  that  Fm  afraid  to  meddle  with  your  fecond 
Maxim  :  But  give  me  a  Moment's  Patience,  Madam,  and 
rU  make  quick  Work  v/ith  Enioymcnt  quenches  Love  :  One 
Simile,  Madam',  and  I  take  my  Leave.  What  a  flrange  and 
unaccountable  Madnefs  wou'd  it  appear  in  a  Subjed  ot  Efig- 
land^  a  Gentleman  that  enjoys  Peace  and  Plenty,  Eafe  and 
Luxury,  if  he,  difcontented  with  his  happy  State,' iTiou'd  laife 
a  Combullion  in  his  Country,  tuna  ambitious  Rebel,  make 
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a  Party  againft  his  Prince,  and  by  Force  and  Treachery  lay 
holdnpon  the  Government,and  all  this  for  the  bare  Pleafure  of 
being  callMKing.  I  can  afTure  yon,  Madam,  did  the  Pleafures 
of  a  Monarch  conlift  in  nothing  more  than  being  placM  in 
a  Throne,  with  a  Crown  upon  his  Head,  and  the  Scepter  in 
his  Hand,  we  fhould  have  the  upftart  Prince  ufe  his  Govern- 
ment as  a  Fool  does  a  fair  Lady  after  Enjoyment,  he  wou'd 
foon  be  cloy'd  with  his  Defirc,  and  unealie  till  he  got  quit  of 
it.  But  if  our  M/Zunderftood  the  Policy  of  Government,  the 
many  Glories  that  attend  a  Crown,  the  Pomp  of  Dependencies, 
the  Sweets  of  ablblute  Power,  with  the  many  Delights  and 
Joys  that  attend  his  Royalty,  he  would  maintain  his  Station 
to  the  lafl  Drop  of  Blood.  This  is  eafily  applicable  to  a 
Man  of  Senfe  gaining  the  Crown  of  Beauty,  he  can  judge 
the" Charms  of  his  Pofteffion,  and  values  Enjoyment  only  as 
the  Title  to  his  greater  Pleafures;  there  are  a  thoufand  Cupids 
attending  the  Throne  of  Love,  all  which  have  their  feveral 
pretty  Offices  and  ferviceable  Duties  to  exhilerate  their  Ma- 
ker's'Joy,  and  contribute  to  his  conitant  Diverlion,  if  he  but 
underllands  how  to  employ  them. 

How  far,  Madam,  I  have  recommended  to  you  the  Ad- 
dreffes  "of  an  ingenious  Man  I  dare  not  determine  ;  but  Pm 
afraid  I  have  faid  fo  much  againft  the  PalTion  of  Fools,  that 
I  have  ruin'd  my  own  Intercft;  tho'  you  can't  reckon  me  a- 
mong  the  idle  Part  of  Men,  being  fo  happily  imployed  this 
Morning  by  the  Commands  of  fo  fair  a  Lady. 

Toxr  hadsjhifs  mofl  humble  Servant. 


Friday  Nighty  u  a  Clock. 

IF  you  find  no  more  Reft  from  your  Thoughts  in  Bed  than 
I  do,  I  cou'd  wilh  you.  Madam,  to  be  always  there,  for 
there  I  am  moft  in  Love.  I  went  to  the  Play  this  Evening, 
and  theMulick  rais'd  my  Soul  to  fuch  a  Pitch  of  Paffionthat 
I  v^s  almoft  mad  with  Melancholy.  I  flew  thence  to  Spring 
Garden^  where  with  envious  Eyes  I  faw  every  Man  pick  up 
his  Mate,  whilft  I  alone  walked  like  fclitary  Jdar^  before 
the  Creation  of  his  Eve  ;  but  the  Place  was  no  Paradife  to 
pie  ;  nothing  I  found  entertaining  but  the  Nightingale,  which 
methought  in  fweet  Notes, like  your  own,pronounc'd  the  Name 

of  my  Dear  Penelope As  the  Fool  thinketh^  the  Bell  chmketh. 

From  hence  I  rctir'd  to  the  Tavern,    where  methought  the 
(hining  Giafs  reprcfented  your  fair  Perfon,  and  the  fparkling 
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Wine  within  it,  look'd  like  your  lively  Wit  and  Spirit  :  I 
met  my  dear  Miftrefs  In  every  thing,  and  I  propofe  prefently 
to  fee  her  in  a  lively  Dream,  lince  the  lafi:  thing  I  do,  is  to 
kifs  her  dear  Letter,'  clafp  her  charming  Idea  in  my  Arms, 
and  fo  fliU  fall  alleep. 

My  Moryiin^  S^J'^g^-i  ^y  EventKg  PrayVs, 

My  Daily  Mujwgs,  Ntghtly  Cares. 

Adieu. 


HEre  am  I  drinking,  Madam,  at  the  Sign  of  the  Globe  ; 
and  it  iliall  go  hard  but  I  make  the  Voyage  of  old  Sir 
Drake  by  to  morrow  Morning  :  We  have  a  frefh  Gale  and 
a  round  Sea ;  for  here  is  very  good  Company  and  excellent 
Wine  ;  from  the  Orb  in  the  Sign,  I  will  Hep  to  the  Globe  of 
the  Moon,  thence  make  the  Tour  of  all  the  Planets,  and  fix 
in  the  Conflellation  of /^'f;'/;^/.  You  fee.  Madam,  I  am  eleva- 
ted already.  Here's  a  Gentleman  tho\  who  fwears  he  loves 
his  Miltrefs  better  than  I  do  mine,  but  if  I  don't  make  him  fo 
drunk  that  he  fnail  difgorge  his  Opinion,  may  I  never  drink 
your  Health  again ;  the  generous  Wine  fcorns  to  lye  upon  a 
Traytor's  Stomach,  'tis  Poyfon  to  him  that  profanes  Society 
by  being  a  Rogue  in  his  Cups.  I  wifh,  dear  Madam,  with  all 
my  Heart  that  you  law  me  in  my  prefent  Circumlfances,  you 
wou'd  certainly  fall  in  Love  with  me,  for  I  am  not  my  felf ;  I 
am  now  the  pleafantell  foolifh  Fellow  that  ever  gain'd  a  Lady's 
Heart,  and  a  Glafs  or  two  more  will  fill  me  with  fuch  Va- 
riety of  Impertinence,  that  I  cannot  tail  to  pafs  for  agreeable. 

You,  Drawer,  bring  me  a  Plate  of  Ice Hal  How  the 

Wine  whizzes  upon  my  Heart,  Cupid  is  forging  his  Love-Darts 

in  my  Belly Ice,  you  Dog,  Ice Tne  Son  of  a  W^hore 

has  brought  meAnchoves.  VVell!  This  is  a  vexatious  World, 
I  wifh  1  were  fairly  out  of  it,  and  happy  in  Heaven,  I  meau 
your  dear  Arm.s ;  which  is  theconftant  Prayer  of  your  Hum- 
ble Servant,  Drunk  or  Sober. 

/  d^figyz  to  Morro-vj  in  the  Afternoon 
to  beg  sour  Pardon  for  all  the  ill 
Manners  of  m\  Debauch^  and  make 
my  fclf  as  great  as  an  Emperor 
by  iniiting  your  Ladvjhip  to  the 
sLntertamment  of  Dioclefian. 
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IN  piirfuance  to  your  Oder,  Madam,  I  have  fent  yoU  here 
inclos'd  my  Picture  ;  and  I  challenge  Vanktke  or  Kneller  to 
draw  more  to  the  Life.  You  are  the  hrflPerfon  that  ever  had 
it,  and  if  I  had  not  fome  Thoughts  that  the  Subftance  w^ould 
fall  to  yourfhare,  I  wou'dnot  partw^ithmyLikenefs.  I  hope 
the  Colours  will  never  fade,  tho'  you  may  give  me  fome  Hints 
where  to  mend  the  Features,  having  fo  much  Power  to  cor- 
re6i:  the  Life. 

- The  TiCiure, 


MY  Outfide  is  neither  better  nor  worfe  than  my  Creator 
made  it,  and  the  Piece  being  drawn  by  fo  great  an  Ar- 
tift,  'twere  Prefumption  to  fuy  there  were  many  Stroaksamifs. 
I  have  a  Body  qualify'd  to  aniwer  all  the  Ends  of  its  Creati- 
on, and  that's  fufficient. 

As  to  the  Mind,  which  in  mod  Men  wears  as  many  Chan- 
ges as  their  Body,  fo  in  me  'tis  generally  dreft  like  my  Perfon, 
in  Black.  Melancholy  is  its  every  Day  Apparel  ;  and  it  has 
hitherto  found  few  Holidays  to  make  it  change  its  Cloaths. 
In  fhort,  my  Conflitution  is  very  Splenatick,  and  yet  very 
amorous,  both  which  I  endeavour  to  hide,  left  the  former 
fliou'd  offend  others,  and  the  latter  might  incommode  my  felf ; 
andmyReafon  is  fo  vigilant  in  reflraining  thefe  two  Failings, 
that  I  am  taken  for  an  eafy-natur'd  Man  with  my  own  Sex, 
and  an  ill-natur'd  Clown  by  yours. 

'Tis  true,  I  am  very  fparing  in  my  Praifes  and  Comple- 
ments to  a  Lady,  out  of  a  Fear  rhat  they  may  affe6l  my  felf 
more  than  her ;  for  the  Idols  that  we  worfliip  are  generally 
of  our  own  making  ;  and  though  at  firfl:  Men  may  not  fpeak 
what  they  think,  yet  Truth  may  catch  them  on  t'other  Hand, 
and  make  them  think  what  they  fpeak.  But  moil  of  all  am 
I  cautious  of  promiiing,  efpecially  upon  that  weighty  Article 
of  Conftancy,  becaufein  the  firft  Place,  I  have  never  try'd  the 
Strength  of  it  in  my  own  Experience ;  and,  fecondly,  I  fuppofe 
a  Man  can  no  more  engage  for  his  Conftancy  than  for  his 
Health,  lince  1  believe  they  both  equally  depend  upon  a  cer- 
tain Conftitution  of  Body,  and  how  far,  and  how  frequently 
that  may  be  liable  to  Alteration,  efpecially  in  Affairs  of  Love, 
let  the  more  judicious  determine. 

But  fo  far  a  Man  may  promife,  that  if  he  find  not  his  Paf- 
fion  grounded  on  a  falfe  Foundation,  and  that  he  have  a  con- 
tinuance of  the  fume  Sincerity,  Truth  and  Love  to  engage 
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him  ;  that  then  his  Reafon,  his  Honour,  and  his  Gratitude 
may  prove  tooftrongfoi  all  changes  of  Temper  and  Inclina- 
tion. 

I  am  a  very  great  Epicure,  for  which  Reafon  I  hate  all 
Pleafure  that's  purchas'd  by  excefs  of  Pain  ;  I  am  quite  dif- 
ferent from  the  Opinion  of  Men  that  value  what's  dearly 
bought ;  long  Ei^pedation  makes  the  bleffing  always  lefs  to  me, 
for  by  often  thinking  of  the  future  Joy,  I  make  the  Idea  of  it 
familiar  to  me,  and  fo  I  lofe  the  great  Tranfport  of  Surprize ; 
'tis  keeping  the  Springs  of  Defire  fo  long  upon  the  Rack,  till 
at  laft  they  grow  loofe  and  enervate  :  Belides,  any  one  of  a 
Creative  Fancy,  by  a  Duration  of  Thought,  will  be  apt  to 
frame  too  great  an  Idea  of  the  Obje6l,  and  fo  make  the  great- 
er part  of  his  Hopes  end  in  a  Dlfappointment. 

I  am  feldom  troubled  with  what  the  World  calls  Airs  and 
Capriches ;  and  1  think  it  an  Ideot's  Excufe  forafoollfh  K6d- 
on,  to  fay  'twas  my  Humour.  I  hate  all  little  malicious  Tricks 
of  vexing  People  for  Trifles,  or  teizing  them  with  frightful 
Stories,  malicious  Lies,  Healing  Lap-dogs,  tearing  Fans,  break- 
ing China,  or  the  like  ;  I  can't  relilh  the  Jefl:  that  vexes  another 
in  earneft ;  in  Ihort,  if  ever  I  do  a  wilful  Injury,  it  mufl  be  a 
very  great  one. 

I  am  often  Melancholy,  but  feldom  angry ;  for  which  Rea- 
fon 1  can  be  fevere  in  my  Refentment,  without  injuring  my 
felf ;  I  think  it  the  woril  Office  to  my  Nature,  to  make  my 
felf  unealie  for  what  another  fhou'd  be  puniih'd. 

I  am  eafily  deceiv'd,  but  then  I  never  fail  at  laft  to  find 
out  the  Cheat  ;  my  Loveof  Pleafure  and  Sedatenefs  makes  me 
very  fecure,  and  the  iame  Reafon  makes,  me  very  diligent 
when  I  am  alarm'd. 

I  have  ^o  natural  a  Propenlity  to  Eafe,  that  I  cannot  chear- 
fully  fix  to  any  Study,  v/hich  bears  not  a  Pleafure  in  the  Ap- 
plication, which  makes  me  Inclinable  to  Poetry  above  any 
thing  elfe. 

1  have  very  little  Eftate,  but  what  lies  under  the  Circumfe- 
rence of  my  Hat ;  and  fhould  I  by  any  Mifchance  come  to 
lofe  my  Head,  I  iliould  not  be  worth  a  Groat;  but  I  ought 
to  thank  Providence  that  I  can  by  three  Hours  Study  live  one 
and  twenty  with  Satisfadion  to  my  felf,  and  contribute  to  the 
Maintenance  of  more  Families  than  fome  v/ho  have  thoufands 
a  Year. 

I  have  fom.ething  in  my  outward  Behaviour,  which. gives 
.  Strangers  a  worfe  Opinion  of  me  than  I  dclerve  ;  but  I  am 
more   recompenc'd    by   the   Opinion   of  my  Acquaintance, 
which  is  as  much  above  my  Defert. 

3  I  have 
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I  have  many  Acquaintance,  very  few  Intimates,  but  no 
Friend,  I  mean  in  the  old  Romantick  w^ay  ;  I  have  no  Secrets 
fo  weighty,  but  what  I  can  bear  in  my  own  Breaft  ;  nor  any 
Duels  \o  fight,  but  what  I  may  engage  in  without  a  Second  ; 
nor  can  I  love  after  the  old  Romantick  Difcipline  ;  I  v/ould 
have  my  Palfion,  if  not  led,  yet  at  leafl  waited  on  by  my 
Reafon  ;  and  the  greateft  Proof  of  my  Affedion  that  a  Lady 
mud  expe61:  is  this :  I  wou'd  run  any  Hazard  to  make  us  both 
happy,  but  would  not  for  any  tranlitory  Pleafure  make  either 
of  us  miferable. 

If  ever.  Madam,  you  come  to  know  the  Life  of  this 
Piece  as  well  as  he  that  drew  it,  you  will  conclude 
that  I  need  not  fubfcribe  the  Name  to  the  Figure > 


w 


ELL  !  Mrs. /^- and  my  charming  Penelope  2.1Q  to 

lie  together  to  Night  ;  what  wou'd  I  give  now  to  be  a 
Moufe  (God  blefsus)  behind  the  Hangings  to  hear  the  Chat; 
you  don't  know,  Madam,  but  my  Genius  which  always  at- 
tends you,  may  over-hear  your  Difcourfe  ;  therefore  not  one 
Word  of  George.  Pm  refolv'd  to  have  a  Friend  to  lie  with 
me  to  Night,  that  I  may  quit  Scores  with  you  ;  and  it  Ihall 
go  hard  but  I  prove  as  kind  to  my  Companion  as  you  are  to 
yours  ;  though  1  mull  confefs,  that  I  had  rather  be  in  Mr9. 
^- — 's  Place,  with  all  the  little  Pillows  about  me,  or  in  that 
of  Monlieur  Adonis  upon  the  Chair. 

My  Rival  is  a  Dog  of  Parts, 

'That  captivates  the  Ladies  Hearts ; 

And  yet  by  Jove  {I  f corn  to  forge) 

Adonis  felf  muft  yield  to  George. 

/  am  a  Dog  as  well  as  he. 

Can  fawn  upon  a  Lady^s  Knee  ; 

My  Ears  as  long,  and  I  can  bark, 

jTo  guard  my  Mifirefs  in  the  dark  : 

Ihd^n'^t  four  Legs,  that* s  no  hard  Sentence 

For  I  can  paw,  and  fcr ape  Acquaintance. 

I  am  a  Dog  that  admires  you,  >^  '••  -'- 

And  Pm  a  Dog  if-  this  ben^t  true  ; 

And  if  K^om'i  does  out-rival  me,  1:    '-... 

Then  Pm  a  greater  Son  of  a  Pitch  than  he.  • 

Reach  mv  Waficoat but  ne''er  trouble  it, 

I  am  ahead)  a  Dog  in  a  Doublet, 

Was 
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Was  everfuch  a  poetical  Puppy  feen  >  But  when  my  Mi- 
ftrefs  is  lick,  'tis  then  Dog-Days  with  me,  tho'  'tis  but  a  Cur's 
Trick,  I  muft  confefs ;  but  I  would  be  content  to  bark  at  this 
Rate  all  my  Life,  fo  I  might  hunt  away  all  Rats  and  Mice 
from  my  fair  Angel,  whofe  fearful  Temper  is  the  only  Mark 
of  Mortality  about  her.  The  Remembrance  of  the  Water* 
Rat  lail  Night  has  infpir'd  me  with  the  following  Lines, 

Fair  Rofamond  iiid  little  thinks 

Her  Cryftal  Pond  JJoQuld  turn  a  Sink^  -  ~ 

"To  harbour  Vermin  that  might  fivim^ 

And  frighten  Beauties  from  the  Brim. 

Henceforth^  detejied  Pond^  no  more 

Shall  Beauties  cr own  your  verdant  Shore  t, 

Your  JVaves  fo  far/i* d  for  amorous  League^ 

Are  no-vj  turned  Ratsbane  to  Intrigue,  ^ 

JVbxy  good  morrow  my  fair  Creature^  and  ■  x^ 

let  me  knaw  how  you  are  recover'' d  from  ^^ 

your  Fright. 


/ 


WHY  fhould  I  write  to  my  deareft  Penelope^  when  I  on- 
ly trouble  her  with  reading  what  fhe  won't  believe  ; 
I  have  told  my  Paffion,  my  Eyes  have  fpoke  it,  my  Tongue 
pronounc'd  it  and  my  Pen  declar'd  it ;  I  have  figh'd  it,  fv^ore 
it,  and  fubfcrib'd  it ;  now  my  Heart  is  full  of  you,  my  HeaC 
raves  of  you,  and  my  Hand  writes  to  you,  but  all  in  vain* 
If  you  think  me  a  DifTembler,  ufe  me  generoully  like  a  Vil- 
lain, anddifcard  me  for  ever;  but  if  you  will  be  fojufl:  tojiiy 
PalTion,  as  to  believe  it  fmcere,  tell  mefo,  and  make  me  nap- 
py ;  'tis  but  Juftice,  Madam,  to  do  one  or  t'other. 

Your  Indifpofition  lall  Night,  when  1  left  you,  put  me  in- 
to fuch  Diforder,  that  not  finding  a  Coach,  I  mifs'd  my 
way,  and  never  minded  whither  I  wander'd,  till  I  found  my 
felf  clofe  by  Tyburn.  When  blind  Love  guides,  who  can  for- 
bear going  aflray  ?  Inftead  of  laughing  at  my  felf,  I  fell  to 
pitying  poor  Mr.  F  — r,  who,  whilft  he  rov'd  abroad  among 
your  whole  Sex,  was  never  out  oi  his  Way ;  and  now  by  a 
lingle  She  was  led  to  the  Gallows.  From  the  Thoughts 
of  Hanging,  I  naturally  enter'd  upon  thofe  of  Matrimony  : 
I  conlider'd  \\o\y  many  Gentlemen  have  taken  a  handfome 
Swing,  to  avoid  fome  inward  Difquiets ;  then  why  fhou'd  not 
I  hazard  the  Ncofe,  to  eafeme  of  m.y  Torment?  Thenlcon- 

D  fider'd, 
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liderM,  whether  I  fhouM  fend  for  the  Ordinary  of  Newgate^ 
or  the  Parfon  of  St.  Ann's  ;  but  conlidering  my  felf  better  pre- 
dar'dfor  dying  in  a  fair  Lady's  Arms,  than  on  the  three-leg'd 
Tree,  I  was  the  mofl  inclinable  to  the  Parifh-Prieft :  Befides, 
if  I  dy'd  in  a  fair  Lady's  Arms,  I  fhou'd  be  fure  of  Chriftian 
Burial  at  lead,  and  fhould  have  the  moft  beautiful  Tomb  in 
the  Univerfe.  You  may  imagine,  Madam,  that  thefe  Thoughts 
of  Mortality  were  very  melancholy;  but  who  cou'd  avoid  the 
Thoughts  of  Death  when  you  vv^ere  lick  ?  And  if  your  Health 
be  not  dearer  to  me  than  my  own,  may  the  next  News  I  hear 
be  your  Death,  which  wou'd  be  as  great  a  Hell,  as  your  Life 
and  Welfare  is  a  Heaven  to  the  moft  amorous  of  his  Sex. 

Frav  let  me  hoiv  in  a  Line.,  whether  you  are 
better  or  vjorfe^  whether  1  am  Hone fl  or  a 
Knave ^  and  whether  1  pall  live  or  die. 


I 


Can  no  more  let  a  Day  pafs  without  feeing  or  writing  to 
my  dear  Penelope.,  than  1  can  flip  a  Minute  without  think- 
ing of  her.  I  knov/  no  Body  can  lay  a  jufter  Claim  to  the 
Account  of  my  Hours  than  fhe  who  hasfo  indifputable  aTi- 
tlc^to  my  Service  ;  and  lean  no  more  keep  the  Difcovery  of 
K>y  Faults  from  you,  than  from  my  own  Confcience,  becaufe 
yoit  compofe  fo  great  a  part  of  my  Devotion.  Let  me  there- 
fore -confefs  to  my  deareft  Angel,  how  lafl  Night  I  faunter'd 
to  the  Fountain.,  Avhere  fome  Friends  waited  for  me  ;  one  of 
'e^'^was  a  Parfon,  who  preaches  over  any  thinc;  but  his  Glafs : 
Had%not  his  Company  and  Sunday  ^vy\it  fandify'd  the  De- 
b'aiich,  I  fhou'd  be  very  fit  for  Repentance  this  Morning ;  the 
fearching  Wine  has  fprung  the  Rheumatilm  in  my  Right  Hand, 
my  Head  akes,  my  Stomach  pukes,  I  dream'd  all  this  Morn- 
ing ^' of  Fire,  and  wak'd  in  a  Flame  :  To  compleat  my  Mi- 
fer^,""!  muft  let  you  know  all  this,  and  make  you  angry  with 
ri^e.^*- 1  delign  tho'  this  Afternoon  to  repair  to  St.y^^^'s  rray- 
er.sV.to  beg  Abfolution  of  miy  Creator  and  my  Miftfcfs  ;  if 
both -prove  merciful,  Fll  put  on  the  Refolution  of  amending 
B^y  Life,  to  iit  me  for  the  Joys  of  Heaven  and  you. 


Dear 
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Dear  Madam ^ 

NO  W  I  write  with  my  aking  Hand  the  Diclatcs  of  my  aking 
Heart ;  my  Body  and  my  Soul  are  Oi  a  Piece ;  both  un- 
cafy  for  want  of  my  dear  Penelope.  Excufe  me,  Madam,  for 
troubh'ng  you  with  my  Diftemper  ;  but  my  Hand  is  fo  ill, 
that  it  can  write  nothing  elfe,  becaufe  it  can  go  no  farther. 


Misfortunes  always  lay  hold  on  me,    when  I  forfake  my 
Love,  or  fall  iliort  of  my  Duty;  your  Coach  was  full, 

and   Mr.  C r  was  vaniih'ci,  fo  I  had  no  Pretence  left  to 

avoid  fome  fober  Friends,  that  wou'd  haul  me  into  Cellar  to 
drink  Syder;  a  dark,  chilly,  confounded  Hole,  lit  only  for 
Treafon  and  Tobacco.  Being  warm  with  the  Throng  of  the 
Play-houfe,  I  unadvifedly  threw  off  my  Wig  ;  the  Rawnefs 
of  this  curfed  Place,  with  the  Coldncfs  of  our  Tipple,  has 
feiz'd  upon  me  fo  violently,  chat  I'm  afraid  I  iliaVt  recover 
it  in  a  trice  ;  I  have  got  'fuch  a  Pain  in  my  Jaws,  that  I 
fha'n't  be  able  to  cat  a  bit  ;  fo  now",  Madam,  I. mult  either 
live  upon  Love  or  ilarve;  for  Heav'n's  fake  then,  dear  Madam, 
fend  me  a  little  Sublillence,  let  not  a  hungry  Wretch  -^oii^ii 
for  want  of  an  Alms :  Your  Charity,  for  the  Lord's  fake. 
Kind  Words  is  all  I  crave  ;  and  fne  mofl  uncharitable  Pre- 
late will  atfor-d  a  Beggar  his  Bleliing— —  Pity  my  Condition, 
fair  Charmer,  I  have  got  a  Cold  without,  and  a  Fire  within ; 
Love  and  Syder  do  not  agree,  fo  I'll  have  no  more  Cellars. 
if  you  don't'fend  me  fom.e  Comfort  in  my  Affiiclions,  expect 

to  have  a  Note  to  this  Purpofe Be  pleas'd  to  accompany 

the  Corps  of  an  unfortunate  Lover,  who  dy'd  of  an  aking 
Chops,  and  a  broken  Heart. 


YOUP.  \'erfe5,  Madam,  I  have  read,  fcan'd,  and  conii- 
der'd  over  and  over  ;  I  mult  itiil  complain  of  the  Difti- 
culty  of  your  Chaiaeters ;  but  your  Scnfe  is  like^a rich  Mine, 
hard  to  come. at,  but  when  found  an  miinite  Treafure.  I 
wou'd  anfwer  you  in  V'erfe,  but  for  the  Keafon  that  follows. 

Of  all  the  fpecfous  JViles  a-rtd  formal  Arts^ 
•  Vs'd  by  our  \ojmg  intrigning  Men  of  Parts, 
,  None  ca?z  the-rr  Ignorarice  in  Love  exprefs 

So  much^  as  •Vjhtn'iJ^z  Words  in  fav^mnv  Verfe^ 
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The  Nymph ^  whofe  fofter  Breafl  fift  Numbers  gain 
Muft  have  a  Soul  celeftially  ferene^ 
Seraphically  bright^  ayid  fparklr4g  as  her  Mien. 
But  Women  now  that  CharaHer  dijown^ 
'they  are  all  Mortal^  very  Mortal  grown. 
By  Ferfe  was  Beauty^ s  Empire  fir fi  ordain' d.. 
And  [iubborn  Man  to  Love  by  Verfe  was  chain' d. 
Verfe  gave  to  Love  his  Quiver  and  his  Bow^ 
Nay^  e'en  from  Verfe  hehad  his  Godhead  too. 
Arid  now  ungrateful  Beauty  fcorns  that  Aid., 
By  which  its  greatejl  triumphs  firji  were  made. 
A  fordid  Blockhead^  with  an  empty  Scully 
Shall  have  Accefi.,  becaufe  his  Pockets  full. 

Curfe  on  thee.,  Gold why  Charmer^  tell  me  why 

Should  that  which  buys  a  Ho'rfe.,  bright  Beauty  buy  ? 

0  cou'd  I  find  (grant  Heav'n  that  once  I  may) 
A  Nymph  fair.,  kind.,  poetical  and  gay  ; 
Whofe  Love  frou'd  blaze.,  unfully  d.,  and  divine., 
Lighted  at  fir  ft  by  the  bright  Lamp  of  mine  ; 
Free  as  a  Mrftrefs^  faithful  as  a  M'fe., 

And  one  that  lov'd  a  Fiddle  as  her  Life ; 
Free  from  all  fordid  Ends^  from  Infre/i  free, 
For  my  o-wn  fake  affeding  only  me. 
What  a  bleft  Union pou^ d  our  Souls  combine] 

1  hers  alone.,  andjhe  be  only  mine. 

Free  generous  Favours  frou'd  our  Flames  exprefs, 
Pd  write  for  Love.,  and  Jhe  frou'd  love  for  Verfe. 
In  deathlefs  Numbers  frou'd  my  fair  one  frine^ 
Her  Love.,  her  Chdrms  frou'd  blazon  every  Line., 
And  the  whole  Page  be  like  her  felf  D'vine. 
Not  SacharifTa'j/c/f,  great  Waller' j  Fatr, 
Shou'd  for  an  endlefs  Name  with  mine  compare ; 
My  Lines  fr  Olid  run  fo  high.,  the  World  frou'd  fee 
I  fung  of  her.,  and  fre  infpired  me. 
Vain  are  thy  Wifres.,  wretched  Damon,  vain., 
thy  Verfe  can  onlyferve  thee  to  complain  : 
Wealth  makes  the  Bargain.,  Lovers  become  a  trade\ 
Blind  Love  is  now  by  blmder  Fortune  led. 
Who  then  wou'dfing.,  or  facred  Num.bers  boaft., 
Since  Love.,  the  juji  Reward  of  Verfe.,  is  loft} 
Of  the  foft  Sex  why  were  the  Mufes  made., 
Ifinfoft  Love  they  can't  afford  us  Aid\ 
No.,  Cupid,  no.,  you  have  decei-i^d  too  Img., 
My  Mufe  and  Love  have  ever  done  me  wrong  ; 
Farewel.,  ungrateful  Love.,  farewel  ungrateful  Song. 


I 


Yovi 
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You  fee,  Madam,  tlut  my  Rhimc  has  arguM  me  out  of 
Love;  but  Tm  violently  fufpicious  that  my  Rcafon  will  con- 
vince [me,  that  I  am  ftill  as  much  your  Captive,  as  ever ; 
for  I  have  the  greatell  Inclination  in  the  World  to  intreat  the 
Favour  of  meeting  your  Ladylhip  in  the  Park  to  morrow^  by 
fix ;  if  you  tarry  till  Seven,  you  may  find  meat  the  end  of  the. 
Lovers  Walk,  hanging  upon  one  of  the  Trees,  v^'hichwillbe 
the  readieft  way  for  ought  I  fee,  to  bring  our  x\mour  to  a 
Conclufion.  I  am  an  impudent  Fellow;  that's  to  prevent 
your  Reflection  upon  my  prefuming  to  appoint  you  a  Place  of 
Afiignation. 


IF  any  thing  fhould  come  to  your  Hands,  Madam,  that 
I  writ  lafi  Night,  I  humbly  beg  that  you  wou'd  pardon  it's 
Impertinence  ;  for  I  was  fo  fuddled,  that  I  hardly  remember 
whether  I  writ  or  not ;  you'll  think  perhaps  that  my  Excufe 
needs  as  much  an  Apolog}'  as  my  Fault  ;  but  you  ought  to 
forgive  me,  when  I  alfurc  you,  that  I  fiiall  never  forgive  my 
felf ;  J  have  vow'd  this  Morning  never  to  tafie  Wine  till  I 
can  recover  that  Opportunity  of  feeing  you,  that  Wine  made 
me  lofe  ;  I  went  to  the  I<.o\ai  Exthar/ge  at  two,  and  fi:ay'd 
in  the  City  till  Twelve  at  Night ;  I  din'd  with  Mr.  B — x 
who  (by  the  way)  is  a  pretty  Gentleman,  but  has  a  confound- 
ed Wife  ;  fuch  Stories  have  I  heard  of  her  Perfecution,  and 
his  long-fuffering,  that  he  defcrves  to  go  to  Heaven,  and  fhe 
to  Hell  for  fending  him;  and  fo  much  for  a  Citizen's  Wife. 
I  come  now  from  Mr.  D-n;dcn\  Funeral,  where  we  had  an  Ode 
in  Horace  fung,  infi:eado'f  David's  Pfalms ;  whence  you  may 
find,  that  we  don't  think  a  Poet  worth  Chrillian  Burial  : 
The  Pomp  of  the  Ceremony  was  a  kind  ofRhapfody,  and  fit- 
ter, I  think,  for  Hudihras  than  him,  becaufethe  Cavalcade  was 
moftly  Burlefque ;  but  he  was  an  extraordinary  Man,  and 
bury'd  after  an  extraordinary  Fafliion ;  for  I  do  believe  there 
was  never  fuch  another  Burial  feen  ;  the  Oration  indeed  was 
great  and  ingenious,  worthy  the  Subjed,  and  like  the  Author, 
whole  Prefcriptions  can  reitoi-e  the  Living,  and  his  Pen  en"i- 
balm  the  Dead.  x\nd  fo  much  for  'Mv.Dryde'^,  whofe  Burial 
was  the  fame  with  his  Life  :  Variety  and  not  of  a  Piece.  The 
Quality  and  Mob,  Farce  and  Heroicks ;  the  Sublime  and  Ri- 
dicule mixt  in  a  Piece,  great  Cleopatra  in  a  Hackney  Coach. 

And  now,  Madam,  for  the  Application  ;  let  us  confider, 
that  we  are  all  mortal,  that  neither  Wit  can  prote6t  a  Man, 
nor  Beauty  a  Woman  from  the  Impertinence  of  a  Burial : 

D  3^  Inhere 
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There  is  but  one  Way,  let  us  joyii  our  Forces  to  difappoint  it, 
as  thus:  Beauty caufes  Love,  Love infpires Poetry,  and  Poe- 
try makes  Wit  immortal :  So  in  return,  Witisfir'd  With  Gra- 
titude, that  extols  your  Charms,  and  fo  makes  Beauty  immor- 
tal. Now,  Madam,  if  your  Beauty  can  m^ake  as  mad  Work 
in  my  Head  as  it  has  in  my  Heart,  I  will  Ihew  the  World 
fuch  a  Copy  of  your  Countenance,  that  you  fhall  be  as  fair 
a  hundred  Years  hence,  as  you  are  at  this  Inftant  ;  all  the 
Worms  in  the  Church-yard  fhall  not  have  Power  to  touch  one 
Peature  in  your  Face  ;  and,  for  my  part,  if  I  am  not  more  a 
Poet  a  hundred  Years  hence  than  I  am  now,  Fll  be  damn'd» 
And  I  can  aflure  you,  that  Mr.  Dry  den  had  never  dy'd,  had 
he  not  grown  too  old  to  pleafe  the  Ladies  ;  and  if  that  be 
my  'Cafe  already,  the  Lord  have  Pvlercy  upon  me. 


'^T'Our  Grange  and  unexpected  Declaration  of  your  unkind 
-^  Thoughts  of  m.e,  has  cafl  a  Damp  upon  my  Spirits  that 
"will  break  out  either  in  Melancholy  or  Rage  :  I  wifli  it  prove 
the  latter,  for  then  I  Hiall  deftroy  my  felf  the  fhorter  Way  ;  ill 
the  Fervency  of  my  Paffion,  and  Diligence  of  Courtfhip, 
which  has  alarm'd  part  of  the  World.     To  be  accus'd  of  Cold- 

nefs  and  Negled  is- but  Fll  %  no  more  upon  that  Sub- 

je6l,  'tis  too  warm;  andif  I  touch  it,  will  fet  me  in  a  Blaze. 
I  remember  the  Caufe  of  my  Unealinefs  t'other  Day,  and  I 
remember  that  Caufe  was  repeated  lad  Night ;  and  in  fhort, 
I  remember  a  thoufand  things  that  make  me  mad  ;  and  fince 
you  have  taken  fo  opportune  a  Time  of  telling  me  of  the 
Coldnefs  of  my  Love  ;  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  my 
PalTion  is  fo  violent,  that  'twill  give  me  Caufe  to  curfe  your 
whole  Sex;  nay,  even  you,  tho'atthe  fame  Time  Icou'dftab 
my  felf  for  the  Exprelfion  ;  now.  Madam,  Fll  endeavour  to 
fleep,  for  Iha'n't  cios'd  my  Eyes  iince  I  fawyou. 


Hague ^  OSiober  23.  Neyj.  Style. 

^His  is  the  fecond  Poll,  dear  Madam,  fince  I  have  heard 
^  from  you,  which  makes  HxC  apprehenlive  that  you  are  not 
well,  or  that  you  have  forgot  the  Perfon  whofe  Health  and 
Welfare  fo  intirely  depends  upon  yours :  I  am  proud  to  fay, 
that  all  my  Words,  my  Letters,  and  Endeavours,  have  un- 
teignedly  run  upon  the  flraiu  of  the  moft  real  FalTion  that  ever 

polTeft 
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pofTcft  the  Breaft  of  Man ;  and  if,  after  all  this,  they  (hould 
all  prove  vain,  I  leave  you  to  judge  how  poor  an  Opinion  I 
fhou'd  have  of  my  Underftanding  ;  which  mull:  be  a  very 
mortifying  Thought  for  a  Perfon  who  is  very  unvvillirig  to 
pals  for  a  Fool.  'Tis  true,  I  have  laid  out  all  the  little  Scnfc 
I  had  in  your  Service,  and  if  it  fhould  be  caft  away,  I  fjiould 
turn  Bankrupt  in  my  Underftanding,  and  run  flark  mad  up- 
on the  Lofs.  For  God's  fake,  Madam,  let  mc  know.whati 
have  to  truft  to,  that  I  may  once  more  fct  up  for  a  Man  of 
fome  Parts,  or  elfe  run  away  from  my  Scnfes  as  tail  as  I  can ; 
my  Thoughts  begin  to  be  veryfcvere  Credito?s,  and  I  ampcr- 
fedly  tir'd  of  their  Company.  The  King  came  hither  lail 
Night  about  Eleven  from  Loo'y  and  if  the  Weather  prove  fair, 
deligns  for  England  next  Wednesday.  Providence  has  delign'd 
my  flaying  fo  long,  out  of  its  great  Mercy  to  fecure  me  from 
the  Violence  of  a  terrible  Storm,  which  has  lalled  here  this 
Fortnight  pafl,  to  that  Degree,  that  Holland  is  no  more  at 
prefent  than  a  great  leaky  Man  of  War,  toffing  on  the  Ocean, 
and  Mariners  are  forcM  to  pump  Night  and  Day  to  keep  the 
V  elTel  above  Water.  I  can  alfure  you,  without  a  Jell,  that  the 
Cellars  and  Canals  have  frequent  Communication,  and  hap- 
py is  he  that  can  lodge  in  a  Garret :  There  are  Fellows  plant- 
ed on  all  the  Steeples,  with  a  conhdcrable  Reward  to  him 
that  can  make  the  tirfl  Land,  tho'  they  had  more  need  to  look 
out  for  a  Rainbow  ;  for  without  that  I  Ihall  believe  that  God 
Almighty,  in  his  Articles  with  Noah  after  the  Flood,  has  ex- 
cluded the  Dutch  out  of  the  Treaty  :  I  have  tranfcrib'd  your 
Letter  to  my  Lord  A — /f,  and  will  confult  with  Captain 
L oe  about  your  i\iTairs,  vvhether  it  be  proper  to  men- 
tion Matters  now,  or  defer  it  till  we  come  over:  My  Lord 
IVcjl — nd  treated  us  yefterday  with  a  Pot  of  EngUjh  A'^enifon 
fcnt  him  by  his  Mother.  But  never  was  poor  Buck  fo  de- 
voured by  hungry  Hounds ;  we  hunted  him  down  with  ex- 
cellent Burgundy .  Cou'd  this  Place  afford  us  good  Toafls 

as  it  does  Wine,  'twere  a  Paradife.    But  we  made  11) ift  to  call 

you  all  over,  every  Beauty  in  London^  from  the  D fs  of 

G n  to  Mr.  B-^ — le  ;  and  when  we  got  drunk  we  toailcd 

the  Dutch  Ladies  ;  and  by  the  Time  wc  g-ot  thro'  the  whole 
Aliembly,  we  were  grown  as  dull  and  Ibttifli  as  if  we  had 
lain  with  them.  You  mufl  pardon  my  Breeding,  Madam, 
and  coniider  where  I  am  ;  but  1  do  bluih  a  litilCj  and  can'v 
f^y  a  Word  more,  but  that  I  am, 

MADAM, 

Tour  faithful  an  dyne fl  huynhk  Servant, 

D  4  IRe 
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IReceiv'd  your  Letter,  Madam,  with  the  firange  Relation 
of  your  being  robb'd  :  I  can't  tell  whether  my  Grief  or 
Amazement  was  greateft  ;  it  fufpended  the  Pain  of  the 
Rheumatifm  for  fome  Hours,  tho'  I  gain'd  little  by  that,  for 
it  only  gave  place  to  a  greater.  All  the  Confolation  I  can 
a.fford  in  your  Sorrow,  is,  that  you  have  a  Companion  in 
your  Afflidiions  that  fympathizes  in  every  Particular  of  your 
Grief  I  confider  my  felf  a  Lady  robb'd  of  my  fine  Things, 
ftrip'd  of  my  beft  Cloaths,  and  what  is  worfe,  of  all  my 
pretty  Trinket^  that  have  coft  me  fome  Years  in  purchafing : 
Tho'  this  be  the  greateft  Misfortune  a  fine  Lady  can  fuftain, 
yet  am  I  ftill  more  troubled  at  the  Manner  of  the  A61:ion, 
than  at  the  Greatnefs  of  my  Lofs,  that  in  a  Houfe  fo  well 
peopled  as  mine,  in  an  Hour  fo  early,  when  all  the  World 
was  awake,  that  all  my  good  Stars  Ihould  then  be  alleep,  is 
very  provoking. 

By  this,  Madam,  you  may  judge,  whether  my  Heart  be 
not  tun'd  to  the  Yery  fame  Notes  of  Sorrow  with  yours ;  and 
as  I  have  the  fame  Reafons  of  my  Grief,  fo  perhaps  I  fhall  a- 
gree  with  your  Ladyihipas  to  the  Thoughts  which  may  afford 
you  moil  Confolation. 

Religion  teaches  me,  that  nothing  in  this  World  is  proper^- 
ly  our  own,  but  borrow'd  ;  and  fmce  I  am  oblig'd  to  reiign 
even  my  very  Life  without  murmuring,  when  he  that  lent  is 
pieas'd  to  recal  it,  why  fhould  I  repine  at  parting  with  Things 
of  fo  much  lefs  Tm.portance  ?  But  to  comfort  my  felf  after  a 
more  worldly  Manner  :  I  confider  that  my  Cloaths  had  been 
worn  out  in  a  Year  or  two,  that  my  fine  Things  had  been 
out  of  Fafhion  in  a  Year  or  two  more,  fo  that  I  have  only 
loft  the  Ufe  of  thofe  Things  which  four  or  five  Years  wou'd 
have  robb'd  me  of,  without  breaking  a  Lock,  or  opening  a 
Window.  Befides,  another  thing  which  gives  me  no  fmall 
Comfort  is,  a  Reflection  on  the  Mercies  of  Providence  in  Mat- 
ters of  greater  Moment,  as  in  relation  to  my  Life,  my  Ho- 
nour, ^c.  one  Inftance  of  which  is  pretty  frefh  in  my  Me- 
mory. I  recollect  that  fome  few  Months  ago  I  was  in  a  fo- 
reign Country,  far  from  my  Relations  to  comfort  me,  or 
Friends  to  affift  me  ;  a  Stranger  to  the  Place,  more  to  the 
Language;  like  a  Child  among  Savage  Beads,  I  had  no  Com- 
panion but  a  Brute  more  favage  than  they,  v/ho  betray'd  me 
into  the  Hands  of  a  Villain,  that  wou'd  have  ruin'd  me 
paft  Redemption,  had  not  Providence  fent  a  Gentleman  to 
my  Refcue,  who  is  now  at  RichmoKd  dying  for  Love  of  me, 
This  Deliverance,  I  think  joiay  make  fufficient  Amends  for 
the  prefent  Lofs. 

Now, 
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Now,  Madam,  that  I  have  guefs'd  at  your  Thoughts  upon 
the  Matter,  give  me  leave  to  preient  you  with  my  own  Senti- 
ments upon  this  Affair  ;  and  in  the  lirft  place,  \  think  that 
if  the  Rogues  had  ftrip'd  you  of  all  that  you  enjoy  in  the 
World,  even  the  white  Covering  to  your  fair  Nakednefs,  I 
would  catch  you  in  my  Arms  before  any  Dutchefs  in  Chri^ 
ftendorn  fet  out  in  Brocade  and  Jewels. 

I  think.  Secondly,  that  a  Lady  without  a  Husband  lies  ve- 
ry much  expos'd  to  all  Abufesfrom  the  rude  World;  that  the 
Weaknefs  of  their  Conltitution  is  a  fufficient  Proof,  that  their 
Maker  defign'd  Man  for  their  Guard.  Now  if  a  Lady  will 
negle6l  the  Protedlion  which  Providence  has  defign'd  her,  when 
there  is  one  that  begs  fo  very  earneltly,  and  has  fo  long  folli- 
cited  for  the  Honour  of  the  Place,  'tis  but  juft,  I  think,  that 
Ihe  meet  with  fome  fmall  Rubs  to  mind  her  of  her  Infufficien- 
cy.  I  know.  Madam,  that  your  Ladyfhip  has  a  very  good 
and  worthy  Gentleman  very  near  you,  one  who  is  both  a 
Friend  and  a  Father  to  you  ;  but  yet  a  Husband  is  Hill  the 
-beft  Gy,ard-du-Corfs^  and  there  are  fome  Privileges  annex'd  to 
his  Place,  which  would  make  Rogues  more  cautious  how  they 
invaded  your  Bed-Chamber.  In  the  third  Place,  Madam, 
give  me  leave  to  ask  you  one  Qucftion :  Don't  you  think  this 
Thief  that  robb'd  you  to  be  a  very  barbarous  Fellow  ?  And 
would  you  not  be  very  fevere  upon  him,  if  he  were  taken  r  Moll 
certainly  you  would.  Then  what  muft  I  think  of  a  Perfon 
that  has  robb'd  me  of  a  Jewel  much  more  precious  than  any 
they  have  taken  from  you,  I  mean,  my  Eale  and  Quiet  ?  A 
little  Thief  has  dole  my  Heart  out  of  my  very  Breaft  ;  the 
Lofs  of  which  has  coll  me  more  Sighs  and  Uneafinelles  than 
all  the  Wealth  in  the  World  could  have  done.  I  havepurfu'd 
this  charming  Bandit  from  Place  to  Place,  from  ^Town  to 

Country,  from  Kingdom  to  Kingdom,  yet  all  in  vain 

I  beg  you  now.  Madam,  to  conlider  this,  and  be  not  too  fe- 
vere upon  the  poor  Rogues,  tho'  they  l>.ould  be  taken. 

This  is  the  tirll  Service  my  Hand  has  done  me  fince  I  left 
London  \  and  were  not  the  Air  too  piercing  for  me  to  venture 
abroad  after  fo  much  Bleeding,  I  would  have  told  you  all  this 
perfonally ;  but  happen  what  will,  three  or  four  Days  ihall 
be  the  utmoft  Coniinement  I  can  lay  upon  mv  Delire  of  wait- 
ing on  you  ;  and  that  you  ha\  e  been  fo  long  relcas'd  from 
my  Company,  you  are  more  beholden  to  the  Force  of  my 
Illnefs,  than  the  ilrength  of  my  Rcfolution,  which  is  always 
too  weak  to  encounter  the  PalTion  of, 
MADAM, 

Tour  mojl  fine  ere  and  hnnzhk  Servant. 

Madam 
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Modi 


am. 


"TpIS  a  fad  Misfortune  to  begin  a  Letter  with  an  ^^/V// :  but 
-*-  when  my  Love  is  crofs'd,  'tis  no  Wonder  that  my  Wri- 
ting ihould  be  reversed .  I  would  beg  your  Pardon  for  the 
other  Offences  of  this  Nature  which  I  have  committed,  but 
that  I  have  fo  little  Reafon  to  judge  favourably  or  your  Mer- 
cy ;  tho'  I  can  aifure  you,  Madam,  that  I  fhall  never  excufe 
my  felf  my  own  Share  of  the  Trouble,  no  more  than  I  can 
pardon  my  felf  the  Vanity  of  attempting  your  Charms,  fo 
much  above  the  Reach  of  my  Pretenfions,  and  which  are  re- 
ferv'd  for  fomc  more  worthy  Admirers.  If  there  be  that  Man 
iipon  Earth  that  can  merit  your  Efteem,  I  pity  him  ;  for  an 
^Obligation  too  great  for  a  Return,  muft  to  any  generous  Soul 
"ce  very  uneafy  ;  tho'  ftill  I  envy  his  Mifery. 

May  you  be  as  happy,  Madam,  in  the  Enjoyment  of  your 
Defires,  as  I  am  miferabie  in  the  Difippointment  of  mine ; 
and  as  the  greatcft  Blefing  of  your  Life,  maythePerfon  you 
:admire,  love  you  as  fmccrcly  and  as  paifionately,  as  he  whom 
you  icorn» 


A  DI^ 
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DISCOURSE 


UPON 


COMEDY, 


In  Reference  to  the 


Endifh   STAGE. 


lu  a  L  E  T  T  E  R  to  a  Friend. 


WI T  H  SubmiiTwn,  Sir,  my  Performance  in  the  Pra- 
dical  Part  of  Poetry,  is  no  futficient  Warrant  for 
your  prciTing  me  in  the  Speculative  :  I  have  no 
Foundation  for  a  Legiflator  ;  and  the  two  or  three  little  P/^vj 
I  have  written,  are  call:  carelelly  into  the  World,  without 
any  Bulk  of  Preface,  bccaufe  I  was  not  fo  Icarn'dintheLaws, 
as  to  move  in  Defence  of  a  bad  Caufe  ;  why  then  fhould  a 
Compliment  go  farther  with  me,  than  my  ownlntereft? 
Pon't  miiiake  me.  Sir,  here  is  nothing  that  could  make  for 
my  i\d vantage  in  either  Preface  or  Dedication  \  no  Speculative 
Curioj4:es^  XiOX  Crh'ical Remarks,  only  fomepreient  Sentiments 
which  Hazard,^  not  Study,  brings  into  my  Head,  without  any 


preliminary  X\bthod  ox  Cogitatnn. 


Amon^ 
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x\mong  the  many  Difadvantages  attending  Poetry,  none 
feems  to  bear  a  greater  Weight,  than  that  fo  many  fet  up  for 
Judges,  when  fo  very  few  underfland  a  tittle  of  the  Matter. 
Moft  of  our  other  Arts  and  Sciences  bear  an  awful  Diflance 
in  their  Profpeft,  or  with  a  bold  and  glittering  Varnilh  dazle 
the  Eyes  of  the  weak-lighted  Vulgar  :  The  Divine  {lands 
wrapt  up  in  his  Cloud  of  Myfteries,  and  the  amus'd  Lait^ 
muft  pay  Tythes  and  Veneration  to  be  kept  in  Obfcurity, 
grounding  their  Hopes  of  future  Knowledge,  on  a  competent 
Stock  of  prefent  Ignorance ;  (in  the  greater  part  of  the  Chri- 
ftian  World  this  is  plain.)  With  what  Deference  and  Refig- 
nation  docs  the  bubbled  Client  commit  his  Fees  and  Caufe  in- 
to the  Clutches  of  the  Law^  where  Aifurance  beards  Juftice 
by  Prefcri-ption^  and  the  wrong  Side  is  never  known  to  make 
its  Patron  blulh.  Phvfick  and  Logick  are  fo  ftrongly  fortify'd 
by  their  impregnable"  Terms  of  Art,  and  the  matkematiciaiz 
lies  fo  cunningly  intrench'd  within  his  Lines  and  Ctrcles^  that 
none  but  thole  of  their  Party  dare  peep  into  their  puziing  De- 
iigns. 

Thus  the  Generality  o^  IVIankind  is  held  at  a  gating  Di- 
ftance,  whofe  Ignorance  not  prefuming  perhaps  to  an  open 
Applaufe,  is  yet  fitisfy'd  to  pay  a  blind  Veneration  to  the 
very  Faults  of  what  rhey  don't  underfland. 

PoetryxlonCy  and  chiefly  t\\QDrama^  lies  open  to  the  Infults 
of  all  Pretenders ;  llie  was  one  of  Nature's  eldeft  Offsprings, 
whence  by  her  Birthright,  and  plain  Simplicity,  fhe  pleads  a 
genuine  Likenefs  to  her  Mother  ;  born  in  the  Innocence  of 
Time,  llie  provided  not  againfl:  the  Alfaults  of  fuccecding 
Ages ;  and,  depending  altogether  on  the  generous  Er.d  of  her 
Invention,  negleded  thofe  fecret  Supports  and  ferpen tine  De- 
vices us'd  by  other  Arts,  that  wind  themfelves  into  Practice 
for  more  fubtle  and  politick  Defigns :  Naked  fhe  came  into 
the  World,  and  'tis  to  be  fear'd,  like  its  Profeflbrs,  will  go 
naked  out. 

'Tis  a  wonderful  thing,  that  mofl  Menfeemto  have  a  great 
Veneration  for  Poetry^  yet  will  hardly  allow  a  fivourable 
Word  to  any  Piece  of  it  that  they  meet  ;  like  your  Virtuofo's 
in  Friendlhip,  that  are  fo  ravifh'd  with  the  notional  Nicety 
of  the  Vertue,  that  they  can  find  no  Perfon  worth  their  inti- 
mate Acquaintance.  The  Favour  of  being  whipt  at  School 
for  Martial's  Epigrams^  or  Ovid's^  Epifiles^  is  fuflficient  Privi- 
lege for  turning  Pedagogue,  and  lalhing  all  their  SucccfTors ; 
and  it  would  feem  by  the  Fury  of  their  Corredion,  that  the 
ends  of  the  Rod  were  (till  in  their  Buttocks.  The  Scholar 
calls  upon  us  for  DccGy;iras  and  Oecono'^y  ;  the  Courtier  cries 

out 
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out  for  /f7^,  and  Purity  of  Stile  ;  the  Citizen  for  Humoutand 
Rtdicuk-^  the  Divines  threaten  us  tor  Immodcfty,  and  the  La- 
dies will  have  an  Intrigue.  Now  here  are  a  Multitude  of 
Criticks,  whereof  the  twentieth  Perfon  only  has  read  Qu<e 
Gemis^  and  yet  every  one  is  a  Critick  after  his  own  way  ; 
that  is,  fuch  a  Play  is  befl,  becaufe  I  like  it.  A  very  familiar 
Argument,  methinks,  to  prove  the  Excellence  of  a  Play,  and 
to  which  an  Author  wou'd  be  very  unwilling  to  appeal  for 
his  Succcfs  !  Yet  fuch  is  the  unfortunate  State  of  Dramatick 
Poetry,  that  it  mud  fubmit  to  fuch  Judgments  ;  and  by  the 
Cenfure  or  Approbation  of  fuch  Variety,  it  muft  either  Hand 
or  fall.  But  what  Saho ,  what  Redrefs  for  this  Inconve- 
nience ?  Why,  without  all  Difputc,  an  Author  muft  endea- 
vour to  pieafare  that  part  of  the  Audience,  w^ho  can  lay  the 
bell  Claim  to  a  judicious  and  impartial  Reflection.  But  be- 
fore he  begins,  let  him  wxU  conlider  to  what  Divilion  that 
Claim  docs  moil  properly  belong.  The  Scholar  will  be  very- 
angry  at  me  for  making  that  the  SubjcCl:  of  a  Queftion,  which 
is  felf-evident  without  any  Dilpute  ;  for,  fays  he,  who  can 
pretend  to  underftand  Poetry  better  than  we,  who  have  read 
Horner^  Virgil^  Horace^  Ovid,  &c.  at  the  Univerlity  }  What 
Knowledge  can  out-flrip  ours  that  is  founded  upon  the  Cri- 
ticifms  of  Ariftotle,  Scaliger,  Voffim,  and  the  like  ?  We  are 
the  better  fort,  and  therefore  may  claim  this  as  a  due  Com- 
plement to  our  Learning  ;  and  if  a  Poet  can  pleafe  us,  who 
are  the  nice  and  fevere  Criticks,  he  cannot  fail  to  briiiginthe 
reil  of  an  inferior  Rank. 

1  Ihould  be  very  proud  to  own  my  Veneration  for  Learn- 
ing, and  to  acknowledge  any  Complement  due  to  the  better 
fort  upon  that  Foundation ;  but  I'm  afraid  the  Learning  of 
the  better  fort  is  not  confin'd  to  College  Studies;  for  there  is 
fuch  a  thing  as  Reafon  without  Syllogifm,  Knowledge  with- 
out Ariftotle,  and  Languages  behdes  Greek  imd  Lattn  :  We 
lliall  likewife  find  in  the  Court  and  City  feveral  Degrees,  fu- 
perior  to  thofe  at  Commencements.  From  all  which  1  mufl  beg 
the  Scholar's  Pardon,  for  not  paying  him  the  Complement  of 
the  better  fort,  (as  he  calls  it  ;)  and  in  the  next  Place  en- 
quire into  the  "I'Vilidity  of  his  Title  from  his  Knowledge  of 
Criticifin,  and  the  Courfe  of  his  Studies. 

I  mull  firft  beg  one  Favour  of  the  Graduate Sir,  here 

is  a  Pit  tull  of  Coi;cr7t-Garde'A2  Gentlemen,  a  Gallery  fbll  of 
Cits,  a  hundred  Ladies  of  Court-Education,  and  about  two 
hundred  Footmen  of  nice  Morality,  who  having  been  unmer- 
cifully teaz'd  with  a  Parcel  of  foolifl-,  impertinent,  irregular 
Piuys  all  this  laft  Winter,  make  it  their  humble  Requeft,  that 
I.  you 


6%  Toems,  Letters,  and  Efays. 

you  wou'd  oblige  them  with  a  Comedy  of  your  own  makings 
which  they  don't  queftioii  will  give  them  Entertainment.  O^ 
Sir,  replies  the  .S^/^^rf-C^;^,  I  have  long  commiferated  the  Con- 
dition of  the  Englijh  Audience,  that  has  been  forcM  to  take 
up  with  fuch  wretched  Stuff,  as  lately  has  crowded  the' Stage; 
your  Jubilees  and  your  Foppingtons^  and  fuch  irregular  Imper- 
tinence, that  no  Man  of  Senfe  cou'd  bear  the  Perufal  of  'em. 
I  have  long  intended,  out  of  pare  Pity  to  the  Stage,  to  write 
a  perfe6t  Piece  of  this  Nature;  and  now,  fince  lamhonour'd 
by  the  Commands  of  fo  many,  my  Intentions  fliall  immedi- 
ately be  put  in  Pradice. 

Soto  work  he  goes;  old  Ariftotle^  Scaliger^  with  their  Com- 
mentators, are  lugg'd  down  from  the  high  Shelf,  and  the 
Moths  are  diflodg'd  from  their  Tenement  of  Years  ;  Horace^ 
Vojfius^  Heinfim^  Hedeltn^  Rapin^  with  fome  half  a  Dozea 
more,  are  thumb'd  and  tofs'd  about,  to  teach  the  Gentleman, 
forfooth,  to  write  a  Comedy  ;  and  here  is  he  furnilh'd  with 
Umtv of  AB'ton^  Continuity  of  ABion^  Extent  of  T'tme^  Prepara^ 
tion  of  Incidents^  Epifodes^  Narrations^  Deliberations^  DtdaiVtcks^ 
Patheticks^  Monologues^  Figures^  Fntervals^'  Cataftrophes^  Cho^ 
rus'*s^  Scenes^  Machi'nes^  Decorations^  &c.  a  Stock  fufficient  to 
fet  up  any  Mountebank  in  Chrifiendom  :  And  if  our  new  Au*  : 
thor  would  take  an  Opportunity  of  reading  a  Ledure  upon 
his  Play  in  thefc  Terms,  by  the  Help  of  a  Zany  and  a  Joint- 
ftool,  his  Scenes  might  go  off  as  vv^ell  as  the  Doctor's  Packets ; 
but  the  Misfortune  of  it  is,  he  fcorns  all  Application  to  the 
Vulgar,  and  will  pleafe  the  better  Sort,  as  he  calls  his  own. 
Purluant  therefore  to  his  Philofophical  Dictates,  he  firft  choo- 
fes  a  fingle  Plot,  becaufe  moll  agreeable  to  the  Regularity  of' 
Criticifm  ;  no  matter  whether  it  affords  Bulinefs  enough  for 
Diverfion  or  Surprize.  He  wou'd  not  for  the  World  introduce 
a  Song  or  Dance,  becaufe  his  Play  muft  be  one  entire  A61:ion. 
Wc  muft  expe6l  no  Variety  o^  Incidents,  becaufe  riie  Exa61:- 
nefs  of  his  three  Hours  won't  give  him  Time  for  their  Prepa- 
ration. The  Unity  of  Place  admits  no  Variety  of  Painting 
and  Profpe6i:,  by  which  Mifchance  perhaps  we  fhall  lofe  the 
only  good  Scenes  in  the  Play  :  But  no  matter  for  that ;  this 
Play  is  a  regular  Play :  this  Play  has  been  cxamin'd  and  ap- 
prov'd  by  fuch  and  fuch  Gentlemen,  who  are  ftanchCriticks, 
and  Mailers  of  Art;  and  this  Play  I  will  have  acted.  Look'e, 
Mr.  Kich^  you  may  venture  to  lay  out  a  hundred  and  hfty 
Pound  for  dreffrng  this  Play,  for  it  was  written  by  a  great 
Scholar,  and  Fellow  of  a  College. 

Then  a  grave  dogmatical  Prologue  is  fpoken,  to  inllru6ll 

the  Audience  what  fhould  pleafe  thom  ;  that  this  Play  has  a 
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new  and  different  Cut  from  the  Farce  they  fee  every  Day  ; 
that  this  Author  writes  after  the  Manner  of  the  Ancients^  and 
here  is  a  Piece  according  to  the  Model  of  the  Athenian  Drama^ 
Very  well !  This  goes  o'^  Hum  drum^  So^  fo.  Then  the  Play- 
ers go  to  work  on  a  piece  of  hard  knotty  Stuff,  where  they 
can  no  more  lliew  their  Art,  than  a  Carpenter  can  upon  a 
piece  of  Steel.  Here  is  the  Lamp  and  the  Scholar  in  every 
Line,  but  not  a  Syllable  of  the  Poet  ;  here  is  elaborate  Lan- 
gua.je,  founding  Epithets,  Flights  of  Words  that  flrike  the 
Clouds,  wiiiKl  the  poor  Senfe  lags  after,  like  the  Lanthorn 
in  the  Tail  of  the  Kite,  which  appears  only  like  a  Star,  while 
the  Breath  of  the  Player's  Lungs  has  Strength  to  bear  it  up  in 
the  Air. 

But  the  Audience  willing  perhaps  to  difcover  his  ancient 
Model,  and  the  Athenian  Drama,  are  attentive  to  thefirfl  Ad 
or  two;  but  not  finding  a  true  Genius  of  Poetry,  nor  the  na- 
tural Air  of  free  Converfation,  without  any  Regard  to  his 
Regularity,  they  betake  themfelves  toother  Work  ;  not  meet- 
ing the  Diverlion  they  expeded  on  the  Stage,  they  fhift  for 
themfelves  in  the  Pit;  every  one  turns  about  to  his  Neighbour 
in  a  Mask,  and  for  default  of  Entertainment  now,  they  flrike 
up  for  more  diverting  Scenes  when  the  Play  is  done :  And 
tho'  the  Play  be  regular  as  AriftotU,  and  modefl  as  Mr.  Collier 
cou'd  wifh,  yet  it  promotes  more  Lewdnefs  in  the  Confe-. 
quence,  and  procures  more  effedually  for  Intrigue,  than  any 
Rover ^  Libertine,  or  Old  Batche lor  whatroQYCv.  A.t  lall:  comes- 
the  Epilogue,  which  pleafes  the  Audience  very  well,  becaufe  It 
fends  them  away,  and  terminates  the  Fate  of  the  Poet  ;  the 
Patentees  r^il  at  him,  the  Players  curfe  him,  the  Town  damns 
him,  and  he  may  bury  his  Copy  in  PauPs^  for  not  a  Book- 
feller  about  it  will  put  it  in  Print. 

This  familiar  Account,  Sir,  I  would  not  have  you  charge 
to  my  Invention,  for  there  are  Precedents  fuflicient  in  the 
World  to  warrant  it  in  every  Particular  :  The  Town  has  been 
often  difappointed  in  thole  Critical  Plays,  and  fome  Gentle- 
men that  have  been  admir'd  in  their  fpeculative  Remarks  have 
been  ridicul'd  in  the  Praftick.  All  the  Authorities,  all  the 
Rules  of  Antiquity  have  prov'd  too  weak  to  fupportthe  The- 
atre, whilif  others,  w^ho  have dilpens'd  with  the  Criticks,  and 
taken  a  Latitude  in  the  0 economy  of  their  Plays,  have  been 
the  chief  Supporters  of  the  Stage,  and  the  Ornament  of  the 
Drama.  This  is  fo  vilibly  true,  that  I  need  bring  in  no  Inflan- 
ces  to  enforce  it  ;  but  you  fay,  Sir,  'tis  a  Paradox  that  has 
often  puzlcd  your  Underltanding,  and  you  lay  your  Com- 
tnands  upon  me  to  folve  it,  if  I  can, 

Look'cyL 


^4  Toems,  Letters,  and  Ejfays. 

Look'e,  Sir,  to  add  a  Value  to  my  Complaifance  to  you^ 
I  muft  tell  you  in  the  firft  Place  ,  that  I  run  as  great  a  Ha- 
5;ard  in  nibling  at  this  'Paradox  of  Poetry^  as  Luther  did  by 
touching  Tranfuhftantiation  ;  'tis  aMyflery  that  the  World  has 
fweetly  flept  in  fo  long,  that  they  take  it  very  ill  to  be  wa- 
ken'd,  efpccially  being  diflurb'd  of  their  Reft,  when  there  is 
no  Bufinefs  to  be  done.  But  I  think  th^tBeliarmwe  was  once 
as  Orthodox  as  Ariftotle^ ;  and  fince  the  German  Doilor  has  made 
a  ihift  to  hew  down  the  Cardinal^  I  will  have  a  tug  with  ip^'e 
dixit^  tho'  I  die  fort't. 

But  in  the  firft  Place  I  muft  beg  you,  Sir,  to  lay  afide  your 
fuperftitious  Veneration  for  Antiquity,  and  the  ufual  Expref- 
lions  on  that  Score  ;  that  the  prefent  Age  is  illiterate,  or  their 
Tafte  is  vitiated;  that  we  live  in  the  Decay  of  Time,  and  the 

Dotage  of  the  World  is  fall'n  to  our  Share 'Tis  a  Mi- 

ftake.  Sir  ;  the  World  was  never  more  a6live  or  youthful, 
and  true  downright  Senfe  was  never  more  univerfal  than  at 
this  very  Day  ;  'tis  neither  confin'd  to  one  Nation  in  the 
World,  nor  to  one  part  of  a  City  ;  'tis  remarkable  in  En^ 
^land  as  well  as  France^  and  good  genuine  Reafon  is  nourilli'd 
Dy  the  Cold  of  Swedeland^  as  by  the  Warmth  of  Italy  ;  'tis  nei- 
ther abdicated  the  Court  with  the  late  Reigns,  nor  expell'd  the 
City  with  the  Play-houfe  Bills ;  you  m^ay  find  it  in  the  Grand 
Jziry  at  Hicks' s  Hall^  and  upon  the  Bench  fometimes  among 
the'Jufticcs  ;  then  why  fliould  we  be  hamper'd  fo  in  our  O- 
pinions,  as  if  all  the  Ruins  of  Antiquity  lay  fo  heavily  on  the 
Bones  of  us,  that  w^e  cou'd  not  llirHand  nor  Foot  :  No,  no, 
Sir,  if[e  dixit  is  remov'd  long  ago,  and  all  the  Rubbifh  of  old 
Philofophy,  that  in  a  manner  bnry'd  the  Judgment  of  Man- 
kind for  many  Centuries,  is  now  carry 'd  off;  thevaft  Tomes 
oi  Ariftotle  and  his  Commentators  are  all  taken  to  pieces,  and 
their  Infallibility  is  loft  with  all  Perfons  of  a  free  and  unpre- 
judic'd  Reafon. 

Then  above  all  Men  living,  why  fhould  the  Poets  be  hood- 
wink'd  at  this  rate,  and  by  what  Authority  iliould  Artfiotle\. 
Rules  of  Poetry  ftand  fo  fixt  and  immutable  ?  Why,  by  the 
Authority  of  two  thoufand  Years  ftanding,  becaufe  thro'  this 
long  Revolution  of  time   the  World  has  ftill  continu'd  the 

fame By  the  Authority  of  their  being  receiv'd  at  Athens^. 

a  City  the  very  fame  with  London  in  every  Particular,  their 
Habits  the  fame,  their  Humours  alike,  their  publick  Tranf- 
adions  and  private  Societies  Alamode  France ;  in  fhort,  fo  very 
much  the  fame  in  every  Circumftance,  that  Ariftotle''s  Criti- 
cifms  may  give  Rules  to  Drury-Lane^  the  Areopagus  give  Judg- 
ment upon  a  Cafe  in  the  King's  Bench^  and  old  Solon  Ihallgive 
Laws  to  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  But 
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But  to  examine  this  Matter  a  little  farther  :  All  Arts  and 
Profelfions  are  compounded  of  thele  two  Parts,  a  fpeculative 
Knowledge,  and  apradical  Ufe;  and  from  an  Excellency  in 
both  thefe  any  Perfon  is  rais'd  to  Eminence  and  Authority  in 
his  Calling  The  Lawyer  has  his  Years  of  Student  in  the  fpecu- 
lative Part  of  his  Bulinefs ;  and,  when  promoted  to  the  Bar  he 
fliUs  upon  the  Praclick,  whichistheTryalof  his  Ability.  With* 
out  all  Difpute  the  great  Cook  had  many  a  tug  at  the  Bar,  be- 
fore he  could  raife  himfelf  to  the  Bench  ;  and  had  made  fuffi- 
ciently  evident  his  Knowledge  of  the  Laws  in  his  Pleadings, 
before  he  was  admitted  to  the  Authority  of  giving  Judgment 
upon  the  Cafe. 

The  Phyiician,  to  gain  Credit  to  his  Prefcriptions,  muft 
labour  for  a  Reputation  in  the  Cure  of  fuch  and  fuch  Dillem- 
pers ;  and  before  he  fets  up  for  a  Gale?^  or  Hippocrates^  muft 
make  many  Experiments  upon  his  Patients.  Philofophy  it 
felf,  which  is  a  Science  the  moft  abllrad  from  Pra6lice,  has 
its  publick  Ads  and  Difputations  ;  it  is  rais'd  gradually,  and 
its  ProfelFor  commences  Do6l:or  by  degrees  ;  he  has  the  La- 
bour of  maintaining  Thefes,  methodizing  his  Arguments, 
and  clearing  Obje6lions ;  his  Memory  and  Underilanding  is 
often  puzled  by  Oppofitions  couch'd  in  Fallacies  and  Sc« 
phifms,  in  folving  all  which  he  mull:  make  himfelf  remarka* 
ble,  before  he  pretends  to  impofe  his  own  Syftems  upon  the 
World.  Now  if  the  Cafe  be  thus  in  Philofoyhy,  or  in  any 
Branch  thereof,  as  in  Ethicks,  Phylicks,  which  are  calPd  Sci- 
ences, what  mufl:  be  done  in  Poetry,  that  is  denominated  an 
Art,  and  confequently  implies  aPradice  in  its  Perfedion  ? 

Is  it  reafonable,  that  any  Perfon  that  has  never  writ  a  Df- 
ilich  of  Verfes  in  his  Life,  fliould  fet  up  for  a  Didator  inPo» 
etry ;  and  without  the  leaft  Pradice  in  his  own  Performance^ 
muft  give  Laws  and  Rules  to  that  of  others  ?  Upon  what 
Foundation  is  Poetry  made  fo  very  cheap  and  fo  eafy  a  Task 
by  thefe  Gentlemen?  An  excellent  Poet  is  the  lingleProdudi- 
on  of  an  Age,  when  we  have  Crowds  of  Philofophers,  Phyli- 
cians,  Lawyers,  Divines,  every  Day,  and  all  of  them  compe= 
tently  famous  in  their  Callings.  In  the  two  learned  Common- 
wealths of  Rome  and  Athens^  there  was  but  one  Vtrg'il  and  one 
Horner^  yet  have  we  above  a  hundred  Fhilojbphers  in  each,  and 
mofi:  part  of  'em,  forfooth,  mufl  have  a  touch  at  Poetry, 
dr?/,ving  it  into  Divifions^  Subdivifions^  &c.  when  the  Wit  of 
'em  all  fet  together  would  not  amount  to  one  oi  Martial\ 
Epigrams. 

Of  all  thefe  I  fhall  mention   only  Ariflotle^   the   firft  and 
great  Law-giver  in  this  Refped,  and  upon  whom  all  that  fol- 
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low'd  him  are  only  Commentators.  Among  all  the  vaft 
Tro^s  of  this  voluminous  Author,  we  don't  find  any  Frag- 
ment of  an  Epick  Poem,  or  the  leall  Scene  of  a  Play,  to  au- 
thorize his  Skill  and  Excellence  in  that  Art.  Let  it  not  be 
alledg'd,  that  for  ought  we  know  he  was  an  excellent  Poet,  but 
his  more  ferious  Studies  would  not  let  him  enter  upon  Affairs 
of  this  Nature ;  for  every  body  knows  that  Ariftotle  was  no 
dmck,  but  liv'd  in  the  Splendor  and  Air  of  the  Court,  that 
he  lov'd  Riches  as  much  as  others  of  that  Station,  and  being 
fufficiently  acquainted  with  his  Pupil's  Affeclion  to  Poetry, 
and  his  Complaint  that  he  wanted  an  Homer  to  aggrandize 
his  A6lions,  he  would  never  have  llipt  fach  an  Opportunity 
of  farther  ingratiating  himfclf  in  the  King's  Favour,  had  he  been 
confcious  of  any  Abilities  in  himfclf  for  fuch  an  Underta- 
king ;  and  having  a  more  noble  and  copious  Theme  in  the 
Exploits  of  Alexander,  than  what  infpir'd  the  blind  Bard  in 
liis  Hero  Achilles.  If  his  Epiftles  to  Alexa'/ider  were  always 
anfwer'd  with  a  confiderable  Prefent,  what  might  we  have 
expcfted  from  a  Work  like  Horner'^  upon  fo  great  a  Subject, 
dedicated  to  fo  mighty  a  Prince,  whole  greatcft  Fault  was  his 
vain  Glory,  and  rhat  took  fuch  Pains  to  be  deify M  among 
Men. 

It  may  be  objccled,  that  all  the  Works  of  Ariflotk  are  not 
tecover'd  ;  and  among  thofc  that  arc  loll,  fome  EfTays  of  this 
kind  might  have  pcriih'd.  This  Suppolition  is  too  w^eakly 
founded  ;  for  altho'  the  Works  thcmfelves  might  have  'fcap'd 
us,  'tis  more  than  probable  that  fome  Hint  or  other,  either  in 
the  Life  of  the  Conqueror  or  Philofopher,  might  appear,  to 
convince  us  of  fuch  a  Produdlion  :  Belides,  as  'tis  believ'd  he 
writ  Phtlojhphy.,  becaufe  we  have  his  Books;  fo  Idare  fwear 
he  writ  no  Poetry,  becaufe  none  is  extant,  nor  any  Mention 
made  thereof  that  ever  I  could  hear  of.  ,/^ 

But  flay Without  any  farther  Enquiry  into  the  Foetry 

of  Ariftotle.^  his  x\bility  that  way  is  fufficiently  apparent  by 
that  excellent  Piece  he  has  left  behind  him  upon  that  Subje6l: 
- — By  your  Favour,  Sir,  this  is  Petttio  Prwcipii,  or,  in  plain 
E-nglip,  give  me  the  Sword  in  my  own  Hand,  and  I'll  fight 

with  you Have  but  a  little  Patience  till  I  make  a  Flourifh 

or  two,  and  then,  if  you  are  pleas'd  to  demand  it,  I'll  grant 
you  that  and  every  thing  elfe. 

How  eafy  were  it  tor  me  to  take  one  of  Do6l:or  7'illotfon^%, 
Sermons,  and  out  of  the  u economy  of  one  of  thefeDifcourfes, 
trump  you  up  a  Pamphlet,  and  call  it,  T^he  Art  of  Preaching.. 
In  the  firft  Place  I  mufl  take  TiText.^  and  here  I  mull:  be  ve- 
ry learn'd  upon  the  Etymology  of  this  Word  Ts^t  j  then  this 

Text 
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Text  muil  be  divided  into  fuch  and  fuch  ParthloKs^  which 
Partitions  muir  have  their  hard  Names  and  Derivations ;  \heu 
thele  muft  be  fpun  into  SHhd'rcijlijns^  and  thefe  back'd  by- 
Proofs  of  Scripture,  Ratiocinatio  Oratoris^  Ornar,ic?ita  F:gura- 
rum  Rhetoricarum^  and  Anthontas  Fatrum  Ecclefuc^  with  ibme 
Rules  and  Directions  how  thefe  ought  to  be  nianag'd  and  ap- 
ply'd  :  And  cloiingup  this  difficult  Pedantry  with  thQ  Dimen- 
fions  of  Time  for  fuch  an  Occalion,  you  will  pay  me  the  Com- 
plement of  an  excellent  Preacher,  and  affirm,  that  any  Ser- 
mon whatfoever,  either  by  a  Pre  poster  it  Geneva^  or  "Jefuit  in 
Spain^  that  deviates  from  thefe  Rules,  deferves  to  be  hifr,  and 
the  Priellkick'd  out  of  his  Pulpit.  I  muft  doubt  your  Com- 
plaifance  in  this  Point,  Sir ;  for  you  know  the  Forms  of  E- 
loquence  are  divers,  and  ought  to  be  fuiced  to  the  different 
Humour  and  Capacities  of  an  Audience.  You  are  fenlible, 
Sir,  that  the  fiery  choierick  Humour  of  one  Nation  muil  be 
entertain'd  and  mov'd  by  other  Means,  than  the  heavy  tleg- 
matick  Complexion  of  another  ;  and  I  have  oblerv'd  in  my 
little  Travels,  that  a  Sermon  of  three  Quarters  of  an  Hour, 
that  mJght  pleafe  the  Congregation  at  ^i.Jarr.cs's^  would  ne- 
ver fatisfy  the  Meeting-houle  in  the  C-Vv,  where  People  ex- 
pect more  for  their  Money;  and  having  more  Temptations  of 
Roguery,  mufl  have  a  larger  Portion  of  Inllru6lIon. 

fie  pieas'd  to  hear  another  Inllance  of  a  different  Kind, 
tho'  to  the  fame  Purpofe :  I  go  down  to  Woolwick^  and  there 
upon  a  piece  of  Paper  I  talie  the  Dimenlions  of  the  Royal 
Sovereign^  and  from  hence  I  frame  a  Alodel  of  a  Man  of 
War :  I  divide  the  Ship  into  three  principal  Parts,  the  AW, 
the  //////,  and  the  Rigging ;  I  fubdivide  thefe  into  their  proper 
Denominations,  and  by  the  Help  of  a-Sai'For,  give  you  all  the 
T«^ms  belonging  to  every  Rope,  and  every  Office  in  the  whole 
Ship;  will  you  from  hence  infer,  that  lam  an  excellent  Ship- 
wright, and  that  this  A4odel  is  proper  for  a  Trading  Junk  upon 
the  l^olga^  or  a  Venetian  GaiU  in  the  Adriatich  Sea  ? 

But  you'll  object,  perhaps,  that  this  is  no  parallel  Cafe, 
bee  aufe  that //r//'?'yif/t''s  Ars  Poetic  a  was  never  drawn  from  fuch 
flight  Obfervations,  but  Vv^as  the  pure  Effe6t  of  his  immenfe 
Reafon,  through  a  nice  Infpection  into  the  very  Bottom  and 
Foundation  ol  -JKature. 

To  this  I  anfwer.  That  Verity  is  eternal,  as  that  the  Truth 
of  two  and  tvv^o  making  four  vvas  as  certain  in  the  Days  of 
Adarn  as  it  is  now  ;  and  that,  according  to  his  own  Polirion, 
Nature  is  the  fame  apud  oynnes  Gentes.  Now  if  i lis  Rules  of 
Poetry  were  drav/n  from  certain  and  immutable  Principles, 
and  t]i'd  on  the  Balis  of  Nature,  whv  mould  not  his  Ars 
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Poetlca  be  as  efficacious  now  as  it  was  two  thoufand  Years 
ago  ?  And  why  lliould  not  a  fingle  Plot,  with  perfc6l  Unity 
of  Time  and  Place,  do  as  well  at  Lincoln'' s-b2n~Ftelds^  as  at 
the  Play-houfc  in  Athens  ?  No  no,  Sir,  I  am  apt  to  believe 
that  the  Philofopher  took  no  fuch  Pains  in  Poetry  as  you  ima- 
gine ;  the  Greek  was  his  Mother  Tongue,  and  Homer  was 
read  with  as  much  Veneration  among  the  School-boys,  as  we 
learn  our  Catechifm:  Then  where  was  the  great  Bulinefs  for  a 
Pcrfon,  fo  expert  in  Mood  and  Figure  as  Ariftotle  was,  to 
range  into  fome  Order  a  parcel  of  Terms  of  Art,  drawn  from 
his  Obfervation  upon  the  Iliads^  and  thefeto  call  the  Model  of 
anEpJck  Poem.  Here,  Sir,  you  may  imagine  that  I  am  caught, 
and  have  all  this  while  been  fpinning  a  1  bread  to  ftrangle  my 
felf  :  One  of  my  main  Objeftions  againft/frf/Z^^/^'s  Cnticijr/is^ 
is  drawn  from  his  Non-performance  in  Poetry ;  and  now  I 
affirm,  that  his  Rules  are  extraded  from  the  greatefl:  Poet  that 
ever  liv'd,  which  gives  the  utmofl:  Validity  to  the  Precept, 
and  that  is  all  we  contend  for. 

Look'e,  Sir,  I  lay  it  down  only  for  a  Suppofition,  that  A- 
ri[iot!e''s  Rules  for  an  Epick  Poem  were  extraftcd  from  PIo- 
r/ier'%  Ihads ;  and  if  a  Suppofition  has  weigh'd  me  down,  I 
have  two  or  three  more  of  an  equal  Balance  to  turn  the 
Scale. 

T^he  great  Efteem  of  Alexander  the  Great  for  the  Works  of 
old  Homer  ^  is  fufficiently  teflify'd  by  Antiquity,  info  much 
that  he  always  flept  with  the  Ihads  under  his  Pillow:  Of  this 
the  Stagyrite  to  be  fure  was  not  ignorant  ;  and  what  more 
proper  way  of  making  hi^  Court  could  a  Man  of  Letters  de- 
vife,  than  by  laying  fomething  in  Commendation  of  the 
King's  Favourite  ?  A  Copy  of  Commendatory  Verfes  was 
too  mean,  and  perhaps  out  of  the  Element ;  then  fomething 
he  would  do  in  his  own  Way,  a  Book  mull  be  made  of  the 
Art  of  Poetry,  wherein  Homer  i^y^xoVd,  a  Poet  by  Mood  and 
Figure,  and  his  Perfe6h'on  tranfmitted  to  Pofterity :  And  if 
Prince  Arthur  had  been  in  the  Place  of  the  Iliads^  we  fhouid 

have  had  other  Rules  for  Epck  Poetry^  and  Dodor  J3 re 

had  carry'd  the  Bay  from  Horner.^  in  fpight  of  all  the  Cri- 
ticks  in  Chriftcndom.  But  whether  Ariftotle  writ  thofe  Rules  to 
compliment  his  Pupil,  or  whether  he  would  make  a  Stoop  at 
Poetry,  to  fhew  that  there  was  no  Knowledge  beyond  the  Flight 
of  his  Genius,  there  is  no  Reafon  to  allow,  that  Homer  com- 
piled his  Heroick  Poem  by  thofe  very  Rules  which  Ariftotle 
has  laid  down :  For,  granting  that  Ariftotle  might  pick  fuch 
and  fuch  Obfervations  from  this  Piece,  they  might  be  mere 
Accidents  rcfulting  cafually  from  the  Compolition  of  the 

i  W^ork, 


Toems,  Letters,  and  Ejfays.  C9 

Work,  and  not  any  of  the  cflcntlal  Principles  of  the  Poen:- 
How  ufual  is  it  for  Criticks  to  iind  out  F'aults,  and  create 
Beauties,  which  the  Authors  never  intended  for  fuch  ;  and  how 
frequently  do  we  find  Authors  run  down  in  thofe  very  Parts, 
which  they  delign'd  for  the  greatcil  Ornament.  How  natu- 
ral is  it  for  afpiring  ambitious  School-men  to  attempt  Matters 
of  the  highclt  Reach ;  the  wonderful  Creation  of  the  World 
(which  nothing  but  the  Almighty  Power  that  order'd  it  can 
defcribe)  is  brought  into  Mood  and  Figure  by  the  Arrogance 
oi  Philofophv.  But  till  I  can  believe  that  the  Vertigo's  oiCar- 
tefius,  or  the  Atoms  of  Ep:cur:is  can  determine  the  Almighty 
Fiat^  they  muft  give  me  leave  to  queifion  the  Infallibility  of 
their  Rules  in  retpe6l  of  Poetry. 

Had  Homer  himfclf,  by  the  lame  Infpiration  that  he  writ 
his  Poem,  left  us  any  Rules  for  fuch  a  Performance,  all  the 
World  muft  have  own'd  it  for  authentick.  But  he  was  too 
much  a  Poet  to  give  Rules  to  that,  whofe  Excellence  he  knew 
coniilled  in  a  free  and  unlimited  Flight  of  Imagination  ;  and 
to  defcribe  the  Spirit  of  Poetry,  which  alone  i"s  the  "Tr^tc  A>t 
of  Poetry^  he  knew  to  be  as  impoffible,  as  for  Hura.an  Reafon 
to  teach  the  Gift  of  Prophecy  by  a  Definition. 

Neither  \s  Anftotle  to  be  allow'd  any  farther  Knowledge  in 
Dramatick^  than  in  Epick  Poetry:  Euripedes^  whom  he  fcems 
to  compliment  by  Rules  adapted  to  the  Model  of  his  Plays, 
was  either  his  Contemporary,  or  liv'd  but  a  little  before  him; 
he  was  not  infentible  how  much  this  Author  was  the  Darling 
of  the  City,  as  appear'd  by  the  prodigious  Expence  disburs'd 
by  the  Publick  for  the  Ornament  of  his  Plays  ;  and  'tis  pro- 
bable, he  might  take  this  Opportunity  of  improving  his  Inte- 
reft  with  the  People,  indulging  their  Inclination  by  refining 
upon  the  Beauty  of  what  thc'y  admir'd.  And  befides  all  this, 
the  Severity  of  Dramatlck  Rage  was  fo  frefh<  1n  his  Memory 
in  the  hard  Ulage  that  his  Brother  Soph  not  long  before  met 
with  upon  the  Stage,  that  It  was  convenient  to'  humour  the 
reigning  Wit,  lell  a  fecond  Ar'jftophancs  fiiould  take  him  to 
task  with  as  little  Mercy,  as  poor  Socrates  found  at  the  Hands 
of  the  firft. 

I  have  talk'd  fo  long  to  lay  a  Foundation  for  thefe  follow- 
ing Conclufions;  Arijlotle  was  no  Poet,  and  confequentlv 
not  capable  of  giving  Inilruftions  in  the  Art  of  Poetry ;  his 
ArsPoetica  are  only  fome  Obfcrvations  drawn  from  the  Works 
of  Homer  and  Euripedes^  which  may  be  meer  Accidents  re- 
fulting  cafually  from  the,  Compoiition  of  the  Works,  and 
not  any  of  the  elPential  Principles  on  which  they  are  com- 
pil'd.     That  without  giving  himfelf  the  Trouble  for  fearching 
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into  the  Nature  of  Poetry,  he  has  only  complemented  the 
Heroes  of  Wit  and  Valour  of  his  Age,  by  joining  with  theni 
in  their  Approbation ;  with  this  Difference,  that  their  Ap- 
plaufe  was  plain,  and  his  more  Scholaftick. 

But  to  leave  thefe  only  as  SLippofitionsto  be  relifh'd  by  eve^ 
ry  Man  at  his  Pleafure,  I  fhall  without  complementing  any 
Author,  either  Ancient  or  Modern,  inquire  into  the  firlt  In- 
vention of  Comedy  ;  what  were  the  true  Deiigns  and  honefl 
Intentions  of  that  Ait  ;  and  from  a  Knowledge  of  the  End^ 
feek  out  the  Means^  without  one  Quotation  of  Anftotle^  or 
Authority  of  Eriripides. 

In  all  Produdions  either  Divine  or  Human,  the  final  Caufe 
is  the  firft  Mover,  becaufe  the  Endor  Intention  of  any  rational 
A6lion  mufl  firll:  beconiiderM,  before  the  material  or  efficient 
Caufes  are  put  in  Execution.  Now  to  determine  the  final 
Caufe  of  Comedy  we  mufi:  run  back  beyond  the  material  and 
formal  Agents,  and  take  it  in  its  very  Infancy,  or  rather  iii 
the  very  firil  A61:  of  its  Generation,  when  its  primary  Parent, 
bypropofing  fuchorfuch  an  End  of  his  Labour,  laid  down  the 
firilScetches  or  Shadows  of  the  Piece.  Now  as  all  Arts  and 
Sciences  have  their  firft  Rife  from  a  final  Caufe,  fo  'tis  certain 
that  they  have  grown  from,  very  fmall  Beginnings,  and  that 
the  current  of  Time  has  fwell'd  'em  to  fuch  a  Bulk,  that  no 
Body  can  find  the  Fountain,  by  sny  Proportion  bet^veen  the 
Head  and  the  Body ;  this,  wir.  i  the  Corruption  of  Time,  which 
has  debauch'd  things  from  their  primitive  Innocence,  to  fel- 
filh  Defigns  and  Purpofes,  renders  it  difficult  to  find  th^  Ori- 
gin of  any  Offspring  fo  very  unlike  its  Parent. 

This  is  not  only  the  Cafe  of  Comedy,  as  it  ftands  at  prefent, 
but  the  Condition  alfo  of  the  ancient  Theatres,  when  great 
Men  made  Shows  of  this  Nature  a  rifingStep  to  their  Ambi- 
tion, mixing  many  lewd  and  lafcivious  Reprefentations  to 
gain  the  Favour  of  the  Populace,  to  whofe  Tafle  and  Entertain- 
ment the  Plays  were  chieiiy  adapted.  We  muil  therefore  go 
higher  than  either  Ariftopha-^es  ox  Menandcr  todifcover  Come- 
dy in  its  primitive  Inilitution,  if  v/e  wou'd  draw  any  moral 
Defign  of  its  Invention  to  warrant  and  authorize  its  Continu- 
ance. 

I  have  already  mentioned  the  Difficulty  of  difcovering  the 
Invention  of  any  Art,  in  the  different  Figure  it  makes  by  Sue- 
ceffion  of  Improvements  ;  but  there  is  lomething  in  the  Na- 
ture of  Com.cdy,  even  in  its  prefent  Circumfianccs,  that  bears. 
fo  great  a  Refemblance  to  the  Philofophical  Mythology  of  the 
Ancients,  that  old  JEfof  muft  wear  the  Bays  as  the  firft  and 
pxiginal  Author;  and  whatever  Alteijations  pr  Improvements. 
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farther  Application  may  have  fubjoin'd,  his  Fables  gave  the 
firft  Rife  and  Occaiion. 

Comedy  is  no  more  at  prefcnt  than  'Xvjcll-fra-m' dT' ale  h arid- 
fbmly  told^  as  an  agreeable  Vehicle  for  Cow/ifel  or  Re f  roof.  This 
is  all  we  can  fay  for  the  Credit  of  its  Inflitution,  and  is  the 
Strefs  of  its  Charter  for  Liberty  and  Toleration.  Then 
where  fhou'd  we  feck  for  a  Foundation,  but  in  Mfof's,  fym- 
bolical  way  of  moralizing  upon  Tales  and  Fables,  with  this 
DitFerence,  That  his  Stories  were  lliortcr  than  ours :  He  had 
his  Tyrant  Lyoy?^  his  Statefman  Fox^  his  Beau  Magpy^  his 
coward  Hare\  his  Bravo  Afs^  and  his  Buflbon  Ape^  with  all 
the  Charadters  that  crowd  our  Stages  every  Day,  with  this 
Diliinction  neverthclefs,  That  JEfop  made  his  Bead  fpeak 
good  Greeks  and  our  Heroes  fometimes  can't  talk  E't2glijh, 

But  whatever  Difference  lime  has  produc'd  in  the  Form, 
we  mufl:  in  our  own  Defence  ftick  to  the  Ezd^  and  Intention 
ofhisFWt'j.  Utile  Dulci  was  his  Motto,  and  muO:  be  our 
Bulinefs ;  we  have  no  other  Defence  againft  the  Prefentment 
of  the  Grand  Jury^  and  for  ought  I  know  it  might  prove  a  good 
Means  to  mollify  the  Rigour  of  that  Perfccution,  to  inform 
the  Inquifitors,  that  the  great  iFjlp  was  the  lirfl  Inventor  of 
thefe  poor  Comedies  that  they  arc  profecuting  with  fo  much 
Eagernefs  and  Fury,  that  the  'cil^^.Laiireat  was  as  juft,  as  pru- 
dent, as  pious,  as  reformJng,  and  as  ugly  as  any  of  them- 
felves.  And  that  the  Beails  which  are  lug'd  upon  the  Stage 
by  the  Horns  are  not  caught  in  the  City,  as  they  fuppofe,  but 
brought  out  of  JLfof'i  owai  Foreif.  We  fhou'd  inform  them 
belides,  that  thofe  very  Tales  and  Fables  which  they  appre- 
hend as  Obilacles  to  Reformation,  were  the  main  Inllru- 
ments  and  Machines  us'd  by  the  wife  TEfop  for  its  Propa- 
gation; and  as  he  would  improve  Men  by  tho  Policy  of 
Beails,  fo  we  endeavour  to  reform  Brutes  with  the  Examples 
of  Men.  Fmdlewife  and  his  young  Spoufe  are  no  more  than 
the  Eagle  and  Cockle  ;  he  wanted  Teeth  to  break  the  Shell  him- 
felf,  fo  fomebody  elfe  run  away  with  the  Meat. —  The  Fox 
in  the  Play,  is  the  fame  with  the  Fox  in  the  Fable,  who  fluft 
his  Guts  fo  full,  that  he  cou'dnotgetout  at  the  fame  Hole  he 
came  in ;  fo  both  Reynards  being  Dilinquents  alike,  come  to 
be  trufs'd  up  together.  Here  are  Precepts,  Admonitions,  and 
Salutary  Fnnuendu's  for  the  ordering  of  our  Lives  and  Couver- 
fations  couch'd  in  thefe  Allegories  and  Allufwris.  The  Wifdom 
of  the  x^ncients  was  wrapt  up  in  Veils  and  Figure^  ;  the  JE- 
gyptian  Hierogliphicks^  and  the  Hillory  of  theFIeaihen  Gods  are 
nothing  elfe  ;  but  if  thefe  Pagan  Authorities  give  Offence  to 
;heir  fcrupulous  Confciences,  let  them  but  coufult  the  Tales 
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%d  Parables  of  our  Saviour  in  holy  Writ,  and  they  may  find 
fhis  Way  of  Inftruftion  to  be  much  more  Chriftian  than  they 
Imagine;  Nathan's  Fable  of  the  poor  Man's  Lamb  had  more 
Influence  on  the  Confcience  oWavid^  than  any  Force  of  down- 
right Admonition.  So  that  by  ancient  Praftice  and  modern 
Example,  by  the  Authority  of  Pagans,  Jews,  and  Chriftians, 
the  World  is  furniili'd  with  this  fo  fure,  fo  pleafant,  and  ex- 
pedient an  Art,  of  fchooling  Mankind  into  better  Manners. 
Now  here  is  the  primary  Defign  of  Comedy  illuflrared  from 
its  firft  Inflitution  ;  and  the  fame  End  is  equally  alledg'd  tor 

|ts^  daily  Praclice  and  Continuance Then  without  all 

Difpute,  whatever  Means  are  mofl  proper  and  expedient  for 
compaffing  this  End  and  Intention,  they  muft  be  the  juji 
Rules  of  Comedy^  and  the  true  Art  of  the  Stage. 
^  We  mud  conlider  then,  in  the  firft  place,  that  our  Bufinefs 
lies  not  with  i  French  or  a  Spamjh  Audience  ;  that  our  Defign 
is  not  to  hold  forth  to  ancient  Greece.,  nor  to  moralize  upon 
the  Vices  and  Defaults  of  the  Roman  Common-wealth  ;  No^ 
no- — An  Englijh  Play  is  intended  for  the  Ufe  and  Inflruai- 
on  of  an  Engiip  Audience,  a  People  not  only  feparated  from 
the  refl  of  the  World  by  Situation,  but  different  alfo  from 
other  Nations  as  well  in  the  Complexion  and  Temperament 
of  the  Natural  Body,  as  in  the  Conflitution  of  our  Body-Po- 
litick :  As  we  are  a  Mixture  of  many  Nations,  fo  we  have 
the  moft  unaccountable  Medley  of  Humours  among  us  of 
any  People  upon  Earth  ;  thefe  Humours  produce  Variety  of 
Follies,  fome  of  'em  unknown  to  former  Ages  ;  thefe  new 
Dillempers  mufl  have  new  Remedies,  which  arc  nothing  but 
new  Counfels  and  lnftru6lions. 

Now,  Sir,  if  our  fyW/e,  which  is  the  End,  be  different  from 
the  Ancients,  pray  let  our  Dzilce.,  w^hich  is  the  Means,  be  fo  too ; 
for  you  know  that  to  different  Towns  there  are  different  Ways ; 
or  it  you  would  have  it  more  Schohiftically,  ad  divcrfos  fines 
non  tdem^  conductt  medium  ;  or.  Mathematically,  One  and  the 
fame  Line  cannot  terminate  in  two  Centers.  But  waving 
this  Manner  of  concluding  by  Induction,  I  fhall  gain  my 
Point  a  nearer  Way,  and  draw  it  immediately  from'the  firft 
Principle  I  fetdown :  That  we  have  the  moji  unaccountable  Med^ 
ley  of  Humours  am.ong  us  of  any  Nation  upn  Earth  ;  and  this 
is  demonftrable  from  common  Experience :  W^e  fhall  find  a 
Wildair  in  one  Corner,  and  a  Morofe  in  another ;  nay,  the  fpace 
of  an  Hour  or  two  fhall  create  fuch  Viciffitudes  of  Temper 
in  the  fame  Perfon  that  he  can  hardly  be  taken  for  the  fame 
Man,  We  /hall  have  a  Fellow  beflir  his  Stumps  from  Cha-^ 
palate  to  QoffetMoufe  with  allthe  Joy  and  Gaycty  imaginable, 
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tho'  he  want  a  Shilling  to  pay  for  a  Hack  ;  whilil  another, 
drawn  about  in  a  Coach  and  Six,  is  eaten  up  with  the  Spleen, 
and  iTiall  loll  in  State,  with  as  much  Melancholy,  Vexation, 
and  Difcontent,  as  if  he  were  making  the  Tour  of  T\hurn. 
Then  what  fort  of  a  Diike^  (which  I  take  for  the  Plealantry 
of  the  Tale,  or  the  Plot  of  the  Play)  mull  a  Man  make  ufe 
of  to  engage  the  x^ttentionof  fo  many  diltcrent  Humours  and 
Inclinations  ;  Will  a  finglePlot  fatisfy  every  Body  ?  Will  the 
Turns  and  Surprizes  that  may  refult  naturally  from  the  an- 
cient Limits  of  Time,  be  fufticient  to  rip  open  the  Spleen  of 
fome,  and  Phyfick  the  Melancholy  of  others,  fcrew  up  the 
Attention  of  a  Rover,  and  tix  him  to  the  Stage,  in  fpight  of 
his  Volatile  Temper,  and  the  Temptation  of  a  Mask  }  To 
make  the  Moral  inilruftive,  you  muft  make  the  Story  diver- 
ting ;  the  Splenatick  Wit,  the  Beau  Courtier,  the  heavy  Ci- 
tizen, the  fine  Lady,  and  her  fine  Footman,  come  all  to  be 
infl:ru6l:ed,  and  therefore  mull  all  be  diverted  ;  and  he  that  con 
do  this  bell,  and  with  molt  Applaufe,  writes  the  bell  Come- 
dy, let  him  do  it  by  what  Rules  he  plcafes,  lo  they  be  not 
oifenfive  to  Religion  and  good  Manners. 

But  hk  labor^  hoc  opHs^  how  mull  this  fecrct  of  plcafing  €o 
many  different  Tafles  be  difcovered  ?  Not  by  tumbling  over 
Volumes  of  the  Ancients,  but  by  lludying  the  Hmnourof  the 
Moderns :  The  Rules  of  Englilli  Comedy  don't  lie  in  the  Com- 
pafs  of  Arijlotle^  or  his  Followers,  but  in  the  Pit,  Box,  and 
Galleries.  And  to  examine  into  the  Humour  of  an  Engliili  A\\- 
dience,  let  us  fee  by  what  means  our  own  Englilh  Poets  have 
fucceeded  in  this  Point,  To  determine  a  Suit  at  Law  we  don't 
iGok  into  the  Archives  o^  Greece  or  Rome^  but  inlpe61  the  Re- 
ports of  our  own  Lawyers,  and  the  xlcls  and  Statutes  of  our 
Parliaments  ;  and  by  the  itime  Rule  we  have  nothing  to  do 
with  the  Models  of  Memmder  or  Flaiitns^  but  mufl  confult 
Shakefpear^  Johnfon^  Fletcher^  and  Others,  who  by  Metliods 
much  different  from  the  x\ncients  have  fupported  the  EngiiOi 
Stage,  and  made  themfelves  famous  to  Poderitv:  Wefhalltiud 
that  thefe  Gentlemen  have  fairly  difpenc'd  with  the  greatelt 
part  of  Critical  Formalities  ;  the  Decorums  of  Time  and  Place, 
lb  much  cry'd  up  of  late,  had  no  force  of  Decorum  with  them, 
the  Economy  of  their  Plays  was  ad  libitum^  and  the  extent  of 
their  Plots  only  limited  by  the  Convenience  of  A61ion.  1  would 
willingly  underflandthePvegularitiesof//^/??/^^^,  Mackbeth^  Har- 
ry the  Fourth^  and  of  Fletcher's  Plays  ;  and  yet  thefe  have  long 
been  the  Darlings  of  the  Englilli  x'\udience,  and  arc  like  to 
cominue  with  the  fame  Applaufe,  in  Defiance  of  all  the  Cri- 
^icifiiLS  that  ever  werepublilhed  in  Greek  and  Latin, 
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But  are  there  no  Rules,  no  Decorums  to  be  obferv'd  in  Co- 
medy >    Muft  we  make  the  Condition  of  the  Englifh  Stage  a 

State  of  Anarchy  ?  No,  Sir For  there  are  Extreams  in 

Irregularity,  as  dangerous  to  an  Author,  as  too  fcrupulous  a 
Deference  to  Criticifm  ;  and  as  I  have  given  you  an  Inftance 
of  one,  fo  I  fhall  prefent  you  an  Example  of  the  t'other. 

There  are  a  fort  of  Gentlemen  that  have  had  the  Jaunty  E- 
ducation  of  Dancing,  French,  and  a  Fiddle,  w^ho  coming 
to  Age  before  they  arrive  at  Years  of  Difcretion,  make  a 
Ihift  to  fpend  a  handfom  Patrimony  of  two  or  three  Thoufand 
Pound,  by  foaking  in  the  Tavern  all  Night,  lolling  a  Bed  all 
the  Morning,  and  fauntring  away  all  the  Evening  between 
the  two  Play-houfes  with  their  Hands  in  their  Pockets  ;  you 
Ihall  have  a  Gentleman  of  this  lize,  upon  his  Knowledge  of 
Co-vent 'Garden^  and  a  knack  of  witticiling  in  his  Cups,  fetup 
immediately  for  a  Play-wright.  But  befides  the  Gentleman's 
Wit  and  Experience,  here  is  another  Motive  :  There  are  a 
parcel  of  fancy  impudent  Fellows  about  the  Play-houfe  call'd 
Door-keepers,  that  can't  let  a  Gentleman  fee  a  Play  in  peace, 
without  jogging,  and  nudging  him  every  Minute.  Sir^  will 
you  pleafe  to  fay  ?  —  Sir\  the  n6i^s  done^  will  you  pleafe  to  pay  y 
Sir  ?  I  have  broke  their  Heads  all  round  two  or  three  times, 
yet  the  Puppies  will  ftill  be  troublefome.  Before  gad,  Fli  be 
plagued  with  'em  no  longer ;  i  ::  c'cn  write  a  Play  my  felf ; 
by  which  means,  my  Character  of  Wit  Ihall  be  ellablifh'd, 
I  fhall  enjoy  the  Freedom  of  the  Houfe,    and  to  pin  up  the 

Basket,    pretty  Mifs ihall  have  the  Profits  of  my  third 

Night  for  her  Maiden-head.  Thus  we  fee  what  a  great  Blef- 
iing  is  a  Coming  Girl  to  a  Play-houfe:  Here  is  a  Poet  fprung 
from  the  Tail  of  an  A6lrefs,   like  Mimrva  from  Jupiter's 

Head.     But  my  Spark  proceeds My   own   Intrigues   are 

fufl^cient  to  found  the  Plot,  and  the  Devil's  in't,  if  I  can't 
inake  my  Chara6i:er  talk  as  wittily  as  thofe  in  the  Trip  to  the 

Jubilee But  Hay— -—what  fliall  I  call  it  firft  }    Let  me 

ifee The  Rival  Theatres Very  good,   by  gad,    be- 

caufe  I  reckon  the  two  Houfes  will  have  a  Conteft  about  this 

very  Play Thus  having  found  a  Name  for  his  Play, 

in  the  next  place  he  makes  a  Play  to  his  Name,  and  thus  he 
begins.  .      .J     . 
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ACT,  I.   Jr^-iJ^cT  Covcnt-Gardcn.    jE»/fr Portico,  PIa2a^ 
iuid  Turndilc. 

Here  you  mud  note,  thnt  Pcrt/V^  being  a  Compound  of  pra- 
6lical  Rake  and  fpeculative  Gentleman,  is  ten  to  one  the 
Author's  own  Charafter,  and  the  leading  Card  in  the  Pack. 
fiaza  is  his  Miitrefs,  who  lives  in  the  Square,  and  is  Daugh-^ 
ter  to  old  Piilanjo,  an  odd  out  o'the-way  Gentleman,  fume- 
thing  between  the  Chara6lcr  o^  Alexander  the  Great  and  Suloa^ 
which  mufl  pleate  becaule  'tis  new. 

Turnfttlc  is  Maid  and  Confident  to  Viaza^  who,  for  a  Bribe 
of  ten  Pieces,  lets  Portico  in  at  the  Back-door  ;  fo  the  lirfl 
i\61:  concludes. 

In  the  fecond,  enter  Spigotofo^  who  was  Butler  perhaps  to 
the  Czar  of  I\hjcov\,  'AtA  Fojetah-a  his  Wife.  After  thefe 
Characters  are  run  ""dry,  he  brings  you  in  at  the  third  A<9: 
Whinevjcll  and  CharmartUis  for  a  Scene  of  Love  to  pleafe  the 
Ladies,  and  fo  he  goes  on  without  Fear  or  Wit,  till  he 
comes  to  a  Marriage  or  two,   and  then  he  writes  

Fr/iis. 

'Tis  then  whifppr'd  among  his  Friends  at  Irwin's  and  Hippo^ 
lito^s^  that  Mr.  Such-a-one  has  writ  a  very  pretty  Comedy ;  aiKi 
fome  of 'em  to  encourage  the  young  Author,  equip  him  pre- 
fently  with  Proiogtie  and  Epilogue.  Then  the  Play  is  lent  to 
Mr.  R.:ch  or  Mr.  Betterton^  in  a  fair  legible  Hand,  with  the 
Recommendation  of  fome  Gentleman,  that  palfes  for  a  A4an 
of  Parts,  and  a  Critick  :  In  fliort,  the  Gentleman's  Intereil: 
has  the  Play  acted,    and  the  Gentleman's  Interell  malvcs  a 

Prefent  to  pretty  Mifs fhe's  m.ade  his  Whore,   and  the 

Stage  his  Cully,  that  for  the  Lofs  of  a  Month  in  Rchearfng, 
and  a  Hundred  Pound  in  drelf  n^  a  confounded  Play, '  mulif 
give  the  Liberty  of  the  Houfe  i<j  him  and  his  Friends  for  ever 
after. 

Now  fuch  a  Play  may  be  written  with  all  the  Exa£tnefs  i- 
maginable,  in  refpectof  Unity  in  Time  and  Place:  but  if  you 
enquire  its  Character  of  any  Perfon,  tho'  of  the  mcancli  Un- 
derllanding  of  the  whole  Audience,  he  w^Ill  tell  you  'tis  into- 
lerable Sturi^;  and  upon  your  demanding  his  Reafons,  his 
Anfwcr  is,  /  dc-at  like  tt :  His  Humour  is  the  only  Ruk-  that 
he  can  judge  a  Comedy  by,  but  you  tind  that  mere  Nature  i> 
offended  with  fome  Irregularities  ;  and  tho'  he  be  not  fo 
learn'd  in  the  Drama,  to  give  you  an  Inventory  of  the  Faults, 
yet  I  can  tell  you,  that  one  part  of  the  Plot  had  no  Depen- 
dence upon  another,  which  made  this  /implc  Man  drop  his 

At^ 
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Attention,  and  Concern  for  the  Event  ;  and  fo  difcngaging 
his  Thoughts  from  theBuiinefs  of  the  Adion,  he  fat  there  very 
uneafy,  thought  the  Time  very  tedious,  becaufe  he  had  nothing 
to  do':  The  Charaders  were  fo  incoherent  in  themfelves,  and 
compos'd  of  fuch  variety  of  iVbfurdities ,  that  in  his  Knov^- 
ledge  of  Nature  he  could  find  no  Original  for  fuch  a  Copy  ; 
and  being  therefore  unacquainted  with  any  Folly  they  re- 
prov'd,  or  any  Vertue  that  they  recommended,  their  Bulinefs 
was  as  fiat  and  tirefome  to  him,  as  if  the  Adors  had  talk'd 
Arab'ick. 

Now  thcfe  are  the  material  Irregularities  of  a  Play,  and 
thefe  are  the  Faults  which  down-right  Mother-Senfe  can  cen- 
fure  and  be  offended  at,  as  much  as  the  moll  learn'd  Gritick 
in  the  Pit.  And  altho'  the  one  cannot  give  me  the  Reafons 
of  his  Approbation  or  Diflike,  yet  I  will  take  his  Word  for 
the  Credit  or  Difrepute  of  a  Comedy,  fooner  perhaps  than 
the  Opinion  oi  ^Qm.^V'irUiofo'  s  \  for  there  are  fome  Gentlemen 
that  have  fortify'd  their  Spleen  fo  impregnably  with  Criticifm, 
and  hold  out  fo  ftiffly  againft  all  Attacks  of  Pleafantry,  that 
the  mod  powerful  Efforts  of  Wit  and  Humour  cannot  make 
thcleall  Impreffion.  What  a  Misfortune  is  it  to  thefe  Gen- 
tlemen, to  be  Natives  of  fuch  an  ignorant  felf-willM,'  imper- 
tinent Ifland,  where  let  a  Critick  and  a  Scholar  find  never  fo 
many  Irregularities  in  a  Play,  yet  five  hundred  fancy  People 
will  give  him  the  Lie  to  his  Face,  and  come  to  fee  this  wic- 
ked Play  forty  or  fifty  times  in  a  Year.  But  this  Vox  Fopuli 
is  the  Devil,  tho'  in  a  place  of  more  Authority  than  Anftotk^ 
it  is  caird  Vox  Dei.  Here  is  a  Play  with  a  Vengeance,  (fays 
a  Critick)  to  bring  the  Tranfadion  of  a  Year's  time  into  the 
Compafs  of  three  Hours  ;  to  carry  the  whole  Audience  with 
hmi  from  one  Kingdom  to  another,  by  the  changing  of  a  Scene ; 
Where's  the  Probability,  nay,  the  Poffibility  of  all  this  ?  The 
Devil's  in  the  Poet  fure,  he  don't  think  to  put  Contradidlons 
upon  us  ? 

Look'e,  Sir,  don't  be  in  a  Paffion,  the  Poet  does  not  im- 
pofe  Contradidlions  upon  you,  becaufe  he  has  toldyounoLie  ; 
for  that  only  is  a  Lie,  which  is  related  with  fome  fallacious 
Intention  that  you  fhould  believe  it  for  a  Truth  :  Now  the 
Poet  expects  no  more  that  you  fliould  believe  the  Plot  of  his 
Play,  than  old  Jffop  defign'd  the  World  fiiould  think  his 
Eagle  and  Lson  talk'd  like  you  and  I  ;  which,  I  think,  was 
every  jot  as  improbable  as  what  you  quarrel  with  ;  and  yet 
the  Fables  took,  and  Pll  be  hang'd  if  you  your  felf  don't  like 
'em.  But  befides,  Sir,  if  you  are  fo  inveterate  againft  Impro- 
babilities, you  mud  never  come  near  the  Play-houfe  at  all  ; 

for 
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for  there  are  fevcral  Improbabilities,  nay,  ImpolTibilltics,  that 
all  the  Criticifms  in  Nature  cannot  corre6t :  As  for  Inltance ; 
in  the  part  of  Akxavider  the  Great^  to  be  aftc6led  with  the 
Tranfadions  of  the  Play,  we  mud  fuppofe  that  we  fee  that 
great  Conqueror,  after  all  his  Triumphs,  ftunn'dby  the  Wo- 
man he  loves,  and  importun'd  by  her  he  hates  ;  crofs'd  in  his 
Cups  and  Jollity  by  his  own  Subjeds,  and  at  laft  miferably 
ending  his  Life  in  a  raging  Madncfs :  We  mu(t  fuppofe,  that 
we  fee  the  very  Alexa}ulcr^  the  Son  of  Philips  in  all  thcfe  un- 
happy Circumilances,  elfe  we  are  not  touch'd  by  the  Moral, 
which  reprefents  to  us  the  Uneafinefs  of  Humane  Life  in  the 
greatefl  State,  and  the  Inllability  of  Fortune  in  refpe61  of 
Worldly  Pomp  ;  yet  the  whole  Audience  at  the  fame  time 
knows,  that  this  is  Mr.  Betterton^  who  is  flrutting  upon  the 
Stage,  and  tearing  his  Lungs  for  a  Livelihood:  And  that  the 
fame  P  erfon  fhould  be  Mr.  Betterton  and  Alexander  the  Great 
at  the  fame  time,  is  fomewhat  like  an  Impoffibllity  in  my 
Mind.  Yet  you  muft  grant  this  Impoffibility  infpight  of  your 
Teeth,  if  you  han't  Power  to  raife  the  old  Herb  from  the 
Grave  to  a6l  his  own  Part. 

•  Now  for  another  Impolfibility :  The  lefs  rigid  Criticks  al- 
low to  a  Comedy  the  Space  of  an  artificial  Day,  or  twenty 
four  Hours;  but  thofeof  the  thorough  Reformation  will  con- 
line  it  to  the  natural  or  folar  Day,  which  is  but  half  the  time. 
Now  admitting  this  for  a  Decorum  abfolutely  requitite  ;  this 
Play  begins  when  it  is  exa6lly  Six  by  your  Watch,  and  ends 
precifely  at  Nine,  which  is  the  ufual  time  of  the  Reprefenta- 
tion.  Now  is  it  feilible  in  rcrimi  natura^  that  the  fame  Space 
or  Extent  of  Time  can  be  three  Hours  by  your  Watch,  and 
twelve  Hours  upon  the  Stage,  admitting  the  fame  Number  of 
Minutes,  or  the  fame  Meature  of  Sand  to  both.  Pm  afraid. 
Sir,  you  muli  allow  this  for  an  Impoflibility  too  ;  and  you 
may  with  as  much  Reafon  allow  the  Play  the  Extent  of  a 
whole  Year  ;  and  if  you  grant  me  a  Year,  you  may  give  me 
feven,  and  fo  to  a  thoufand  :  For  that  a  thouiand  Years  iliould 
come  within  the  Compafs  of  three  Hours,  is  no  more  an  Im- 
polfibility, than  that  two  Minutes  Ihould  be  contained  in 
one;  NrillMm  mifius  contiyiet  m  fe  mujus^  is  equally  applicable 
to  both. 

So  miuch  for  the  Decorum  of  7;W,  now  for  the  Regulariy 
of  Place.  I  might  make  the  one  a  Confequence  of  t'other, 
and  allcdge,  that  by  allov/ing  me  any  Extent  of  Time,  you 
mull  grant  me  any  Change  of  Place,  for  the  one  depends 
upon  t'other  ;  and  having  live  or  iix  Years  for  the  Action  oi 
a  Phy,    I  may  travel  from  Qoyiftantmo^le  to  Denmark ,    fo  to 

France^ 
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France^  and  home  to  Englr/ioi^  and  rell  long  enough  in  each 
Country  belidcs.  But  you'll  fay,  How  can  you  carry  us  with 
you  ?  Very  eaiily,  Sir,  if  you  will  be  willing  to  go  ?  As  for 
Example  ;  Here  is  a  new  Play,  the  Houle  is  throng'd,  the 
Prologue's  fpoken,  and  the  Curtain  drawn  reprefents  you  the 
Scene  of  Grand  Cairo.  Whereabouts  are  you  now,  Sir  >  Were 
not  you  the  very  Minute  before  in  the  Pit  in  \kit  EngliJhy\2Cj~ 
houle  talking  to  a  Wench,  and  now  frefio  i?afs  you  are  fpiri- 
ted  away  to  the  Banks  of  the  River  Ni/e.  Surely,  Sir,  this  is 
a  moft  intolerable  Improbability;  yet  this  you  mull  allow  me, 
or  elfe  you  dcilroy  the  very  Conititution  of  Reprefcntation  : 
Then  in  the  fecond  Aft,  with  a  Flourilli  of  the  Fiddles,  I 
change  the  Scene  to  Aftrachan.  0  this  is, intolerable  !  Look'e, 
Sir,  'tis  not  a  Jot  more  intolerable  than  the  other  ;  for  you'll 
find  that  'tis  much  about  the  fame  Dijhncc  between  /Egypt 
and  Ajlrachan^  as  it  is  between  Drnry-Lane  and  Grand  Cairo  ; 
and  if  you  pleafe  to  let  your  Fancy  take  Poft,  it  will  perform 
the  Journey  in  the  fune  Moment  of  Time,  without  any  Di- 
iturbance  in  the  World  to  your  Perfon.  You  can  toUow 
Quint  us  Curiius  all  over  Afia  in  the  Train  oi  Alexander.,  and 
trudge  after  Hannibal  like  a  Cadet.,  through  all  Italy.,  Spain., 
and  Africk.,  in  the  fpace  of  four  or  live  Hours ;  yet  the  Devil 
a  one  of  you  will  llir  a  Step  over  the  Threihold  for  the  beft 
Poet  in  Chriftendor/2.,  tho'  he  make  it  his  Bufuiefs  tomake  He- 
roes more  amiable,  and  to  furprize  you  with  more  wonderful 
Accidents  and  Events. 

I  am  as  little  a  Friend  to  thofe  rambling  Plays  as  any  bo- 
dy, nor  have  I  ever  efpous'd  their  Party  by  my  own  praftice ; 
yet  I  could  not  forbear  faying  fcmething  in  \'indication  of 
the  great  Shakefpear.,  whom  every  little  Fellow  that  can  form 
an  Aorifius  primus  will  prefumic  to  condemxn  for  Indecorums 
and  Abfurdities ;  Sparks  that  are  fo  fpruce  upon  their  Greek 
and  Latin.,  that,  like  our  Fops  in  Travel,  they  can  relifh  no- 
thing but  what  is  foreign,  to  let  the  World  know  they  have 
been  abroad  forfooth  ;"  but  it  muft  be  fo,  becaufe  Anftutle 
faid  it  ;  now  I  fay  it  mull:  be  other  wife,  becaufe  Sbahfpear 
faid  it,  and  Pm  fure  that  Shakefpear  was  the  greater  Poet  of 
the  two.     But  you'll  fay,   that  Arijlotie  was  the  greater  Cri- 

tick That's  a  Miilake,  Sir,  for  Criticifmin  Poetry  is  no 

more  than  Judgment  in  Poetry  ;  which  you  will  find  in  your 
Lexicon.  Now  if  Shakefpear  was  the  better  Poet,  he  muft 
have  the  m.oll  Judgement  in  his  Art  ;  for  every  body  knows, 
that  Judgment  is  an  elfential  part  of  Poetry,  and  without  it 
no  Writer  is  worth  a  Farthing.  But  to  floop  to  the  Autho- 
rity of  either,  without  confulting  the  Rcafou  of  the  Confe- 
3  qucnce, 
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quence,  Is  an  Abufe  to  a  Man's  Undcrftnnding  ;  and  neither 
the  Precept  of  the  Philofopher,  nor  Example  of  the  Poet 
fhould  go  down  with  mc,  without  examining  the  Weight  of 
their  Alfertions.  We  can  expccl  no  more  Decorum  or  Re- 
gularity in  any  Bufmefs,  than  the  Nature  of  the  thing  will 
bear  ;  now  if  the  Stage  cannot  fublifl  without  the  Strength  of 
Suppofition,  and  Force  of  Fancy  in  the  Audience,  whyihould 
a  Poet  fetter  the  Bulincfs  of  his  Plot,  and  ftarve  his  Aclioiv 
for  the  Nicety  of  an  Hour,  or  the  Change  of  a  Scene,  fince 
the  Thought  of  Man  can  fly  over  a  thouland  Years  with 
the  fame  Ealc,  and  in  the  fame  Inftant  of  Time,  that  your 
Eye  glances  from  the  Figure  of  fix  to  feven  on  the  Dial-plate ; 
and  can  glide  from  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  to  the  Bay  of  St. 
Kkhola^^  which  is  quite  crofs  the  World,  with  the  fame'Quick- 
nefs  and  A6i:ivity,  as  between  Covcr.t-Garden  Chi4rch  and  // /7/'s 
Coffee-Houfe.     Then  I  mull  beg  of  thefe  Gentlemen  to  let  our 

old  E'/!gUJh  Authors  alone If  they  hay&  left  Vice  unpu- 

nifh'd,  Vertue  unrewarded,  Folly  unexpos'd,  or  Prudence 
unfuccefsful,  the  contrary  of  which  is  the  Utile  of  Comedy, 
let  them  be  lafh'd  to  fome  purpofe  ;  if  any  part  of  their  Plots 
have  been  independent  of  the  reft,  or  any  of  their  Charaders 
forc'd  or  unnatural,  which  dcftroys  the  Dulce  of  Plays,  let 
them  be  hifs'd  off  the  Stage  :  But,  if  by  a  true  Decorum  ia 
thefe  material  Points,  they  have  writ  fuccefsfully,  and  anfwer'd 
the  End  of  Dramatick  Poetry  in  every  Refpeft,  let  them  relt 
in  Peace,  and  their  Memories  enjoy  the  Encomiums  due  to 
their  Merit,  without  any  Refieclion  for  waving  thofe  Niceties, 
which  are  neither  inflrucllve  to  the  World,  nor  diverting  to 
Mankind  ;  but  are  like  all  the  re(t  of  the  critical  Learning, 
fit  only  to  fet  People  together  by  the  Ears  in  ridiculous  Con- 
troverlies,  that  are  not  one  Jot  material  to  the  Good  of  the 
Publick,  whether  they  be  true  or  falfe. 

And  thus  you  fee.  Sir,  I  have  concluded  a  very  unneccfTary 
piece  of  Work;  which  is  m.uch  too  long,  if  you  don't  like 
it  :  But  let  it  happen  any  way,  be  alFur'd,  that  1  intended  to 
pleafe  you,  which  fhould  partly  excufe, 


SIR, 

Tour  rnojl  hurnlAe  Servant. 
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T  O 


JOHN  EYRE,   Efq: 


O  S  T  of  the  following 
Plays  are  infcrib'd  to 
Perfons  of  greateft 
Worth  and  Honour :  And  one, 
not  lefs  fuccefsful  than  the 
reft ,   to    the  Geni:lemen   of 

Shrop- 


The  Epiflle  Dedicatory. 

ShropJJnre,  than  which  there 
$re  few  Counties  in  Eiigland 
that  can  make  a  Figure  more 
diftinguilhable. 


Yet  ftill  there  is  one  Play, 
and  the  whole  Colledion  as 
now  made,  which  want  a 
Patron.  ;     v^ 

As  Beji  Johnfon  fhew'd  the 
feveral  Humours  of  his  Time, 
with  a  Stroke  fo  mafterly, 
that  they  ftill  do  and  may 
pleafe  hereafter  :  And  as 
Mr.  Shadwell  was  allow'd  .tQ 
have  excell'd  in  that  Strain 
of  Writing,  fo  it  is  my  Hopes; 
that  Mr.  Farqtihars  Comedies 
will  not  have  lefs  Approba^ 
tion  in  future  Ages,  than  they 
have  had  in  the  prefent.    My 

Reafon 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 
Reafon  is,  becaufe  we  ftiU 
defire  to  know  what  our  Fore- 
fathers did  ;  And  he  that  in 
late  Pofterity  would  look  for 
the  Humours  of  this  Age, 
muft  fearch  Mr.  Farquhar  for 
them,  as  much  as  he  would 
Vandike,  Vano,  UUy,  or  Mr. 
Howard,  for  their  Perfonages: 
or  their  Habits. 

There  is  a  Livelinefs  and 
Vigour  runs  thro'  the  Whole  ^ 
and  therefore  thefe  following 
Pages  may  fometimes  divert 
you  in  your  Retirements, 
when  freed  from  the  ac- 
cuftomed  Fatigue  o^  ferving 
your  Friends.  '^ 

As  it  is  my  Interefl  to  wiih 
thefe  Scenes  may   divert  to 

late 


Tne  Epiftle  Dedtcatoryl 

late  Pofterity ;  fo  my  utmofi: 
delire  of  being  Grateful,  is^ 
that  you  would  Patronize  this 
Colledion,  and  receive  the 
fmall  Acknowledgment  of  my 
Duty,  as  from  one  that  would 
take  all  Opportunities  of 
teftifying  to  the  World  how 
much  he  is, 

SIR. 

Tour  moft  Ohdienty 
Hi^tble  Servant, 

5 

.'\  Bernard  Lintott. 


Love 
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:  ^^6^  !^6i^  ^>Viet^^  J^S^  ^:ai^5^  2^Sj^  ^93^ 


'?^^!^'^v\SS5 


^^i?T  :v^'^!?^  :v^«!^. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

PEREGRINE, 

L^.  Marquefs  of  Carmarthen^  5cc. 

My  Lord, 

BEing  equally  a  Stranger  to  your  Lordihip,  and  the 
whole  Nobility  of  this  Kingdom,  fomething  of 
a  natural  Impulfe  and  afpiring  Motion  in  my  Inclina- 
tions, has  prompted  me,  tho'  I  hazard  a  Prefumption, 
to  declare  my  Refpeft.  And  be  the  Succefs  how  it 
will,  I  am  vain  of  nothing  in  this  Piece,  but  the 
Choice  of  my  Patron  3  I  fhall  be  fo  far  thought  a  judi- 
cious Author,  v/hofe  principal  Bufinefs  is  to  defign  his 
Works  an  Offering  to  the  greateil  Honour  and  Merit. 
I  cannot  here,  my  Lord,  ftand  accufed  of  any  fort 
of  Adulation,  but  to  my  felf,  becaufe  Compliments 
due  to  Merit  return  upon  the  Giver,  and  the  only  Flat- 
tery is  to  my  felf,  whilfl  I  attempt  your  Lordfhip's 
Praife.  I  dare  make  no  EiTay  on  your  Lordfhip's 
youthful  Braveiy  and  Courage,  becaufe  fuch  is  always 
guarded  with  Modefly,  but  ihall  venture  to  prefent 
you  fome  Lines  on  this  Subject,  which  the  World  will 
undoubtedly  apply  to  your  Lordlhip. 

Courage  the  higheft  Gift^  that  fcorns  to  lend 

2o  mean  Devices  for  a  fordid  End.  (Throne^ 

Courage an  indcpndent  Spark  from  Heaven* s  bright 

By  ivhich  the  Soul  ftands  rais'd^  triumphant^  high^  alone. 
Great  in  it  felf^  not  Praifc's  of  the  Crowd^ 
jibove  all  Vice^  it  Jioops  not  to  be  proud, 

B  %       "  Courage 


The  Efijtle  dedicatory. 

Courage^  the  mighty  Attrihute  of  Powers  above j  - 

By  which  thofe  great  in  JVar^  are  great  in  Love. 
^he  Spring  of  all  brave  A5ls  is  feated  here^ 
As  FalJJjouds  draw  their  fordid  Birth  from  Fear, 

The  beft  and  noblefl:  Part  of  Mankind  pay  Homage 
to  Royalty,  what  Veneration  then  is  due  to  thofe  Ver- 
^  tues  and  Endowments  which  even  engag'd  the  Refpeft 
of  Royalty  it  felE,  in  the  Perfon  of  one  of  the  greateft 
Emperors  in  the  World,  who  chofe  your  Lordmip  not 
only  as  a  Companion,  but  a  Condu6l:or  ? 

He  wanted  the  Fire  of  fuch  a  Britton  to  animate  his 
cold  Ruffians^  and  wou'd  therefore  chufe  you  his  Lea- 
der in  War,  as  in  Travel  :  He  knew  the  Fury  of  the 
S^urk  cou'd  be  only  flopt  by  an  Englifl)  Nobleman,  as 
the  Power  of  France  was  by  an  Englifh  King,  A  Senfe 
of  this  Greatnefs  which  might  deter  others,  animates 
me  to  addrefs  your  Lordfhip  5  refolv'd  that  my  iirll 
Mufe  fhou'd  take  an  high  and  daring  Flight,  I  afpir'd 
to  your  Lordihip's  Protedion  for  this  Trifle,  which  I 
muft  own  my  felf  now  proud  of,  affording  me  this 
Opportunity  of  humbly  declaring  my  felf. 


My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfhip's 

moft  devoted  Servant, 

.:  I 

G.  Farq^uhar, 


PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 


By  J.  H,  fpoken  by  Mr.  Povjell^    a  Servant  attend- 
ing with  a  Bottle  of  Wine. 


'  y^  ^  fl^^^^^^  ^tk^^fi^i  '^^0  difdain  to  pray^ 

^^  Repent^  th<j   late^  upon  their  dying  Day  ; 

So  in  their  Pangs ^  moft  Authors  racked  with  Fcars^       > 

Implore  your  Mercy  in  our  fuppliant  Pray'^rs. 

But  our  ne-VJ  Author  has  no  Caufe  maintain' d^ 

Let  him  not  lofe  what  he  has  never  gain' d. 

Love  and  a  Bottle  are  his  peaceful  Arms  ^ 

Ladies^  and  Gallants^  have  not  thefe  for/te  Charms'^ 

For  Love^  all  Mankind  to  the  Fair  mujifue  : 

And  Sirs^  the  Bottle  he  prefents  to  you. 

Health  to  the  Play^  (drinks)  e'en  let  it  fairly  pafs^ 

Sure  none  Jit  here  that  will  refufe  their  Glafs  ! 

0  there^s  a  damning  Soldier let  me  think 

He  looks  as  he  were  fvjorn to  what  ?  'To  drink.  (drinks. 

Come  on  then ;  Foot  to  Foot  be  boldly  fct^ 

And  our  \'oung  Author^s  new  CommiJJion  wet. 

He  and  his  Bottle  here  attend  their  Doom^ 

From  you  the  Poefs  Helicon  muji  come  ; 

If  he  has  any  Foes^  to  make  amends^ 

He  gives  his  Service  (drinks)  fure  you  now  arc  Friends. 

No  Critick  here  will  he  provoke  to  fight ^ 

The  Day  be  theirs^  he  only  begs  his  Night. 

Fray  pledge  him  now^  fecur'*d  from  all  Abufe^  J 

Thc'fi  name  the  Health  you  love.,  let  none  refufe^  ^ 

But  each  Man's  MtJireJ}  be  the  Poefs  Mufe,  3 


Pramati*» 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


Roebuck. 


Loveivell. 


JMockmode. 

Lyrick. 

pamphlet. 

Rigadoon. 

Nimblewrift, 

Club. 

Brujh. 


r  An  Irtp  Gentleman,  of  a 
^     wild  roving   Temper  ;  >Mr.  Williams, 
^     newly  comtio  London. 
CHis  Friend,  fober  and  mo- 
^     deft,  in  love  with    Lu-  >Mr.  Mills. 
^      cinda. 
{"A  young   Squire,     cornel 

1         npT,vlv     frnm     t 


newly  from  the  U 


ni- 


verfity,    and  fetting  up 
'^    for  a  Beau. 
A  Poet. 
A  Bookfeller. 
A  Dancing-Mafler 
A  Fencing-Mafher. 
Servant  to  Mockmode, 
Servant  to  Lovewell. 


'\Mx.  Bullock. 

J 

Mr. 

\Mr. 

""Mr. 
Mr. 

Mr. 


yohnfo'fi, 
Haynes. 

AJhton. 

Vinkethmart, 
Fairbanks  ' 


Lucinda, 

heanthe. 

*Trudge. 
Bullfinch. 

Pindrefs. 


WOMEN. 


rA   Lady  of  confiderable^j^^j^^^  ^ 
L     fortune.  j  ^ 

CSifterto  Loz;fiy^//,  in  lovep 
<     with  Roebuck,    and  dif-^ Mrs.  iTf^n/z /f///c?;^^. 
C     guisMasL^aW^'sPage.3 
Whore  to  Roebuck.  Mrs.  Mills. 

rLandlady  to  Mockmode,     -^^^^^^  p^^^^^j^ 
\    Lyrick  and  Irudge.  j 

r  Attendant  and  Confidents  j^^.^^  ^^^^^ 
i      to  Lucinda.  j 


Bailiffs,  Beggar,  Porter,    Mafques,  Attendants. 

.     SCENE,    LONDON. 

LOVE 


(O 


LOVE  and  a  BOTTLE 


A  C  T     I. 

SCENE,    LincolnS'hm-FieUs. 

'Enter  Roebuck  in  a  Ridlyig  Habit  Solus,    repeating  the  follow^ 

ing  Line. 
HU  S   far   our  Arms   have    with    Snccefs     been 

Crown'' d Heroically  fpoken,  faith,  of  a 

Fellow  that  has  not  one  Farthing  in  his  Pocket. 
If  I  have  one  Penny  to  buy  a  Halter  withal 
in  my  prefent  Necelfity,  may  I  be  hang'd ;  tho' 
I'm  reduc'd  to  a  fair  way  of  obtaining  one  me- 
thodically very  foon,   if  Robbery  or  Theft  will  pur  chafe  the 

Gallows.    But  hold can't  I  rob  honourably,  by  turning 

Soldier  } 

"Enter  a  Cripple  begging. 
Crip.  One  Farthing  to  the  poor  old  Soldier,for  theLord's  fake. 

Roeb.  Ha! a  Glimpfe  of  Damnation  jufl  as  a  Man  is 

entring  into  Sin,  is  no  great  Policy  of  the  Devil. But  how 

long  did  you  bear  Arms,  Friend  > 

Crip.  Five  Years,  an't  pleafe  you,  Sir. 
Roeb,  And  how  long  has  that  honourable  Crutch  born 
you  > 

Crip,  Fifteen,  Sir. 

Roeb.  Very  pretty  !  Five  year  a  Soldier,  and  fifteen  a  Beg- 
gar !  This  is  HeJl  right !  An  Age  of  Damnation,  for  a  mo- 
mentary Offence.  Thy  Condition,  Fellow,  is  preferable  to 
mine ;  the  merciful  Bullet,  more  kind  than  thy  ungrateful 
Country,  has  given  thee  a  Debenture  in  thy  broken  Leg,  from 
which  thou  canfl  draw  a  more  plentiful  Maintenance   than 

B  4  1  from 


%  Love  and  a  Bottle. 

I  from  all  my  Limbs  in  Perfcdion.    Prithee,    Friend,  why 
would'ft  thou  beg  of  me  ?  Dofl  think  I  am  rich  ? 

Cup,  No,  Sir,  and  therefore  I  believe  you  Charitable.  Your 
warm  Fellows  are  as  much  above  the  Senfe  of  our  Mifery,  that 
they  can't  pity^us  ;  and  I  have  always  found  it,  by  fad  Ex- 
perience, as  n^edlefs  to  beg  of  a  rich  Man  as  a  Clergy-man. 
Our  greeted  Benefa6tors,  the  brave  Officers,  are  all  disban- 
ded, and  muft  nov/  turn  Beggars  like  my  fclf ;  and  fo,  Times 
are  very  hard,  Sir. 

Roeb.  What !  Are  the  Soldiers  more  charitable  than  the 
Clergy  ? 

Crip.  Ay,  Sir,  a  Captain  will  fay  Dam'me,  and  give  me 
Six -pence  ;  and  a  Parfon  fhall  whine  out  God  blefs  me,  and 
give  me  not  a  Farthing  :  Now  1  think  the  Officer's  Blelfmg 
much  the  beft 

Roeb.  Are  the  Beau's  never  comxpaffionate  ? 

Crip.  The  great  full  Wigs  they  wear  (top  their  Earsfoclofe, 
that  they  can't  hear  us ;  and  if  they  Ihou'd,  they  never  have 
any  Farthings  about  'em. 

Roeb.  Then  I  am  a  Beau,  Friend ;  therefore  pray  leave  me. 
Begging  from  a  generous  Soul  that  has  not  to  beftow,is  more 
tormenting  than  Robbery  to  a  Mifer  in  his  Abundance.  Pri- 
thee, Friend,  be  thou  charitable  for  once  ;  I  beg  only  the  Fa- 
vour which  rich  Friends  bellow,  a  little  Advice  :  I  am  as 
poor  as  thou  art,  and  am  deligning  to  turn  Soldier. 

Crip.   No,  no,  Sir.     See  what  an   honourable  Pofl  I  am 
forc'd  to  Hand  to,    my  Rags  are  Scare-crows  fufficient  to  ^ 
frighten  any  one  from  the  Field  ;  rather  turn  Bird  of  Prey  at 
home.  \jSheiv'mg  his  Crutch, 

Roeb.  Grammercy,  old  Devil ;  I  find  Hell  has  its  Pimps  of 
the  poorer  fort,  as  well  as  of  the  Wealthy.  I  fancy,  Friend, 
thou  hafl  got  a  Cloven-foot  inftead  of  a  broken  Leg.  'Tis  a 
hard  Cafe  that  a  Man  mufl  never  expe61:  to  go  nearer  Heav'n 
than  fomefleps  of  a  Ladder.  But  'tis  unavoidable  :  I  have  my  - 
Wants  to  lead,  and  the  Devil  to  drive  ;  and  if  I  can't  meei 
my  Friend  Lovezvell  (which  I  think  impoffible,  being  fo  great 
a  Stranger  in  Town)  Fortune  thou  haft  done  thy  worft  ;  I 
proclaim  open  War  againft  thee. 

rU  ftab  the  next  rich  Darling  that  I  fee  ; 
And  killing  him.^  be  thus  reveng'd  on  thee. 

{Goes  to  the  back  part  of  the  Stage.,  as  into  the. 
U^alks.^  making  fome  turns  crofs  the  Stage  ik' 
Diforder.,  while  the  next  f^^ak.  Exit  Begg^.?. 

3  Enter.  . 


Love  and  a  Bottle.  3 

"Enter  Lucinda  and  Pindrefs. 

hue.  Oh  !  thefe  Summer  Mornings  are  fo  delicately  fine, 
Vtndrcfs^  it  does  me  good  to  be  abroad. 

Fin.  Ay,  Madam,  thefe  Summer-Mornings  are  as  pleadmt 
to  young  Folks,  as  the  Winter  Nights  to  morry'd  People,  or 
as  your  Morning  of  Beauty  to  Mr.  LovewelL 

Luc.  I'm  violently  afraid  the  Evening  of  my  Beauty  v^all 
fall  to  his  fhare  very  foon  ;  for  Pm  inclinable  to  marry  him. 
I  Ihall  foon  lie  under  an  Eclipfe,  Pindrefs. 

Find.  Then  it  muft  be  full  Moon  with  your  Ladyfhip.  But 
why  wou'd  you  chufe  to  marry  in  Summer,  Madam  "> 

Luc.  I  know  no  Caufe,  but  that  People  are  aptefl  to  run 
mad  in  hot  Weather,  unlefs  you  take  a  Woman's  Reafon. 

Fin.  What's  that.  Madam? 

Luc.  Why,  I  am  weary  of  lying  alone. 

Fin.  Oh  dear  Madam  !  Lying  alone  is  very  dangerous  *  'tis 
apt  to  breed  ftrange  Dreams. 

Luc.  I  had  the  oddell  Dream  laft  Night,  of  my  Courtier 
that  is  to  be,  Squire  Mockmode.  He  appear'd  crowded  about 
with  a  Dancing-Mafter,  Pufliing-Malier,  Mufick-Mafter,  and 
all  the  Throng  of  Beau-makers ;  and  methought  he  mimick'd 
Foppery  fo  awkardly,  that  his  Imitation  was' downright  bur- 
lefquing  it.  I  buril  out  a  laughing  fo  heartily,  that  I  waken'd 
my  felf. 

Fin.  But  Dreams  go  by  Contraries,  A4adam.  Have  not  you 
feen  him  yet  ^ 

Luc.  No;  but  my  Uncle's  Letter  gives  account  that  he's 
newly  come  to  Town  from  the  Univerlity,  where  his  Educa- 
tion could  reach  no  farther  than  to  guzzle  fat  Ale,  fmoke  To- 
bacco, and  chop  Logick. — Faugh it  makes  me  fick. 

Pin.  But  he's  very  rich,Madam ;  his  Conccrnsjoyn  to  yours 
in  the  Country. 

Luc.  Ay,  but  his  Concerns  fhall  never  joyn  to  mine  in  the 
City  :  For  fince  I  have  the  Difpofal  of  my  own  P^ortune, 
LovewelPs  the  Man  for  my  Money. 

Pin.  Ay,  and  for  my  Money  :  for  I've  had  above  twenty 
Pieces  from  him  lince  his  Courtfliip  began.  He's  theprettieit 
fober  Gentleman  ;  I  have  fo  ftrong  an  Opinion  of  his  Mo- 
delly,  that  I'm  afraid,  Madam,  your  firft  Child  will  be  a 
Fool. 

Luc.  Oh  God  forbid !    I  hope  a  Lawyer  unierflands  Bu- 

(inefii  better  than  to  beget  anything  non  compos The  Walks 

|ill  apace  ;   the  Enemy  approaches,  we  muft  let  out  our  falfe 
Colours.  [Put  on  their  Masks., 

Pin.  We  Masks  are  the  pureft  Privateers  !  Madam,  how 
would  you  like  to  cruife  about  a  little  ?  Luc^ 
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hue.  Well  enough,  had  we  no  Enemies  but  our  Fops  and 
Cits :  But  I  dread  thefe  bluftring  Men  of  War,  the  Officers, 
who  after  a  Broad-fidc  of  Dain'me's  and  Sinkme's,  are  for 
boarding  all  Masks  they  meet  as  lawful  Prize. 

Fin.  In  truth,  Madam,  and  the  moil:  of  them  are  lawful 
Prize,  for  they  generally  have  French  Ware  under  Hatches. 

hue.  Oh  hideous  I  O'  my  Confcience,  Girl,  thou'rt  quite 
fpoird.  An  Adrefs  upon  the  Stage  would  blulh  at  fuch  Ex- 
preiTions. 

Fin.  Ay,  Madam,  and  your  Ladyfljip  wou'd  feem  to 
blulh  in  the  Box,  when  the  Rednefs  of  your  Face  proceeded 
from  nothing  but  the  Conilraint  of  holding  your  Laughter. 
Didn't  you  chide  me  for  not  putting  a  ftronger  Lace  in  your 
Stays,  when  you  had  broke  one  as  ftrong  as  a  Hempen  Cord 
with  containing  a  violent  Tihee  at  a  fmutty  Jell  in  the  laft 
Play  > 

hue.  Go,  go,  thou'rt  a  naughty  Girl;  thy  impertinent  Chat 
has  diverted  us  from  our  Bus'nefs.  F'm  afraid  hovcvjell  has 
mifs'd  us  for  want  of  the  Sign. — But  whom  have  we  here  >  An 
odd  Figure,  fome  Gentleman  in  Difguife,  I  believe. 

Pin.  Had  he  a  finer  Suit  on,  I  Ihould  believe  him  in  Dif- 
guife ;  for  I  fancy  his  Friends  have  only  known  him  by  that 
this  Twelve-month. 

hue.  His  Mien  and  Kk  fhew  him  a  Gentleman,  and  his 
Cloaths  demonflrate  him  a  Wit.  He  may  afford  us  fome 
Sport.     I  have  a  Female  Inclination  to  talk  to  him. 

Pin.  Hold,  Madam,  he  looks  as  like  one  of  thole  dange- 
rous Men  of  War  you  juil  now  mention'd  as  can  be  ;  you 
had  befl  fend  out  your  Pinnace  before,  to  difcover  the 
Encm.y. 

hue.  No,  I'll  hale  him  my  felf.  \_Moves  towards  him. 

What,  Sir,  dreamiing  .'^  [^S laps  him  o'th''  Shoulder  with  her  Fan, 

Roeb.  Yes,  Madam.  [^Sullenly. 

hue.  Of  what  } 

Roeb.  Of  the  Devil,  and  now  my  Dream's  out. 

hue.  What  I  Do  you  dream  (landing  ? 

Roeb.  Yes,  faith.  Lady,  very  often  when  my  Sleep's  haun- 
ted by  fuch  pretty  Goblins  as  you.  You  are  a  fort  of  Dream 
I  wou'd  fain  be  reading  :  I'm  a  very  good  Interpreter  indeed, 
Madam. 

hue.  Are  you  then  one  of  the  wife  Men  of  the  Eall:  ? 

Roeb.  No,  Madam;  but  one  of  the  Fools  of  the  Well. 

hue.  Pray,  what  do  you  mean  by  that. 

Roeb.  An  Irljh-man^  Kludam,  at  your  Service. 

hiU\ 
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Luc.  Oh  horrible  !  an  Injhnan !  a  mcer  Wolf-Dog,  I 
protcft. 

Roel;.  Ben't  furpriz'd,  Child  ;  the  Wolf-Dog  is  as  well  na- 
tur'd  an  Animal  as  any  of  your  Country  Bull-Dogs,  and  a 
much  morefa\vning  Creature,  let  me  tell  ye.  {Lays  bold  on  her. 
Luc.  Pray,  good  C^cj'ar^  keep  off  your  Paws ;  no  fcraping 
Acquaintance  for  Heaven's  fake.  Tell  us  fome  News  of  your 
Country  ;  I  have  heard  the  ftrangeft  Stories, that  the  Peo- 
ple wear  Horns  and  Hoofs. 

Roeb.  Yes,  'faith,  a  great  many  wear  Horns  :  but  we  had 
that  among  other  laudable  Falhions,  from  London.  I  think 
it  came  over  with  your  Mode  of  wearing  high  Topknots ;  for 
ever  fince,  the  Men  and  Wives  bear  their  Heads  exalted  alike. 
They  were  both  Fafhions  that  took  wonderfully. 

Luc.  Then  you  have  Ladies  among  you. 

Roeb.  Yes,  yes,  we  have  Ladies,  and  Whores  ;  Colleges, 
and  Play-houfes  ;  Churches  and  Taverns ;  fine  Houfes,  and 
Bawdy-houles  :  In  fhort,  every  thing  that  you  can  boaft  of, 
but  Fops,  Poets,  Toads  and  Adders. 

Luc.  But  have  you  no  Beau's  at  all  ? 

Roeb.  Yes,  they  come  over  like  Woodcocks,  once  a  Year. 

Luc.  And  have  your  Ladies  no  Springs  to  catch  'em  in } 

Roeb.  No,  Madam,  our  own  Country  affords  us  much  bet- 
ter Wild-fowl.  But  they  are  generally  flripp'd  of  their  Fea- 
thers by  the  Play-houfe  and  Taverns ;  in  both  which  they  pre- 
tend to  be  Criticks ;  and  our  ignorant  Nation  imagines  a  full 
Wig  as  infallible  a  token  of  a  Wit  as  the  Laurel. 

Luc.  Oh  Lard  !  and  here  'tis  the  certain  Sign  of  a  Block- 
head.    But  why  no  Poets  in  Ireland.,  Sir  ? 

Roeb.  Faith,  'Madam,  I  know  not,  unlefs  St.  Patrick  fent 
them  a  packing  with  other  venomous  Creatures  OMtoi Ireland. 
Nothing  that  carries  a  Sting  in  its  Tongue  can  live  there.  But 
fince  I  have  defcribed  my  Country,  let  me  know  a  little  of 
England.,  by  a  fight  of  your  Face. 

Luc.  Come  you  to  Particulars  firfl.  Pray,  Sir,  unmafque, 
by  telling  who  you  are  ;  and  then  Pll  unmafque,  and  fliew 
who  I  am. 

Roeb.  You  mufl  difmifsyour  Attendant  then,  Madam;  for 
the  diilinguifhing  particular  of  me  is  a  Secret. 

P?V.  Sir,  I  can  keep  a  Secret  as  well  as  my  Miflrcfs ;  and 
the  greater  the  Secrets  are,   I  love  'em  the  better. 

Luc.  Can't  they  be  whifper'd.  Sir? 

Roeb.  Oh  yes,  Madami,  lean  give  you  a  hint,  by  which  you 
may  underfland  'emi. {'Pretends  to  whtj^er^  andktjj'es her. 

Luc,  Sir,  you're  impudent. 
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Roeh.  Nay,  Madam,  fince  you're  fo  good  at  minding  Folks^ 
have  with  you.  [Catches  her  f aft j  carryngher  off, 

Pm.  -J 

Enter  Love  well. 

Love.  Villain,  unhand  the  Lady,  and  defend  thy  felf.  [Draws. 

Roeh.  What !  Knight-Errants  in  this  Country  !  Now  has 
the  Devil  very  opportunely  fent  me  a  Throat  to  cut  ;  pray 

Heaven  his  Pockets  be  well  linM. \(2uits  V;?/,  the^  go  off. 

Have  at  thee— St.  George  for  England. --[T'hey fight .^afterfomepaffes 
My  Friend  Lovewell  I  [Koeh.  ftarts  hack.,  andpaufes. 

Love.  My  dear  Roehuck !  [Fling  down  their  Swords^  and  embrace. 
Shall  I  believe  my  Eyes  ? 

Roeh.  You  may  believe  your  Ears ;  'tis  I,  be  gad. 

Love.  Why,  thy  being  in  London  is  fuch  a  Myftery,  that  I 
inull:  have  the  Evidence  of  more  Senfcs  than  one  to  confirm  me 
of  its  Truth. —  But  pray  unfold  the  Riddle. 

Roeh.  Why  Yaith  'tis  a  Riddle.  You  wonder  at  it  before 
the  Explanation,    then  w^onder  more  at  your  felf  for    not 

fieffing  it. —  What  is  the  univerfal  Caufe  of  the  continued 
vils  of  Mankind  ? 

Love.  The  univerfal  Caufe  of  our  continued  Evils,  is  the 
Devil  fure. 

Roeh.  No,  'tis  the  Flefh,  Ked —  That  very  Woman  that 
4rove  us  all  out  of  Paradife^  has  fcnt  me  a  packing  out  of  Ire- 
land. 

Love,  How  fo  } 

Roeh.  Only  rafting  the  forbidden  Fruit,  that  was  all. 

Love.  Isfim-ple  Fornication  become  fo  great  a  Crime  there, 
as  to  be  punifnable  by  no  lefs  than  Banifhment  ? 

Roeh.  I  gad,  mine  was  double  Fornication,  Ned The 

Jade  was  fo  pregnant  to  bear  Twins ^  the  Fruit  grew  in  clu- 
fters;  and  my  unconfcionable  Father,,  becaufe  I  was  a  Rogue 
in  debauching  her,  wou'd  make  me  a  P'ool  by  wedding  her : 
But  I  wpu'd  not  marry  a  Whore,  and  he  wou'd  not  own  a 
difobcdient  Son,  and  fo — 

Love.  But  was  flic  a  Gentlewoman  ? 

Roeh.  Pfhaw  !  No,  ^t  had  no  Fortune.  She  wore  indeed 
a  Silk  Mantua  and  High-head ;  but  thefe  are  grown  as  little 
Signs  of  Gentility  now-a-days,  as  that  is  of  Chaftity. 

Love.  But  what  Necclfityforc'dyouto  leave  the  Kingdom? 

Roeh.  I'll  tell  you. —  To  flum  th'infulting  Authority  of  an 
incens'd  Father,  the  dull  and  often-repeated  Advice  of  imper- 
tinent Relations,  the  continual  Clamours  of  a  furious  Woman, 
and  the  fhrill  Bawling  of  an  ill-natur'd  Baftardr— From  all 
which,  Good  Lord  deliver  Hie,  h'lve,^ 
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Love.  And  fo  you  left  them  to  grand  Dadda !- — Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Roc'j.  Heav'n  was  plcas'dto  lelien  my  Affliclion,  by  taking 
away  the  She-brat  ;  but  the  t'other  is,  I  hope,  well,  becaufe 
a  brave  Boy,  whom  I  chriflen'd  EWzx'^r^,  after  thee,  Lovewe/I; 
I  made  bold  to  mr.ke  my  Man  (land  for  you,  and  your  Sifter 
fent  her  Maid  to  give  her  Name  to  my  Daughter. 

Love.  Now  you  talk  of  my  Sifter,  pray  hov/  does  fhe? 

Roeb.  Dear  Lovcwcll^  a  very  Miracle  of  Beauty  and  Good- 
nefs. But  I  don't  like  her. 

Loz'c.  Why  ? 

Roeb.  She's  virtuous ; and  I  think  Beauty  and  Virtue 

are  as  ill  joined  as  Lewdnefs  and  Uglinefs. 

Love.  But  I  hope  your  Arguments  could  not  make  her  a 
Profelyte  to  this  Profeffion  ? 

Roch.  Faith  I  endeavour'd  it  ;  but  that  plaguy  Honour 

Damn  it  for  a  Whim. — Were  it  as  honourable  for  Women 
to  be  Whores,  as  Men  to  beWhore-maftcrs,  we  fliou'd  have 
Lewdnefs  as  great  a  Mark  of  Quality  among  the  Ladies,  as 
'tis  now  among  the  Lords. 

Love.  What!  do  you  hold  no  innate  Principle  of  Vertue  in 
Women  ? 

Roeb.  I  hold  an  innate  Principle  of  Love  in  them  :  Their 
Pafllons  are  as  great  as  ours,  their  Rcafon  weaker.  We 
admire  them,  and  confcaucntly  they  muft  us.  And  I  tell  thee 
once  more,  That  had  Women  no  Safe-guard  but  your  innate 
Principle  of  Vertue,  honeft  George  Roebuck  wou'd  have  lain 
with  your  Sifter,  Ned.,  and  fhou'd  enjoy  a  Countcfs  before 
Night. 

Love.  But  mcthinks,  George^  'twas  not  fair  to  tempt  my 
Sifter. 

Roeb.  Methinks  'twas  not  fair  of  thy  Sifter,  Ned.^  to  tempt 
me.  As  ftie  was  thy  Sifter,  I  had  no  Delign  upon  her ;  but  as 
fhe's  a  pretty  Woman,  I  could  fcarcely  forbear  her,  were  fhe 
my  own. 

Love.  But,  upon  ferious  Refledion,  cou'd  not  you  have  liv'd 
better  at  home  by  turning  thy  Whore  into  his  Wife,  than  here 
by  turning  other  Mens  Wives  into  Whores?  There  are  Mer- 
chants Ladies  in  London.^  and  you  muft  trade  with  them,  for 
ought  I  fee. 

Roeb.  Ay,  but  is  the  Trade  open  ?  Is  the  Manufa6lure  en- 
courag'd,  old  Boy? 

Love.  Oh,  wonderfully? a  great  many  poor  People  live 

by't.  Tho'  the  Hui>bands  are  for  engrolnng  the  Trade,  the 
Wives  are  altogether  for  encouraging  Interlopers.  But  I  hope 
you  have  brought  fome  fmall  Stock  to  fct  up  with. 

Roeb. 
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Roch.  The  Greatnefsof  my  Wants,  which  woii'd  force  me 
to  dlfcover  'em,  makes  me  blufh  to  own 'em.  [_A^ide.~\  Why 
faith,  Ned^  I  had  a  great  Journey  from  Ireland  hither,  and 
wou'd  burthen  my  lelf  with  no  more  than  juft  neceflary 
Charges. 

Love.     Oh,  then  you  have  brought  Bills. 

Roeh.  No  fiith.  Exchange  of  Money  from  DuhUn  hither, 
is  fo  unreafonable  high,  that 

Lo-tc.  What! 

Roch,  That Zoons,  I  have  not  one  Farthing.— — Now 

you  underftand  me. 

Love.  No  fiith,  I  never  underftand  one  that  comes  in  for- 
ma  pauperis-^  I  han't  (ludy'd  the  Law  fo  long  for  nothing. 
— But  what  Profpcd  can  you  propofe  of  a  Supply  ? 

Roeb.  I'll  tell  you.  When  you  appear'd,  I  was  juft  thank- 
ing my  Stars  for  fending  me  a  Throat  to  cut,  and  confequent- 
ly  a  Purfe  :  But  my  Knov/ledge  of  you  prevented  me  of  that 
way,  and  therefore  I  think  you're  oblig'd  in  return  toaffift  me 
by  fome  better  Means.  You  were  once  an  honeft  Fellow; 
but  fo  long  lludy  in  the  Inns  may  alter  a  Man  flrangely,  as 
you  fay. 

LoTc.  No,  dear  Roebuck.,  I'm  flill  a  Friend  to  thy  Vertues, 
and  edcem  thy  Follies  as  Foils  only  to  fet  them  off.  I  did 
but  rally  you  ;  and  to  convince  you,  here  are  fome  Pieces, 
Ihare  of  what  I  have  about  me :  Take  them  as  Earned  of  my 
farther  Supply  ;  you  know  my  Eflate  fufficient  to  maintain 
us  both,  It  you  will  either  rcftrain  your  Extravagances,  or  I 
retrench  my  NecelTaries. 

Rocb.  Thy  Profeffion  of  Kindnefs  is  fo  great,  that  I  cou'd  al- 
moil  fafpeCi:  it  of  Dciign.  But  come.  Friend,  I  am  heartily 
tir'd  with  the  Fatigue  of  my  Journey,  beiides  a  violent  Fit  of 
Sicknefs,  which  detain'd  me  a  Month  at  Coventry.,  to  the  ex- 
haulling  of  my  Health  and  Money.     Let  me  only  recruit  by 

a  Relifh  of  the  Town  in  Love  and  a  Bottle,  and  then 

Oh  Heav'ns  ?  and  Earth !  \_As  they  are  going  off.,  Roebuck 

ft  arts  back  furpnz'd. 

Love.  What's  the  matter,  Man  ? 
'    Roeb.  Why  ?  Death  and  the  Devil ;  or,  what's  worfe,  a  Wo- 
man and  a  Child. Oons  I  don't  you  fee  Mrs.  T'rudge  with 

my  Baflard  in  her  Arms  croffing  the  Field  towards  us  >.  — - 
Oh  the  indefatigable  Whore,  to  follow  me  all  the  way  to 
Londornl 

Love.  Mrs.  "Trudge  !  my  old  Acquaintance! 

Roei?.  Ay,  ay,  the  very  fame;  your  old  Acquaintance;  and 
for  ought  1  know,  you  might  have  clubb'd  about  getting  the 
Brats.  I  Love* 
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Love.  'TIs  but  reafonable  then  I  fliou'd  pay  Share  at  the 
Reckoning.  V\\  help  to  provide  for  her  ;  in  the  mean  time 
you  had  beft  retire. — Brnjh^  condu61:  this  Gentleman  to  my 
Lodgings,   and  run  from  thence  to  Widow  BuUfiaclfs^  and 

provide  a  Lodging  with  her  for  a  Friend  of  mine. '  Fly 

and  come  back  prefently. [Exit  Roeb.  a-^d  EruOi! 

— So  ;  my  Friend  comes  to  Town  like  the  Great  7//ry^  to  the 
Field,   attended  by  his  Concubines  and  Children  ;  and  Pm 

afraid  thefe  are  but  part  of  his  Retinue. But  hold I 

ihan'tbeable  tofuilain  the  Shock  of  this  Woman's  Fury.  Pll 
withdraw  till  fhe  has  difcharg'd  her  firil  Volley,  then  furprize 
her. 

Enter  Trudge,  with  a  Child  crying. 
Hufh,  huih,  huft And  indeed  it  was  a  young  Travel- 
ler.  And  what  wou'd  it  fay.^  It  fays  that  Daddy^is  a  falfe 

Man,  a  cruel  Man,  and  an  ungrateful  Man. In  troth  fo 

he  is,  my  dear  Child. What  Ihalll  do  with  it,  poor  Crea- 
ture .?> Hufli,  hufh,  huih —  Was  ever  poor  Woman  m 

fuch  a  lamentable  Condition.^  Immediately  after  the  Pains  of 
one  Travail,  to  undergo  the  Fatigues  of  another: — ButPm 
lure,  he  can  never  do  well  ;  for  tho'  I  can't  find  him,  my 
Curfes,  andtheMifery  of  this  Babe,  will  certainly  reach  b'm. 
Love.  Methinks  I  Ihou'd  know  that  V o\zt— [Moving forjjjo^-d. 
What !  Mrs.  Trudge  !  and  in  London  !  whofe  brave  Boy  h^d 
thou  got  there  > 

Trud.  Oh  Lord !  Mr.  Lovewelll  Pm  very  glad  to  fee  you, 

and  yet  am  afham'd  to  fee  you.    But  indeed  he  promisM 

to  marry  me,  [Cr\tng']  and  you  know  Mr.  LoveweU^  that  he's 
fuch  a  handfome  Man,  and  has  fo  many  wavs  of  inlinuatino- 
ihat  the  frailty  of  Woman's  Nature  could  not  relift  him     "" 
Love.  What's  all  this  .^  —  A  handfome  Man !  Ways  of  in- 

linuatmg !  Frailty  of  Nature ! I  don't  underftand  thefe 

ambiguous  Terms. 

Trud.  Ah,  Mr.  Lovewelll  I'm  fure  you  have  feen  Mr.  Z?/?^- 
huck,  and  Pmfure 'twould  be  the  firli  Thing  he  would  tell  vou 
1  reter  it  to  you,  Mr.Lovewell,  if  he  is  not  an  ungratetul  Man, 
to  deal  fo  barbaroully  with  any  Woman  that  had  us'd  him  fo 
•  civilly.  I  was  kinder  to  him  than  I  wou'd  have  been  to  mv 
own  born  Brother. 
Love   Oh  then  I  findKiffing  goes  by  Favour,  Mrs-^rWrt', 

^  ru  ri .       ^^^^  ^°^'^^  ^^^  "'^^''^^'  y°^  ^^^  ^^^  alike. Poor 

J^hild!  he's  as  like  his  own  Dadda,  as  it  he  were  fpit  out  of 
his  Alouth.  See,  Mr.  Lovewell,  if  he  has  not  Mr.  Roebuck^  Nofe 

\  yJ{    T?'^'^  ^^"^  >'^^  ^'^^^'^'^  ^^  ^-^s  av^ry  good  Nofe  ;  and  the 
j  attle  Piginye  has  MamjTia's  Mou:h.> —  Oh  the  little  Lips ! 

{  and 
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and  'tis  the  befl:  natur'd  little  Dear [Smuggles  andkijfes  it.'} 

And  wouM  it  ask  its  Godfather  BlelTing  ?  — — Indecdj 

Mr.  Lovewell^  I  believe  the  Child  knows  you. 

Loi:c,  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Well,  I  will  give  it  myBleffing.  [Gives 

it  Gold. 
^As  he  gives  her  the  Gold.,  enter  Lucinda  and  Pindrefs, 
■Tvho  feeing  themftand^  abfcond. 
Come,  Madam,  I'll  firil  fettle  you  in  a  Lodging,  arid  then 

find  the  falfe  Man,  as  you  call  him. [Exit  Love. 

Lucinda  and  Pindrefs  come  forward. 

hue.  The  falfe  Man  is  found  already. Was  there  ever 

fuch  a  lucky  Difcovery? My  Care  for  his  Prefervation 

brought  me  back,  and  now  behold  how  my  Kindnefs  is  re- 
turned I Their  Fighting  was  a  downright  Trick  to  frighten 

me  from  the  place,  thereby  to  afford  him  Opportunity  of  en- 
tertaining his  Whore  and  Brat. 

Pin.  Your  Conjecture,  Madam,  bears  a  Colour;  for  look- 
ing back,  I  could  perceive  'em  talking  very  familiarly ;  fo  that 
they  cou'd  not  be  Strangers  as  their  pretended  Quarrel  would 
intimate. 

Luc.  'Tis  all  true  as  he  is  falfe. What !  flighted !  de- 

fpis'd !  my  honourable  Love  truck'd  for  a  Whore !  Oh  Vil- 
lain !  Epitome  of  chy  Sex ! But  I'll  be  rcvcng'd.  Pll  mar- 
ry the  firft  Man  that  asks  me  the  Qucftion ;  nay,  though  he  be 
a'disbanded  Soldier,  or  a  poor  Poet,  or  a  fenfelefs  Fop; — - 
Nay,  tho'  impotent,  Pll  marry  him. 

¥tn.  Oh  Madam !  that's  to  be  reveng'd  on  your  felf. 

hue.  I  care  not,  Fool  !  I  deferve  Punifhment  tor  my  Cre- 
dulity, as  much  as  he  for  his  Falfliood. And  you  deferve 

it  too,  Minx;  yourPerfualions  drew  me  to  this  Alfignation : 
I  never  lov'd  the  falfe  Man. 

Pin.  That's  falfe,  Pm  fure.  [Afide. 

Luc.  But  you  thought  to  get  another  piece  of  Gold.  We 
fhall  have  him  giving  you  Money  on  the  fame  Score,  he  was  fo 
liberal  to  his  Whore  jult  now.  [ii'alks  about  in  Pajfion, 

Erder  Lovewell. 

Love.  So  miich  for  Friendfhip ^  now  for  my  Love.-- — I 

ha^f  t  tranfgreifed  much. Oh,  there  Hie  is. —  Oh  my  An- 
gel !  [Runs  to  her, 

Luc.  Oh  thou  Devil !  [Starts  back* 

hove.  Not  unlefs  you  damn  me.  Madam.  / 

hue.  You're  damn'd  already ;  you're  a  Man.  ; 

[Exit  p'ijhing  Pindrefs. 

hove.  You're  a  Woman,  Pll  be  fworn. Hey  day  !  what 

giddy  Female  Planet  rulc:>  now !  By  the  Lord,  thefe  Women 

are 
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are  like  their  Maidenheads,  no  foorier  found  than  loft— Here, 
Br/^j,  run  after  Pi»drefs^  and  know  the  Occaiion  of  this.— - 
[Brufh  runs.~] — Stay,  come  back. — Zoons,  I'm  a  Fool. 

Brnfi.  That's  the  lirft  wife  Word  you  have  fpokcnthefe  two 
Months. 

Love.  Trouble  me  with  your  untimely  Jefls,  Sirrah,  and 
I'll-.- 

Brup.  Your  Pardon,  Sir  ;  I'm  in  dov/n-right  Earncfl. 

'Tis  alefs  Slavery  to  be  Apprentice  to  a  famous  Clap-Surgeon, 
than  to  a  Lover.  He  falls  out  with  me,  becaufe  he  can't  fall 
in  with  his  Miilrefs.     I  can  bear  it  no  longer. 

Love.  Sirrah,  what  are  you  mumbling  ? 

Brnjh.  A  fhort  Prayer  before  I  depart.  Sir.-— I  have  been 
thefe  three  Years  your  Servant,  but  now,  Sir,  I'm  your  humble 
Servant.  \Bows  as  goings 

LoTe.  Hold,  you  fha'n't  leave  me. 

Brulh.  Sir,  you  can't  be  my  Mafter. 

Love.  Whyfo? 

Brzijh.  Becaufe  you're  not  your  own  Maflcr;  yet  one  would 
think  you  might,  for  you  have  loll  your  Miilrefs.  Oons,  Sir, 
let  her  go,  and  a  fair  Pviddance.  Who  throws  away  a  Teller 
and  a  Miilrefs,  lofes  Six-pence.  That  little  pimping  Cuptd 
is  a  blind  Gunner.  Had  he  fhot  as  many  Darts  as^^I  have 
carry'd  Billets  De^tx^  he  wou'd  have  laid  her  kicking  with  her 
Heels  up  e'er  now.  In  lliort,  Sir,  my  Patience  is  worn  to  the 
Scumps  with  attending  ;  my  Shoes  and  Stockings  are  upon  their 
lafl  Legs  with  trudging  between  you.  I  have  iweat  out  all  my 
Moiilure  of  my  Hand  with  palming  your  clammy  Letters, 
upon  her.     I  have — 

LoTc.  Hold,  Sir,  your  Trouble  is  now  at  an  end,  for  I  de- 
fign  to  marry  her. 

Brujh.  And  have  you  courted  her  thefe  three  Years  for  no- 
thing but  a  Wife } 

Loue.  Do  you  think,  Raskalj  I  wou'd  have  taken  fomuch 
Pains  to  make  her  a  Mils  > 

Brujh.  No,  Sir;  the  tenth  part  on't  wou'd  ha'  done. 

But  if  you  are  rcfolv'd  to  marry,  God  b'w'ye. 

Love.  \Vhat's  the  matter  now.  Sirrah  ? 

Bmp.  Why,  the  matter  will  be,  that  I  mud  then  Pimp  for 

her Hark  ye,  Sir,  what  have  you  been  doing  all  this  v^^hile, 

but  teaching  her  the  way  to  Cuckold  ye? Take  Care,  Sir  ; 

look  before  you  leap.  You  have  a  ticklifa  Point  to  miuiage. 
Can  you  tell,  Sir,  what's  her  Quarrel  to  you  how  .^ 

L(,--cc.  I  can't  imagine.  I  don't  remember  that  ever  I  of* 
fended  her. 

C  Brup. 
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Brujh.  That's  it,  Sir.  Sherefolves  to  put  your  Eafinefs  to- 
the  Ted  now,   that  fhe  may  with  more  Security  rely  upon't 

hereafter. Always  fufpedl  thofe  Women  of  Deligns  that 

are  for  fearching  into  the  Humours  of  their  Courtiers  ;  for 
they  certainly  intend  to  try  them  when  they're  marry'd. 

Love.  Howcam'ft  thou  fuch  an  Engineer  in  Love? 

Brujh.  I  have  fprung  fome  Mines  in  my  time,  Sir  ;  and  fince 
I  have  trudg'd  fo  loni^  about  your  amorous  MelTages,  I  have 
tnore  Intrigue  in  the  Sole  of  my  Feet,  than  fome  Blockheads 
in  their  whole  Body. 

Love.  Sirrah,  have  you  ever  difcover'd  any  Behaviour  m 
this  Lady,  to  occafion  this  fufpicious  Difcourfe? 

Brr-ijh.  Sir,  has  this  Lady  ever  difcover'd  any  Behaviour  of 
yours  to  occafion  this  fufpicious  Quarrel  ?  I  believe  the  Lady 
has  as  much  of  the  innate  Principle  of  Virtue  (as  the  Gentle- 
man faid)  as  any  Woman :  But  that  Baggage,  her  Atten- 
dant, is  about  ravilliing  her  Lady's  Page  every  Hour.  'Tis  aa 
old  Saying,  Like  Mafter^  like  Man;  why  not  as  well,-  like 
Mijlrefs,  like  Maid\ 

Love,  Since  thou  art  for  trying  Humours,  have  with  you, 
Madam  L/^^/>^.     Befides,  fo  fair  an  Opportunity  offers,  that 

Fate  feem'd  to  defign  it. Have  you  left  the  Gentleman  at 

my  Lodgings  ? 

Brujh.  Yes,  Sir,  and  fent  a  Porter  to  his  Inn  to  bring  his 
Things  thither. 

Love.  That's  right. — Love,  like  other  Difeafes,  muft  fome- 
times  have  a  defperate  Cure.  The  School  oi  Venus  impofes 
the  flrid  Difcipline ;  And  awful  Cupd  is  a  chaflning  God ; 
He  whips  feverely. 

Br  up.  No,  not  if  we  kifs  the  Rod.  {Exeunt. 

The  End  of  the  firfl  A^, 


ACT    IL 

SCENE,   Loveweir^  Lodgings, 

&2^£'r  Lovewell,  Roebuck  drefs''d^  and  Brnfh. 
Love.  /^^  My  Confcience,  the  fawning  Creature  loves  you, 
^^  Jioei^.  Ay,  the  conflant  Effeds  of  debauching  a 
Woman  ar*,  that  fhe  infallibly  loves  the  Man  for  doing  the 
Bufinefs,  and  he  certainly  hates  her. — But  what  Company  is 
ihe  like  to  have  at  this  fame  Widow's,  Brup  ? 

Bru/j, 
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Brtip.  Oh  the  beli  of  Company,  Sir;  a  Poet  lives  there,  Sir> 

^c^^.  They're  the  worft  Company,  for  they're  ill-natur'd. 

Brup.  Ay,  Sir,  but  it  does  no  Body  aiiy  harm ;  for  thefe 
Fellows  that  get  Bread  by  their  Wits  are  always  forcM  to  eat 
their  Words.  They  muil  be  good-natur'd,  'ipigbt  ot  rhcir 
Teeth,  Sir.  'Tis  faid  he  pays  his  Lodging  by  cracking  fome 
fmutcy  Jells  with  his  Landlady  over-night;  for  Ihe'svay  v/ell 
pleas'd  with  his  Natural  Parts.  [IVhiW^ot^i.and^xvSwtalk;^ 
Loveweli/^^;«j  to  projeci  fomethinghy  hrr/2felf\ 

Roeb.  What  other  Lodgers  are  there  .^ 

Brr^Jh.  One  newly  entered,  a  young  Squire,  juft  come  from 
the  Univerfity. 

Roeb.  x\  meer  Peripatetick,  I  warrant  him,. —  Avery  pret- 
ty Family  ;  a  Heathen  Philofophcr,  an  Rnglljh  Poet,  and  an 
Irijh  Whore.  Had  the  Landlady  but  an  H:ghla?2d  Piper  to 
join  with  'cm,  llie  might  fet  up  for  a  Colleclion  of  Monders. 
Any  body  within.^  [i'^jLovewell  on  the  Shoulder. 

Love.  Yes,  you  are  my  Friend.  All  my  Thoughts  were 
employ'd  about  you.  In  ihort,  I  have  one  Requeft  to  make, 
That  you  would  renounce  your  loofe  wild  Courfes,  and  lead  a 
fober  Life,  as  I  do. 

Roeb.  That  1  will,  if  you'll  grant  me  a  Boon. 

Love.  You  fhall  have  it,  be't'what  it  will. 
_  Roeb.   1  hat  you  w^ou'd  reiinquifh  your  precife  fober  Beha- 
viour, and  live  like  a  Gentleman,  as  I  do. 

Love.  Ti^t  I  can't  grant, 

R'jeb.  Then  we're  oif :  Tho'  fnou'd  your  Women  prove  no 
better  than  your  Wine,  my  Debaucheries  will  fall  of  them= 
felves,  for  want  of  Temptation. 

Love.  Our  Women  are  worfe  than  our  Wine ;  our  Claret 
has  but  little  ofthe/r^'^r^-in't,  but  our  Wenches  have  the  De- 
vil and  all  ;  They  are  both  adulterated ;  to  prevent  the  In- 
conveniencics  of  which,  Pll  provide  you  an  honourable  Mi- 
ftrefs. 

Roeb.  An  honourable  Miilrefs ;  what's  that  ? 
.    Love.  A  vertuous  Lady,  whom  you  mull  love  and  court ; 

the  furcll  Method  of  reclaiming  you. As  thus: Thof.^ 

UiperMuous   Pieces  you  throw  away  in  Wine,  may  be  laid 
out 

Roeb.  To  the  Poor  ? 

Love.  No,  no:  In  Sweet-Powder,  Cravats,  Garters,  Snuff- 
boxes, Ribbons,  Coach-hire,  and  Chair-hire.  Tiiofe  idle  Hours 
which  you  mifpend  with  lewd  fophillicated  Wenches,  murt 
be  dedicated 

Roeb.  To  the  Church  > 

C  z  Love, 
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Love.  No ;  to  the  innocent  and  charming  Converfation  of* 
your  virtuous  Miftrefs ;  by  which  means,  the  two  moll:  cxor-' 
bitant  Debaucheries,  Drinking  and  Whoring,  will  be  re- 
trenched, 

Roeb.  A  very  fine  Retrenchment  truly !  I  muft  firfl  defpife 
the  honeft  jolly  Converfation  at  the  Tavern,  for  the  foppifh, 
affefted,  dull,  infipid  Entertainment  at  the  Chocolate-houfe  ; 
muft  quit  my  Freedom  with  ingenious  Company,  to  harnefs 
my  felf  to  Foppery  among  the  fluttering  crowd  of  Cupid's  Li- 

vcry-boys. The  fecond  Article  is.  That  I  muft  refign  the 

Company  of  lewd  Women  for  that  of  my  innocent  Miftrefs ; 
that  is,  I  muft  change  my  caiie  natural  Sin  of  Wenching,  to 

that  conftrain'd  Debauchery  of  Lying  and  Swearing. 

The  many  Lies  and  Oaths  that  I  made  to  thy  Sifter,  will  go 
nearer  to  damn  me,  than  if  I  had  enjoy'd  her  a  hundred  times 
over. 

Love.  Oh  Rochnckl  your  Reafon  will  maintain  the  contra- 
ry, when  you're  in  Love. 

Roeh.  That  is,  when  I  have  loft  my  Reafon;  Come,  come, 
a  Wench,  a  Wench !  a  foft,  white,  eafie,  confenting  Crea- 
ture ! Prithee,   Ncd^   leave  Muftinefs,  and  fhew  me  the 

Varieties  of  the  Town. 

Love.  A  W~cnch  is  the  leaft  Variety Look  out See 

what  a  numerous  Train  trip  along  the  Street  there. 

\J?oinUng  outwards. 

Roeb.  Oh  Venus]  all  thefe  fine  ftately  Creatures  ! 

Fare  you  well,  Ned. [^Ru'f2s  out ;  Lovew.  catches  h'tr/iy 

andptdls  him  back. 

Prithee  let  me  go ;  'Tis  a  Deed  of  Charity  ;  I'm  quite 
ftarv'd.  I'll  juft  take  a  fnap,  and  be  with  you  in  the  twink- 
ling  As  you're  my  Friend — I  muft  go. 

Love.  Then  we  muft  break  Tor  all  together. —  {J}uits  him.'] 

He  that  will  leave  his  Friend  for  a  Whore,  I  reckon  a 

Commoner  in  Friendfiiip  as  in  Love. 

Roeb.  If  you  faw  how  ill  that  ferious  Face  becomes  a  Fel- 
low of  your  Years,  you  wou'd  never  wear  it  again.  Youth  is- 
Uking  in  any  Mafquerade  but  Gravity. 

Love.  Tho' Lewduefs  fuits  much  worfe  with  your  Circum- 
ftances,  Sir. 

Roeb.  Ay,  thefe  Circumftances !  Damn  thefe  Circumftan- 
ces. —  There  he  has  hamftring'd  me.     This  Poverty  !  how 

it  makes  a  Man  fneak  ! Well,  prithee  let's  know  this  de-' 

vilifli  virtuous  Lady.  By  the  Circumftances  of  my  Body,  I 
ftall  fooa  be  off  or  on  with  her,  > 
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Love.  Know  then  for  thy  utter  Condemnation,  that  fhe's 
a  Lady  of  Eighteen,  Beautiful,  Witty,  and  nicely  Virtu- 
ous. 

Rocb.  A  Lady  of  Eighteen !  Good. Beautiful !  Better — 

Witty! — Beft  of  all. Now  with  thefe  three  Qualifications, 

if  Ihe  be  nicely  virtuous,  then  PU  henceforth  adore  every 
thing  that  wheats  a  Petticoat — Witty  and  Virtuous  I  Ha,  ha, 
ha.  Why,  'tis  as  inconfiftent  in  Ladies  as  Gentlemen ;  and 
were  I  to  debauch  one  for  a  Wager,  her  Wit  lliould  be  my 

Bawd Come,  come  the  forbidden  Fruit  was  pluck'd  from 

the  Tree  of  Knowledge,  Boy. 

Lo'ie.  Right. —  But  there  was  a  cunninger  Devil  than  YOU,  to 
tempt. — PU  afTureyou,  George.^  yourRhetorick  w^ou'd  fail  you 
here;  fhe  wou'd  worri  you  at  your  own  Weapons. 
\    Roeh.  Ay,  or  any  Man  in  England.^  if  flie  be  Eighteen,  as 
you  fay : 

Love.  Have  a  care.  Friend,  this  Satyr  "vvill  get  you  torn  in 
pkccs  by  the  Females ;  you'll  fall  into  Orpheus' %  Fate. 

Roeh.  Orpheus  was  a  Blockhead,  and  deferv'd  his  Fate. 

Love.  Why? 

Roeb.  Becaufe  he  went  to  Hell  for  a  Wife. 

Loue.  This  happens  right — {_Afide.'\ — But  you  fliall  go  to 
Hcav'n  for  a  Miftrefs,  you  fhall  court  this  Divine  Creature — 
I  don't  defire  you  to  fall  in  Love  with  her;  I  don't  intend 
you  Ihould  marry  her  neither :  But  you  mud  be  convinc'd  of 
the  Chaftity  of  the  Sex ;  tho'  if  you  fhould  conquer  her,  the 
Spoil,  you  Rogue,  will  be  glorious,  and  infinitely  w^orth  the 
pains  in  attaining. 

Roeb.  Ay,  but  Ned.^  my  Circumftances,  my  Circumflan- 
ces. 

Love.  Come,  you  fha'n't  want  Money. 

Roeb.  Then  I  dare  attempt  it.  Money  is  the  Sinews  of  Love, 
as  of  War.     Gad,  Friend,  thou  art  the  braved  Pimp  I  ever 

heard  of. Well,  give  me  Direelions  to  iliil  by,  the  Name 

of  my  Port,  lade  my  Pockets,  and  then  for  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope. 

Love,  You  need  no  Dire6lions  as  to  the  m.anncr  of  Court- 
ihip. 

Roeb.  No,  I  have  feen  fom.c  few  Principles,  on  w'hich  m.v 
Courtfhip's  founded,  which  feldom  fail.  To  let  a  Lady  rely 
upon  my  Modefly,  but  to  depend  my  felf  altogether  upon 
my  Impudence;  to  ufe  a  Miftrefs  like  a  Deity  in  publick,- 
but^  like  a  Woman  in  Private  :  To  be  as  cautious  then  of 
asking  an  impertinent  Queftion  ,  as  afterwards  of  telling  a 
Story;  remcmbring,  that  the  Tongue  is  the  onlv  Member 

C  q  thai 
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that  can't  hurt  a. Lady's  Honour,  though  touch'd  to  the  terir 
dereft  Part. 

Love.  Oh !  but  to  a  Friend,  George  ;  you'll  tell  a  Friend 
yx;)ur  Succefs. 

Hioeb.  No,  not  to  her  very  felf;  it  mufr  be  as  private  as  De- 
votion.  No  blabbing  unlefs  a  fquaw ling  Brat  peeps  out  to 

tell  Tales. But  v^here  lies  my  Courfe? 

'  LoTc,  Brujh  fliall  (hew  you  the  Houfe  ;  the  Lady's  Name 
^Luc'mda^  her  Father  and  Mother  dead;  file's  Heirefs  to 
Tw^elve  Hundred  a  Year :  But  above  all,  obferve  this  :  She 
has  a  Page  which  you  mud  get  on  your  lide;  'Tis  a  very 
pretty  Boy  ;  I  prefented  him  to  the  Lady  about  a  Fortnight 
ago ;  he's  your  Country-man  too ;  he  brought  me  a  Letter 
from  my  Sifter,  which  I  have  about  me. —  Here,  you  may 
read  it. 

Roeh.  Ay,  'tis  her  Hand  ;  I  know  it  well  ;  and   I  almoft 
blufii  to  fee  it.  {_Afide. 


[Reads. '^  Dear  Brother, 

/I  Lady  of  my  Acc^uahitance  lately  dyings  hegg^dme  as  her  lafl 
■=*  ■  Requeft^  to  provide  for  this  Boy.,  who- was  her  Page,  I  hope 
I  have  obey' d  my  Friend"^ s  laji  Command.,  and  obltg'd  a  Brother.^ 
hy  fending  htm  to  you.  Pray  difpofe  of  him  as  much  as  you  can 
for  his  Advantage.     All  Friends  are  well^  and  I  am 

Your  affedionate  Siller,  Leanthe. 

\While  he  reads,,  Lovewell  talks  to  Brulh,  aud gives 
him  fome  DireHtons  feemingly. 

All  Friends  are  well ;  Is  that  all  >  Not  a  word  of  poor 
Roebuck. 1  wonder  Ihe  mention'd  nothing  of  my  Misfor- 
tunes to  her  Brother.  But  fhe  has  forgot  me  already.  True 
Woman  ftill — Well,  I  may  excufe  her,  for  I'm  making  all 
the  hafte  I  canto  forget  her. 

Love.  Be  fure  you  have  an  Eye  upon  him,  and  come  to  me 

prefcntly  at  Widow  Bullfinch's, [To  Brufh.] Well,  George,^ 

you  won't  communicate  your  Succefs }  [AJide. 

Roeb.  You  may  guefs  what  you  pleafe. I'm  as  merry 

after  a  Miilrefs  as  after  a  Bottle.- — All  Air;  brimful  of  Joy, 
like  a  Bumper  of  Claret,  fmiling  and  fparkling. 

Love.  Then  you'll  certainly  run  over. 

Roeb,  No,  no,  nor  fnall  I  drink  to  any  Body. 

[Exeunt  fiver  ally. 
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SCEN  E  changes  to  aDmr/?g-room  i?f  Widow BnlfincWs Ho ufe^ 
A  Flute^  Mujick-book  upon  the  liable ;  a  Cafe  of  Toys  hanging 
jtp. 

Enter  Rigadoon  the  Dancing-Mafier^  leading  in  Mockmode  by 

both  hands  \  as  teaching  him  the  Minuet  \  he  fings  ^W  Mock- 
mode  dances  awkardly ;  Club  follows^ 

Rig.  Tal- — dal deral- — One — Two. — Tal — dal- — 

deral-— Coupe Tal- — dal — deral Very  well- — dal~- 

derai — Wrong. Tal dal — deral Toes  out Tal 

. dal deral ObferveTlme: Very  well  indeed. 

Sir;  youfliall  dance  as  well  as  any  Man  in  England'^  youhavo 
an  excellent  Difpolition  in  your  Limbs,  Sir —  Obferve  mc, 
Sir. 

[^Hcre  the  Mafier  dances  a  new  Minuet ;  and  at  every 
Cut  Club  makes  an  avjka,rd  Imitation  by  leafing  up. 
And  fo  forth,  Sir. 

Mock.  I'm  afraid  we  fhall  difturb  my  Landlady. 

Rig.  Landlady!  You  muft  have  a  care  of  that;  llie'll  never 
pardon  you. —  Landlady!  Every  Woman,  from  a  Countefs 
to  a  Kitchen-wench.- is  i^W^A/7;  and  every  Man,  from  a  Lord 
to  a  Lacquey,  Siru 

Mock.  Mull  I  then  lofe  my  Title  of  'Squire,  'Squire  Mock- 
mode. 

Rig.  By  all  means,  Sir ;  'Squire  and  Fool  are  the  fame 
thing  here. 

Mock.  That's  very  comical,  faith! But  is  there  an  Ad 

of  Parliament  for  that,  M.i . R'igadoon\ Well,  fmce  I  can't 

be  a  'Squire,  I'll  do  as  well ;  I  have  a  great  Eftate,  and  want 
only  to  be  a  great  Beau  to  qualifie  me  either  for  a  Knight  ora_ 
Lord.     By  the  Univerfe,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  bind  my  fclf 

'Prentice  to  a  Beau. Cou'd  1  but  dance  well,  pufh  well, 

play  upon  the  Flute,  and  fwear  the  moft  modilli  Oaths,  I 
wou'd  fet  up  for  Quality  with  e'erayoung  Nobleman  of 'em 

all. Pray  what  are  the  moll  fafhionable  Oaths  in  Town  >- 

Zoons^  I  take  it,  is  a  very  becoming  One. 

Rtg.  Zoons  is  only  us'd  by  the  disbanded  Ofnccrs  and  Bul- 
lies :  But  Zauns  is  the  Beaux  Pronunciation. 

Mock.  Zauns. 

Club.  Zauns. 

Rig.  Yes,  Sir,  we  fwear  as  we  dance  ;  fmooth,  and  with 
a  Cadence. — Zauns !  'TIs  harmonious,  and  plealcs  the  La- 
dies, becaufe  'tisfoft. Zauns,  Madam— is  the  only  Con> 

plimem  our  ereat  Beaux  pafs  on  a  Lady, 

^        ■  C  4  -^^^^^^' 
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Mock.  But  fuppofe  a  Lady  fpeaks  to  me,  what  muft  I 
fay? 

Rig.  Nothing,  Sir — you  mufl  take  Snufli,  grin,  and  make 
her  an  humble  Cringe—Thus  : 

\Jie  hows  Foppjhh^  a77d  takes  S?ttijh ;  Mockmode  im'i- 
taUs  him  awkardly ;  and  taking  Snujh.^  freezes. 
Rig.  O  Lard,  Sir,  you  mull  never  fneeze ;  'tis  as  unbeco- 
ming after  Orangcrce^  as  Grace  after  Meat. 

Mock.  I  thought  People  took  it  to  clear  the  Brain. 
Rig.  The  Beaux  have  no  Brains  at  all,  Sir ;  their  Skull  is  a 
perfect  SnuOi-box ;  and  I  heard  a  Phyfician  fwear,  who  o^ 
pen'd  one  of  'em,  that  the  three  Divilions  of  his  Head  were 
iill'd  with  Orangeree^  Bourgamot^  and  Plai?2-Spanijh. 
Mock.  Zauns,  I  muft  fneeze — \_Sneezes.'] — Blefs  me. 
Rig.  O  fie,    Mr.   Mockmode  \  What   a  ruftical  ExprelTion 
that  is  ? — Blefs  me  !  - — You  fhou'd  upon  all  fuch  Occalions 
cry,  Dem  me.  You  would  be  as  naufeous  to  the  Ladies,  as 
one  of  the  old  Patriarchs,  if  you  us'd  that  obfolete  Expref- 
fion. 

Cluh.  I  find  that  going  to  the  Devil  is  very  modifh  in  this 
Town — Pray,  Mafter  Cancing-Mafler,  what  P^eligion  may 
thefe  Beaux  be  of  ? 

Rig.  A  fort  of  hidtans  in  their  Religion,  they  worfhip  the 
firfl  thing  they  fee  in  the  Morning. 
Mock.   What's  that.  Sir  > 

Rig.  Their  ovy-n  Shadows  in  the  Glafs  ;  and  fome  of  'em 
fuch  Hellilli  Faces,  that  may  frighten  'em.  into  Devotion. 

Mock.  Then  they  are  /;2^/^/.'/ right,   for  they  worfliip  the 
.Devil. 

Rig.  Then  you  fiiall  be  as  great  a  Beau  as  any  of  'em.  But 
you  muft  be  fure  to  mind  your  Dancing. 

Mock.  Is  not  Mufick  very  convenient  too  ?  — I  can  play  the 
Bells  and  Maiden  Fair  already.  Alamire.^  Bifabemi.^  Cefolfa.^ 
D-elafol^  Eia.,  Ej'faut.,  Gefolreut.  I  have  'em  all  by  heart  al- 
ready. But  I  have  been  plaguiiy  puzzl'd  about  the  Etymo- 
logy of  thefe  Notes  ;  and  certainly  a  Man  cannot  arrive  at 
any  Perfe6lion,  unlcfs  he  underftands  the  Derivation  of  the 
Terms. 

Rig.  OLard,  Sir!  That's eafie.     Effaut  ^nd  Gefolreut  v/txt 
two  famous  German  Muficians,  and  the  reft  were  Italians. 
Mock.  But  why  are  they  only  feven.^ 
Rig,  From  a  prodigious  great  Bafs- Viol  with  feven  Strings, 
that  play'd  a  Jig  call'd,  the  Mufick  of  the  Spheres  ;  The  feven 
planets  were  nothing  but  Fiddle-ftrings. 
Mock.  Then  your  Stars  have  made  you  a  Dancing-Mafler  i*- 
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Rig.  O  Lard,  Sir  !  Pythagoras  was  a  Dancing-Mafler  ;  he 
fhews  the  Creation  to  be  a  Country  Dance,  where  atter  fome 
Antick  Changes,  all  the  Parts  fell  into  their  places,  and  there 
they  (land  ready,  till  the  next  fqucakof  aPhilolbpher'sFiddlc 
fets  them  a  dancing  again. 

Club.  Sir,  here  comes  the  Pufliing-Mafler. 

Rig.  Then  I'll  be  gone.  But  you  muft  have  a  care  of 
pufliiflg,  'twill  fpoil  the  nicenefs  of  your  Steps.  Learn  a 
Fiourilh  or  two  ;  and  that's  all  a  Beau  can  have  Occafioa 
for. 

Enter  Nimblewrill. 

Mock.  Oh,  Mr .  Nimbi evjrijl  I  I  crave  you  ten  thoufand  Par- 
dons, by  the  Univerfe. 

Ntmb.  That  was  ahomeThruft.  Good  Sir,  I  hope  you're 
for  a  Breathing  this  Morning,  [Takes down  a  Foyl']  —  Pll  af- 
fure  you,  Mr,  Mockmode^  you  will  make  an  excellent  Sw^ordl- 
man ;  you're  as  well  fhap'd  for  Fencing  as  any  Man  in  Eu- 
rope.  The  Duke  oi  Burgundy  is  juii  of  your  Make  ;  hepufhes 
the  iinefl  of  any  Man  in  France.. Sa,  fa — like  Light- 
ning.   ' 

Mock.  Pm  much  in  love  with  Fencing :  But,  I  think,  Back- 
fword  is  the  beft  Play. 

Nirnb.  Oh  Lard,  Sir  !  —  Have  you  ever  been  in  France^ 
Sir  ? 

Mock.  No,  Sir  ;  but  I  underftand  the  Geography  of  it.-^ — 
France  is  bounded  on  the  North  with  the  Rhine. 

Kimb.  No,  Sir;  a //-c';^^.'?'///rt;'ns  bounded  on  the  North  with 
Quart,  on  the  South  with  Tierce,  andfo  forth.  'Tis  a  noble 
Art,  Sir  ;  and  everyone  that  wears  a  Sword  is  oblig'd  by  his^. 
Tenure  to  learn.  The  Rules  of  Honour  are  engrav'd  onmy 
Hilt,  and  my  Blade  muft  maintain  'cm.  My  Sword's  my 
Herald,  and  the  bloody  Hand  my  Coat  of  x\rms. 

Mock,  And  how  long  have  you  profcfs'd  this  Noble  Art, 
Sir? 

Nimb.  Truly,  Sir,  I  ferv'd  an  Apprenticefhip  to  this 
Trade,  Sir. 

Mock,  What  are  ye  a  Corporation  then  .^ 

Nirnb  Yes,  Sir  ;  the  Surgeons  have  taken  us  into  theirs, 
becaufe  we  make  fo  much  Work  for  'em. — But,  as  I  was 
telling  you.  Sir,  I  profefs'd  this  Science  till  tiie  Wars  broke 
out ;  But  then,  when  every  body  got  Commilnons,  I  put  in 
for  one,  ferv'd  the  Campaigns  in  Flanders  ;  and  when  the 
Peace  broke  out,  was  disbanded;  fo  among  a  great  many 
other  poor  Rogues,  am  forc'd  to  betake  to  my  old  Trade. 
Jnow  the  publick  Quarrel'^  ended,  1  live  by  private  ones.    I 

live. 
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iiveflillby  dying,  as  the  Song  goes,  Sir.  While  we  have  E;^- 
gl'ijh  Courages,  French  Honour  and  Spamp  Blades  among  us^ 
I  fliall  live,  Sir. 

Mock.  Surely  your  Sword  and  Skill  did  the  King  great  Ser- 
vice abroad. 

Nimb.  Yes,  Sir ;  I  killM  above  fifteen  of  our  own  Officers 
by  private  Duels  in  the  Camp,  Sir  ;   kill'd  'em  fairly  ;   kill'd 

'em  thus,  Sir. Sa,  fa,  fa,  fa.  Parry,  parry,  parry, 

\^He  pHpes  Mockmode  on  the  K'lbs'^    he  fir  ikes  Nimble- 
wrifl:  over  the  Head.,  and  breaks  the  Foil. 

Club.  What's  the  Name  of  that  Thruft,  pray.  Sir  ? 

Nimb.  Oh  Lard,  Sir!  he  did  not  touch  me,  not  in  theleail, 
Sir,  the  Foil  was  crack'd,  a  palpable  Crack. 

[Blood  runs  down  his  Face. 

Club.  A  very  palpable  Crack,  truly.  Your  Skull  is  only 
crack'd,  palpably  crack'd,  that's  all. 

Mock.  Well,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  teach  me  my  Honours-— 
My  Dancing-mafter  has  forbid  me  any  more,  left  I  fhoulddil- 
compofemy  Steps, 

Nimb.  Your  Dancing-mafter  is  a  Blockhead,  Sir. 
Enter  Rigadoon. 

Rig.  I  forgot  my  Gloves,  and  fo — — 

Mock.  Oh  Sir  !  he  calls  you  Blockhead  by  the  Univerfe. 

Rig.  Zauns,  Sir [Foppifily 

Ntmb.  Zoons,  Sir.  [Bhiffijhly. 

Rig.  I  have  more  Wit  in  the  fole  of  my  Foot,  than  you 
have  in  your  whole  Body. 

Nimb.  Ay,  Sir  ;  you  Caperers  dance  all  your  Brains  into 
your  Heels,  which  makes  you  carry  fuch  empty  Noddles. 
Your  Rational's  revers'd,  carrying  your  Under  ft  andings  in 
your  Legs.  Your  Wit  is  the  perfedl  Antipodes  to  other 
Mens. 

Rig.  And  what  are  you,  good  Monfieur,  fa,  fa  ?  Stand 
upon  your  Guard,  Mr.  Mockmode^  he's  the  greateft  falfifier  in 
bis  Art ;  he'll  fill  your  Head  fo  full  of  French  Principles  of 
Honour ,  that  you  won't  have  one  of  Honefty  left.  His 
Breaft-piate  there  he  calls  the  Butt  of  Honour ,  at  which  all 
the  Fools  in  the  Kingdom,  fhoot,  and  not  one  can  hit  the 
Mark. 

Nimb.  You  talk  of  Robin  Hood.,  who  never  fhot  in  his  Bowy 
Sir, — You  Dancers  are  the  Battledoors  of  the  Nation,  that 
tofs  the  light  foppilTi  Shuttlecocks  to  and  agen,  to  get  your 

felves  in  heat. Have  a  care,   Mr.  Mockmode  ;    this  FeK 

low  will  make  a  mere  Grafhopper  of  you. Sir,  you're  the 

grand  Pimp  to  Foppery  and  Lewdnefs ;    and  the  Devil  and 
3  a  Dan^ 
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a  Dancing-Maftcr,  dance  a  Corantc  over  the  whole  King- 
dom. 

Jifg.  APunp,  Sir!  What  then,  Sir  >  I  engage  Couples  in- 
to the  Bed  of  Love,  but  you  match  'em  into  the  Bed  of  Honour. 
We  only  )uggle  People  out  of  their  Chaflity,  but  you  cheat 
'em  out  of  their  Lives.  We  ihall  have  you,  Mr.  Mockmode^ 
grinning  in  the  Bed  of  Honour,  as  if  you  laugh'd  at  the  Fool 
who  muft  be  hang'd  for  you. —  Which  is  bed,  Mr.  Nwibk- 
vjrift^  an  ealie  Minuet,  or  a  "Tshurn  Jigg  ? 

Nimb.  Don  t  provoke  my  Sword,  Sir,  left  that  Art  you  fo 
revile  fliou'd  revenge  it  felf ;    for  every  one  of  you  that  live 
by  Dancing,  fhould  die  by  Pufning,  Sir. 
•  Rig.  And  every  Man  that  lives  by  Puihing,  iliou'd  die  Dan- 
cing, I  take  it. 

Nim.  Zoons,  Sir  I   What  d'ye  mean  } 

Rig.  Nothing,   Sir; — -  Tall— dal — <^cr2i\.—  {Da?!ces) 

This  takes  the  Ladies,  Mr.  Mockmode  ;  this  runs  away  with 
all  the  great  Fortunes  in  Town.  Tho'  you  be  a  Fool,  aF'op, 
a  Coward,  dance  well,  and  you  captivate  the  Ladies.  The 
moving    a  Man's   Limbs   pliantly,     does  the  Bulinefs.     If 

you  want  a  Fortune,    come  to  m.e Tal — dal — dcral — 
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Nim.  No,  no,  to  me,  Sir, fa,  fa, does  your  Bu- 
linefs fooneft  with  a  Woman:     A  clean  and  manly  Exten- 
fion  of  all  your  parts — Ha — Carrying    a  true  Point  \%  the 
matter. -Sa,  fa,  fa,  fa,— Defend  your  felf.    ^     {Pujhes  atRi- 
gadoon,  -ivho  dances  and  fin gs.^  retiri?}g  off  the  Stage. 
Enter  Bullfinch. 

S7^^  JDh  Goodnefs  !  What  a  Room's  here  !  Cou'd  not 
Fellows  wipe  their  Feet  before  they  came  up  }  And  here's 
fuch  a  tripping  and  fuch  a  (lamping,  that  they  have  broke  dov/n 
all  the  Cieling.  You  Dancing  and  Fencing-mxallcrs  have  beta 
the  Downfal  of  many  Houfes.  Get  out  of  my  Doors ;  my 
Houfe  was  never  in  fuch  a  pickle. You  Country  Gentle- 
men, newly  come  to  Londo.-^.,  like  your  own  Spaniels  out  of  a 
Pond,  muft  be  fliaking  the  Water  orf,  and  befpatter  every  bo- 
dy about  you.-- — (IMockmode  having  taken  Snujh.,    offermg  ta. 

jneeze.^  fneezcs  in  her  hac^. 

Mock.  Zauns,    Txladam  {Sneezes.) Blefs  me  !  —  Dem 

me,  I  mean. 

^  BvJl.  He's  tainted,     Thefe  curfed  Flies  have  blown  upon 
him  already. 

Mock.  Sa,  fa, — Defend  Flankonade,  Madam. 

Bull,  Ah,  JVir.  Mock/node^  my  Pufning  and  Dancing  Days 
are  done:  But  I  had  a  Son,  Mr. MoLkyr2ude.,  that  wou'd match 

vou— 
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you Ah,  my  poor  Rob'm  I He  dy'd  of  an  Apoplexy ;  he 

v/as  as  pretty  a  young  Man  as  ever  ftepM  into  a  black  Lea- 
ther Shoe:  He  was  as  like  you,  Mr.  Mockmode^  as  one  Egg  is 
like  another;  he  dy'd  like  an  Angel — But  I  am  fure  he  might 

have  recovered  but  for  the  phyiicians Oh  thefe  Dodors  ! 

thefe  Dodors  ! 

Mock.  Blefs  the  Doctors,  I  fay;  for  I  believe  they  kill'd  my 
honeftold  Father. 

'  Bull.  Ay,  that's  true.  If  my  Robin  had  left  me  an  Eftate, 
I  fhould  have  faid  fo  too. —  [Cries. 

Mock.  Zauns,  Madam,  you  maft  not  be  melancholy,  Ma- 
dam. 

Bull.  Well,  Sir,  I  hope  you'll  give  us  the  Beverage  of  your 
line  Cloaths.  I'll  affure  you,  Sir,  they  fit  you  very  w^ell,  and 
I  like  your  Fancy  mightily. 

Mock.  Ay,  ay,  Madamx.  But  what's  moft  modifh  for  Be- 
verage ?  For,  I  fuppofe,  the  Fafliion  of  that  alters  always' 
with  the  Cloaths. 

BulL.  The  Taylors  are  the  befl  Judges  of  that— But  Cham- 
paigne,  I  fuppofe. 

Mock.  Is  Champaign  e  a  Taylor.^  Now,  methinks,  that  were 
a  fitter  Name  for  a  Wig-maker.- — I  think  they  call  my  Wig 
a  Campaigne. 

BulL  You're  clear  out,  Sir,  clear  out.  Champaigneisafine 
Liquor,  which  all  your  great  Beaux  drink  to  make  'em  witty. 

Mock.  Witty  !  Oh  by  the  Univerfe,  I  mud  be  witty.  I'll 
drink  nothing  elfe  ;  I  never  was  witty  in  all  my  Life.     I  love 

Jokes  dearly. Here,  Club.^  bring  us  a  Bottle  of  what  d'ye 

call  it  ;   the  witty  Liquor. 

BulL  But  I  thought  all  you  that  were  bred  at  the  Univer* 
iiry  fhou'd  be  Wits  naturally. 

Mock.  The  quite  contrary,  Madam,  there's  no  fuch  thing 
there.  We  dnre  not  have  Wit  there,  for  fear  of  being  coun- 
ted Rakes.  Your  folid  Philofophy  is  all  read  there,  which  is 
clear  another  thing.  But  now  I  will  be  a  Wit,  by  the  Uni- 
verfe. I  mud  get  acquainted  with  the  great  Poets,  Landlady, 
you  mud  introduce  me. 

BulL  Oh  dear  m.e,  Sir  ;  Wou'd  you  ruin  me  ?  I  introduce 
you  !  No  Widow  dare  be  feenwith  a  Poet,  for  fear  llie  fhou'd 
be  thought  to  keep  him. 

Mock.  Keep  him  !  What's  that  ?  They  keep  nothing  but 
Sheep  in  the  Country  ;  1  hope  they  don't  fleece  the  Wits  ? 

BulL  Alas,  Sir  ;  they  have  no  Fleeces  ;  there's  a  great 
Cry,  but  little  Wool!.  However,  if  you  wou'd  be  acquainted 
with  the  poets,   I  can  prevail  with  a  Gentleman  of  my  Acr 

quaintance 
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quaintance  to  introduce  you  ;  'tfs  one  Lovewellj   a  fine  Gen- 
tleman that  comes  here  Ibmetlmcs. 

Mock.  Love-well !  By  the  Univerfe,  my  Rival ;  I  heard  of 
him  in  the  Country.     This  puts  me  in  mind  of  my  Miilrefs. 

Zauns,  I'm  certainly  become  a  Beau  already  ;  for  I  was 

fo  in  love  with  my  felf,  I  quite  forgot  her. 1  have  a  Note 

in  my  Pockct-Book  to  rind  her  out  by. [^Pulls  out  a  large 

Packct-Book;  turnmg  over  the  heaves^  reads  to  himfclf. 

Six-pence  for  wafliing. — Two-pence  to  the  Maid. — Six- 
pence for  Snufh. — One  Shilling  for  Buttcr'd  Ale. — By  the 
Univerfe,  I  have  loll  the  Dire6lions. — Hark  ye,  Madam, 
■"oes  this  fame  Lovewell  come  often  here,  fay  you  > 

Bull.  Yes,  Sir,  very  often.  — There's  a  Lady  of  his  Ac- 
quaintance, a  Lodger  in  the  Houfejufl:  now. 

Mock.  A  Lady  of  his  Acquaintance,  a  Lodger  in  theHoufe, 
juif  now  ;  of  his  Acquaintance,  do  you  fay  ? 

Bull.  Yes,  and  a  pretty  Lady  too. 

Mock.  And  he  comes  often  here,  you  fay ,  By  the  Univerfe ! 
fhou'd  I  happen  to  lodge  in  the  fame  Honfe  with  my  Miftrefs : 
I  gad,  it  muft  be  the  fame.  Can  you  tell  the  Woman's  Name? 
— Stay Is  her  Name  Luc'mda  ? 

Bull.  Perhaps  it  may.  Sir ;  but  I  believe  fhe's  a  Widow, 
for  fhe  has  a  young  Son,  and  Pm  fure  'tis  legitimately  begot- 
ten ;  for  it  is  the  braveil  Child  you  fliall  fee  in  a  Summer's 
Day  :  'tis  not  like  one  of  our  puling  Brats  o'th  Town  here, 
born  with  theDifeafes  of  half  a  do2:en  Fathers  about  it. 

Mock.  By  the  Univerfe,  I  don't  remember  whether  my  MI- 
ftrefs  is  Maid  or  Widow :  But  a  Widow,  fo  much  the  better ; 
for  all  your  London  Widows  are  dcvilifh  rich,  they  fay.  She 
came  in  a  Coach,  did  flienot,  Madam  ? 

Bull.  Yes,  Sir,  yes. 

Mock.  Then  'tis  infallibly  fh.e.- — Does  fhe  not  always  go  out 
in  her  Coach  ? 

Bull.  She  has  not  ftirr'd  abroad  fince  ilie  came.  Sir. 

Mock.  Oh,  I  was  told  fhe  was  very  referv'd,  tho'  tis  very 
much  of  a  Widow.  I  have  often  heard  my  Mother  fay,  that 
fitting  at  home,  and  lilence,  were  very  becoming  \\\  a  Maid  ; 
and  fhe  has  often  chid  my  Siller  Dorothy  for  gadding  out  to 
the  Meadows,  and  tumbling  among  the  Cocks  with  the  Hay- 
makers. I  gad,  Pm  the  moll  lucky  Son  of  a  Whore;  I  was 
wrapt  in  the  Tail  of  my  Mother's  Sm.ock,  Landlady. 
Enter  Servant. 

Bull.  Oh  but  this  Lady,  Sir. —  • 

Ser.  Madam,  here's  a  Gentleman  below  wants  to  fpeak 
with  you  inflantly, 

Bull 
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Bull.  With  me,  Child  !  Sir,  Til  wait  on  you  in  a  Minute^ 

[Exit  with  Servants 
'Enter  Club  wtth  W'tne  and  Glajes. 

Mock.  Is  that  the  witty  Liquor  ?  Come  ,  fill  the  GlafTes. 
Now  that  I  have  found  my  Miitrcfs,  1  muft  next  find  my 
Wits. 

Club.  So  you  had  need,  Mafter  ;  for  thofe  that  find  a  Mi- 
flrefs,  are  generally  out  of  their  Wits.  —     {Gives  himaGlafs. 

Mock.  Come,  fiU  yourfelf  {They  jmgle  and  drink. 

But  Where's  the  Wit  now,  Club  ?  Have  you  found  it  > 

Club.  1  gad,  Mafter,  I  think  'tis  a  very  good  Jeft. 

Mock.  What  > 

Club.  What  !    why.  Drinking.    You'll  find,  Mafter,  that 
this  fame  Gentleman  in  the  Straw  Doublet,    this  fame  Will  i 
i'th'  Whifp,  is  a  Wit  at  the  Bottom.     {Fills.)  —  Here,  here 
Mafter  ;  how  it  puns  and  quibbles  in  the  Glafs  ! 

Mock.  By  the  Univerfe,  nov/  I  have  it  ;  the  Wit  lies  in  the 
Jinsling  :  All  Wit  confifts  m^oft  in  Jingling.  Hear  how  the 
Glaifes  rhime  to  one  another. 

Chib.  What,  Mafter,  are  thefe  Wits  fo  apt  to  clafli  >  {Jin- 
gle the  GlaJJes,- 

Mock.  Oh  by  the  Univerfe,   by  the  Univerfe,   this  is  Wit. 

(Breaks 'er^)    My  Landlady  is  in  the  right. 1  have  often 

heard,  there  was  Wit  in  breaking  Giaftes.     It  would  be  a  ve- 
ry good  Joke  to  break  the  Flask  now. 

Chib.  I  find  then,  that  this  fame  Wit  is  very  brittle  Ware. — 
But  I  think,  Sir,  'twere  no  Joke  to  fpill  the  Wine. 

Mock.  Why,  there's  the  jeft,  Sirrah  ;  all  Wit  confifts  in 
lofing  ;  there  was  never  any  thing  got  by't.  I  fancy  this  fame 
Wine  is  all  fold  at  l4-ilH  Cofree-houfe.  Do  you  know  the 
way  thither,  Sirrah  ?  I  long  to  fee  Mr.  Cormck  and  Mr.  'Tag- 
rhime.,  with  the  reft  of  'em.  I  wonder  how  they  look  !  Cer-^ 
tainly  thefe  Poets  muft  have  fomething  extraordinary  in  their 
Faces.  Of  all  the  Rarities  in  the  Tow^n,  I  long  to  fee  no- 
thing more  than  the  Poets.,    and  Bedlam — Come  in,  Club-^   j 

muft   go   pradife  my  Honours. Tal — dal — deral. 

Exit  dancing.,  and  Club  toping. 
Enter  Lovewell  ^^^^  Bullfinch. 

Bull.  Oh  Mr.  Lo-veweu  !  you  come  juft  in  the  nick  ;  I  was- 
ready  to  fpoil  all,  by  telling  him  that  ilie  was  a  Stranger,  and. 
juft  now  come. 

Love.  Well,  dear  Madam,  be  cautious  for  the  future ;  tisthe 
moft  fortunate  Chance  that  ever  berel  me.  'Twere  conveni- 
ent we  had  the  other  Lodgers  of  our  fide. 

BulL- 
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Bull  There's  no  body  but  Mr.  Lyr'ick  ;  and  you  had  as 
fafely  tell  a  Secret  over  a  Groaning-Cheefc,  as  to  him. 

Love.  How  lb  ? 

B////.  "Why,  you  muft  know,  that  he  has  been  Lying-in 
thefe  four  Months  of  a  Play  ;  and  he  has  got  all  the  Mufes  a- 
boiu  him  ;  a  parcel  of  the  mod:  tattling  Goffips. 

Love.  Come,  come  ;  no  more  words;  but  to  our  Bufincfs, 
I  win  certainly  reward  you.  But  have  you  any  good  Hopes 
of  its  fucceeding  ? 

Bull.  Very  well  of  the  Squire's  fide.  But  I'm  afraid,  your 
Widow  will  never  play  her  part,  fhe's  fo  awkard,  and  fo 
fullen. 

Love.  Go  you  and  inftrud  her,  while  I  manage  Aifairs  a- 
broad. 

Bull.  She's  always  raving  of  one  Roebuck.  Prithee,  who  is 
this  )lime  Roelmck}  — Ah  Mr.  Lovcvjell.,  I'm  afraid  this  Wi- 
dow of  yours  is  fomething  eife  at  the  bottom  ;  I'm  afraid  there 
has  been  a  Dog  in  the  Well.  Exit, 

Enter  Brufh. 

Love.  So,  Sirrah  !  where  have  you  left  the  Genttlcman? 

Brup.  In  a  Friend's  Houfe,  Sir. 

Love.  What  Friend  } 

Brujh.  Why,  a  Tavern. 

Love.  What  took  him  there  .^ 

Brup.  A  Coach,  Sir. 

Love.  How  d'ye  mean  ? 

Brup.  A  Coach  and  S\^^  Sir,  nolefs,  Fll  afiureyou,  Sir. 

Luve.  A  Coach  and  Six  ! 

Brup.  Yes,  Sir,  lix  Whores  and  a  Carted  Bawd.  He  pick'd 
'em  all  up  in  the  Street,  and  is  gone  with  this  fplendid  Reti- 
nue into  the  Sun  by  Covent-Garde-/i.  I  ask'd  him  what  he 
meant  ?  He  told  me.  That  he  only  wanted  to  Whet,  when 
the  very  Sight  of  'em  turn'd  my  Stomach. 

Love.  The  Fellow  will  have  his  fwing,  tho'  he  hang  fcr't. 
riowever,  run  to  him,  and  bid  him  take  the  Name  of  Mock- 
'node  ;  call  Yi\m£'^\t  Mockmode  upon  all  Occafions  ;  and  tell 
lim  that  he  fhall  find  me  here  about  Four  in  the  Afternoon. 
—  Ask  no  Queftions,  but  tly.  — So  :— His  ufurping  that 
\^ame,  gives  him  a  Title  to  court  Luctnda^  by  which  I  fhail 
iifcover  her  Inclination  to  (£.r/^ Brufh)  this  Mockmode,,^NhQ^Q 
oming  to  Town ,  has  certainly  occafion'd  her  Quarrel 
vith  me:  while  I  fct  the  Hound  himfelf  upon  a  wTongScer.t, 

and 
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and  ten  to  one  provide  for  Miflrefs  Trudge  by  the  bargain. 
*Tis  faid,  one  can't  be  a  Friend,  and  a  Lover. 

"But  oppojite  to  that^  this  Plot  fij all  prove ^ 

ril  ferve  my  Friend  by  what  affifis  my  hole,  [Exit. 

I'he  End  of  the  Second  ACT. 


ACT    III. 
SCENE,   LucindaV  Houfe, 

'Enter  Leanthe  fola,  drcpd  like  a  Page. 

MEthinks  this  Livery  fuits  ill  my  Birth;  but  flaveto  Love^- 
I  muft  not  difobey ;  his  Service  is  the  hardell:  Vaffalagc, 
forcing  the  Powxrs  Divine  to  lay  their  Godfhips  down  to  be: 
more  Gods,  more  happy  here  belovi^. —  Thus  I,  poor  Wan- 
derer, have  left  my  Country,  difguis'd  my  felf  fo  much,  I  hard- 
ly know  whether  this  Habit,  or  my  Love,  be  blinded;  to  fol- 
low one,  perhaps,  that  loves  me  not,  tho'  every  Breath  of  his 
loft  Words  was  PalTion,  and  every  Accent  Love.  Oh  Roe^ 
buck !  [H'^eeps. 

Emer  Roebuck. 

Roch.  This  is  the  Page,  Love's  Link-Boy,  that  muft  light 
me  the  way.— How  no  Vv',  pretty  Boy;  has  your  Lady  beaten: 
you?  ha!—- This  Lady  mull:  be  a  Vemis,,  for  llie  has  got  a  Cii- 
p id  in  her  Family.  'Tis  a  wondrous  pretty  Boy,  —  [Leanthe 
fiarts^  andftarcs  at  him.']  but  a  very  comical  Boy. — What  the 
Devil  does  he  ftare  at  ? 

Lean.  Oh  Heav'ns  !  is  theObjcdreal,  or  are  my  Eyes  falfe  ?y 
Is  that  Roebuck.,  or  ^ml  Leanthe  ?  Fm  afraid  he's  not  the  fame  ; 
and  too  fure  Fm  not  my  felf. —  [Ji'^eeps. 

Roeb.  What  Offence  cou'd  fiich  pretty  Innocence  commit, 
to  deferve  a  Punifhmxcnt  to  make  you  cry  } 

Lean.  Oh  Sir  .^  a  wondrous  Offence. 

Roeb.  What  was  it,  m^y  Child  } 

Lean.  I  prlck'd  my  Finger  with  a  Pin,  till  I  made  it  bleed. 

Roeb.  Such  little  Boys  as  you,  fhou'd  have  a  care  of  fharp 
things. 

Lean.  Indeed,  Sir,  we  ought  ;  for  it  prick'd  me  fo  deep, 
that  the  Sore  w^ent  to  my  very  Heart. 

Roeb^  Poor  Boy  !  — here's  a  Plaiilcr  for  your  fore  Finger. — 

\Gi'i:es  him  Gold. 
5  Lean* 
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Lr/?;?:  Sir,  you  had  beft  keep  it  for  aforeFingef.  \_RctKmsit 

Roeb  .O'myConfcience  the  Boy's  witty,  but  not  very  wife 

in  returning  Gold. Come,  come,  you  Ihall  take  it. 

\_Forces  it  upon  him'  and  kifjes  him. 

Lean.  That's  the  fitter  Cure  for  my  fore  Finger. The 

fame  dear  Lips  ilill.  Oh  that  the  Tongue  within  them  were" 
as  true  I  [A fide.. 

Roeb.  By  Heavens,  this  Boy  has  the  fofteft  pair  of  Lips  I- 
ever  tafted.  I  ne'er  found  before,that  Ladies  kifs'd  their  Pages  ; 
but  now  if  this  Rogue  w^ere  not  too  young,  I  Ihou'd  fufped 
he  were  before-hand  with  me.     I  gad,  I  mull  kifs  him  again. 
Come,  you. fhall  take  the  Money.  {.Ktffes. 

Lean.  Oh  how  he  bribes  me  into  Bribery !  --— *-  But  what 
muft  L  do  with  this  Money,  Sir.^ 

Roeb.  You  mufl  get  a  little  Miflrefs,  and  treat  her. with  iu- 

Lean.  Sir,  i  have  one  Miftrefs  already ;  and  they/  fay,  no 
Man  can  Jerve.two  Mafters,  much  lefs  two  MiibeiTes.    How; 
many  Miflrefles  have  you,  pray.^  '    ■ 

Roeb.  Umh  ! 1  gad,  the  Boy  has  pos'd  me.---^--  Hov^ 

many.  Child?  Why,  let  me  fee. —  There  was  Mrs.  iV/^ry,: 
Mrs.  Margaret^  Mrs.  L//ry,  Mrs.  Stifan^  Mrs.  Judy.,  and  lb 
forth;  to  the  number  of  fiVe  and  twenty,  or  thereabouts.^^ 

Lean.  Oh  ye  Powers !  and  did  you  love  'em  all. 

Roeb.  Yes,  defperately.— —  I  wou'd  have  drank  and  fought 
for  any  one  of  'em :  I  have  fworn  and  ly'd  to  every  one  of  'em, 
and  have  lain  with  'em  all :  That's  for  your  Encotiragement, 
Boy.  Learn  betimes.  Youth-;  young  Plants  fhou'd  be  water'd. 
Your  Smock -face  vv^as  made  foraChamber-Utenfil. 

Lean.  And  did  not  one  efcape  ye  ? 

Roeb.  Yes,  one  did ; the  Devil  take  her. 

L^^,7.What,  don't  you  love  her  then  ? 

Roeb.  No,  faith ;  but  I  bear  her  an  amorous  Grudge  flill ; 

fomething  between  Love  and  Spight. I  cou'd  kill  her  with 

Kindnefs. 

Lean.  I  don't  believe  it.  Sir;  you  cou'd  not  be  fo  hard- 
hearted fure  :  Her  honourable.  Paffion,  I  think,  Ihou'd  pleafe 
you  bed.  . 

Roeb.  O  Child !  Boys  of  your  Age  are  continually  reading 
Romances,  filling  your  Heads  with  that  oWBomball  of  Love 
and  Honour :  But  when  you  come  to  my  Years,  you'll  un- 
derftand  better  things. 

Lean.  And  mull  I  be  a  falfe  treacherous  Villain,  when  I 
come  to  your  Years,  Sir?  IsFalfliood  and  Perjury  Cliential  to 
the  perfed  State  of  Manhood  ? 

D  Rosh. 
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,,Roeb.  Piliaw,  Children  and  did  Men  always  talk  thus  foo°' 
liihly. — You  imderftand  nothing,  Boy. 

Lean.  Yes,  Sir,  I  have  been  in  Love,  and  much  more  than 
you,  I  perceive. 

Roeb.  It  appears  then,  that,  there's  no  Service  in  the  Woi Id 
fo  educating  to  a  Boy,  as  a  Lady's.— By  Jo-ve^  this  Spark  may 
be  older  than  I  imagine.     Hark  ye.   Sir;    do  you  never  pull; 
oft'your  Lady's.  Shoes  and  Stockings }'  Do  you  never  reach  her 
the — Pincuihion  ?  Do  you  never  lit  on  her  Bed-fide,  and  iing 

to  her?  Ha!  —Come,  tell  me,  that's  my  good  Boy. 

{Makes  much  of  hinu 

Lean.  Yes,  I  do  fing  her  aHeep  fometimes. 

Roeb.  Birt-do- you  never  waken  her  again? 

Lean.  No,  but  I  conllantly  wake  my  felf;  my  Refits  al-. 
ways  diflurbed  by  Viiions  of  the  Devil. 

.  Roeb.  Who  wou'd  imagine  now,   that  this  young  Shaver 
cou'd.  drea;m  of.  a  Woman  fo  foon? — But  what  Songs  doesi 
your  Lady  delight  in  mod?  .: 

JLe^;^.  P-alFionate  ones,  Sir;  I'll  fing  you  oneof'em^  ifyouHl 
l^ay.         :  ...  :    rbii:u.    .     .  i 

Roeb.  With  all  my  heart,  my  little  Cherubinv'-'^^ilie-E.ogue. 
is  fond  of  .feewing  his  Parts. Come,  begin.rt  siij  v.!  , 

-:     ...       ..  A   S  O  N  G  :  Setby.Mr.  Rkhardjhi:^;^]  '':     " 

How :blejfed  are  Lovers,  in  dij^mfej  rh^jj  3".  V    ■ 

Like  Gods .f  they.  fe^i^\y,u:L    -■(''J^^•^iC!  '  J 

As  I  do  thee.^  -  l 

Unfcen  by  humane  Eyes. 
Exposed  to  view., 
Vm  hid  from  you.,    . 
rm  alter'' d.,  yet  the  fame: 
.  It  he  dark  conceals  me.^ 
Love  reveals  me ; 
Love.^  which  lights  me  by  its  Flame, 

2. 
Were  you  mtfalfe^  you  me  wou'd  biOiv^ 
for  tho^  your  Eyes 
Cou''d  not  devije^ 
Tour  Heart  had  told  you  fo. 
Tour  Heart  wou'd  beat  \ 

With  eager  Heat^ 
.    And  me  by  Symphathy  wou*dfind: 

True  Love  might  fee^.  \ 

One  changed  Me  me. 
Falfe  Love  is  only  hlirid.  ^  Roeh* 
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koeh.  Oh  my -little  Angel  in  Voice  and  Shape!-——  IKiffes 
herr\  I  cou'd  wifli  my  felf  a  F^emaie  for  thy  flike. 

Lean.  You're  much  better  as  you  arc  for  my  lake.— [4/F^r. 

Roeb.  Or,  if  thou  wcrt  a  Woman,  I  wou'd 

Lean.  What  wou'd  you  f  marry  me?  wou'd  you  marrv  me  > 

Roeb.  Marry  you,  Child !  no,  no ;  I  love  you  too  well  for 
that,  you  fhou'dnot  have  my  Hand,  but  all  my  Body  at  once. 
But  to  our  Buiinefs :  Is  your  Lady  at  homic? 

Lean.  My  Lady !  What  Bufinefs  have  you  with  my  Lady, 
pray  Sir  ? 

Roeb,  Don't  ask  Quellions.    You  know  Mr.  LoveweU. 

Lean.  Yes,  very  well.  He's  my  great  Friend,  and  one  I 
wou'd  ferve  above  all  the  World,-— -but  his  Sifler. 

Roeb.  His  Sifter! — Ha  that  gives  me  a  twinge  for  my  Sin» 
Pray,  Mr.  Pdgc^  ^-x^Leanthe  well  when  Vou  left  heri" 

Lean.  No,  Sir  ;  but  wondrous  melancholy,'  by  the  depar- 
ture of  a  dear  Friend  of  hers  to  another  World. 

Roeb.  Oh  that  was  the  Perfon  mention'd  in  her  Letter,  whofe 
departure  occaiion'd  your  departure  for  England. 

Lean.  That  was  the  Occafion  of  my  coming,  toofute,  Sir  : 
— Oh,  'twas  a  dear  Friend  to  me  !  the  Lofs  makes  we  weep. 

Roeb.  Poor  tender-hearted  Creature ! But  I  ftill  find 

there  was  not  a  Word  of  me. Pray,  good  Boy,  let  your 

Miilrefs  know,  here's  one  to  wait  on  her. 

■    Lean.  Your  Bufinefs  Is  from  Mv.  LoveweU^  Ifuppofe,  Sir. 

R'jeb.  Yes,  yes. 

Lean.  Then  I'll  go.  \_Exit. 
^  Roeb.  I've  thrown  my  Call,  and  am  fairly  in  for't.  But 
a'n't  I  an  impudent  Dog  >  Had  I  as  much  Gold  in  mv  Bree- 
ches, as  Brafs  in  my  Face,  I  durfl  attempt  a  whole  Nunnery, 
This  Lady  is  a  reputed  Virtue,  of  good  Fortune  and  Quali- 
ty ;  I  am  a  Rakehelly  Rafcal  not  worth  a  Groat  ;  and  with- 
out any  farther  Ceremony,  am  going  to  debauch  her.— -But 
hold ; —-She  does  not  know  that  I'm  this  Rakehelly  Rafcal  ^ 
and  I  know  that  Ihe's  a  Woman,  one  of  Eighteen  too ;  beau- 
tiful, witty. O'my  Confcience,  upon  fecond  Thoughts, 

I  am  not  fo  very  impudent  neither. Now  as  to  my  Ma- 
nagement, I'll  lirfl  try  the  whining  x^ddrelfes,  and  fee  if  Ihe'll 
bleed  in  the  foft  V^ein. 

Enter  Lucinda. 

Luc.  Have  you  any  Bufinefs  with  me,  Sir  > 
^  Roeb.  Thus  look'd  the  forbidden  Fruit,  lufcious  and  temp- 
ting.    'Tis  ripe,  and  will  foon  fall,  if  one  will  Ihake  the  Trcc 

iAfide. 

Luc.  Have  you  any  Bus'nefs  with  me,  Sir  ?  —  [Comes  nearer, 

D   2,  Rg^lf 
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Roeh.  Yes,  Madam,  the  Bus'ncfs  of  Mankind  ;  to  adore  yoil 
——My  Love,  like  my  Blood,  circulates  thro' my  Veins,  and 
at  every  Pulfeofmy  Heart,  animates  me  with  a  frelh  Paffion 
—-Wonder  not,  Madam,  at  the  Powder  of  your  Eyes,  w^hofe 
painted  Darts  havellruck  on  a  young  and  tender  Heart,  which 
they  ealily  pierced,  and  which,  unaccuftomcd  to  fuch  Wounds, 
finds  the  Smart  more  painful.  " 

[Lt-^z;^.;'a;/?j.]  OhTraytor  !  Jufl  fuch  Wordshe  fpaketo  me. 

X//r.  .Hey  day ;'  I  was  never  fo  attack'd  in  all  my  Life,  In 
Love  with  me.  Sir!  Did  you  ever  fee  me  before? 

Roeb..  Never,  by  Jove.——  [^Afide']  Oh,  ten  thoufand  times. 
Madam.  Your  lovely  Idea  is  always  in  my  View,  cither  aflecp 
or  awake,  eating  or  drinking,  walking,  fitting  or  {landing  ; 
alone^  or  in  company,  my  Fancy  wholly  feeds  upon  your  dear 

Inline,  and  every  l^hought  is  you. Now  have  I  told  about 

fifteen  Lies  in  a  Breath.  [A fide. 

Luc.  I  fuppofe,  Sir,  yoii  are  fome  conceited  young  Scribler, 
who  has  got  the  Benefits  of  a  Firft-Play  in  your  Pocket,  and 
are  now  going  a  Fortune-hunting  ? 

Roeb.  But  why  a  Scribler,  Madam  ?  Are  my  Cloaths  fo 
t:oarfe,  as  if  they  were  fpun  by  thofc  lazy  Spinflcrs  theMufes,^ 
Does  the  parting  of  my  Fore-top  fhew  fo  thin,  as  if  it  rcfem- 
bled  the  two  wither'd  Tops  of  VnrnaJ]ns\  Do  you  fee  any 
thing  peculiarly  whimfical  or  ill-natur'd  in  my  Face?  Is  my 
Countenance  ftrain'd,  as  if  my  Head  were  diftorted  by  a 
Stran,y:ury  of  Thought?  Is  there  any  thing  proudly,  llovenly, 
or  alfe6te.dly  carelefs  in  my  Drcfs  ?  Do  my  Hands  look  like 
Paper -moths  ?  I  think,  Madam,  I  have  nothing  Poetical  a- 
bout  me.  • 

Li^,c.  Yes,  Sir,  you  have  VvHt  enough  to  talk  like  a  Fool ; 
and  are  Fool  enough  to  talk  like  a  Wit. 

Roeb.  Yon  call'd  me  Poet,  Madam,  and  I  know  no  better 
way  of  Revenge,  than  to  convince  you  that  lam  one  by  my 
Iinpudencc lOjfcrs  to  klfs  her  Hand. 

Luc.  I'hen  make  me   a  Copy  of  Vcrfes  upon  that.  Sir. 

\_Hhs  hrm  on  the  Ear^  ^WExit. 
Leanthe  Emrhg.     . 

How  d'ye  like  the  Subje6l,"Sir  ?  ' '"    , 

Roeb.  'Tis  a  very  copious  one ^—[^Sphti^g.']— It  has  made  my 
Jolls  rhimc  in  my  Head.  This  it  is  to  be  thought  a  Poet ;  eve- 
ry Minx  mufl:  be  calling  his  Profeffion  in  his  Teeth. 

Whati  Gone! 

Lraf7.  Ay,  flie  knows,  that  making  Verfes  requires  Solitude 
ajid  Retirement. 

Ro^'b,  She-  certainly  wa6  afraid  I  intended  to  beg  leave  to 
'■  ,     '  dedicate 
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dedicate  fomcthing If  ever  I  make  Love  like  a  Poetical 

p^ool  again ,  may  I  never  receive  any  Favour  but  a  Subjed  for 
a  Copyof  Vcrfcs. 

^     Re-enter  Lucinda. 
Luc.  I  won't  difmifs  him  thus,  for  fear  he  Lampoon  me. — 
Well,  Sir,  have  you  done  them? 
Roeb.  Yes,  Madam,  will  you  plcafc  to  read.     [Catihes  her 

andktfj'es  her  three  or  fouy:^  tivnc) 
Lean.  Oh,  Heaven?  I  can  never  bear  it. 
I  mult  devife  fome  Means  to  part  'em.  •         {Ex'ti. 

Luc.  Sir,  your  Verfes  are  too  rough  and  confirain'd.   How-, 
ever,  becaufe  I  gave  the  Occaiion,  I'll  pardon  what's  pail.     - 
Roeb.  By  the  Lord,  fhe  was  angry  only  becaufe  I  did  not 
make  the  tirft  Offer  to  her  Lips.     \_AJlde!\ —  1  hen,  Madam, 
the  Peace  is  concluded  ? 

Ljic.  Yes,  and  therefore  both  Partie^iould  draw  out' of  the 

Field.  -    -Wotng, 

Roeb.  Not   till  we  make  Reprizals.     I  make  ^ Peace  with 

Sword   in   Hand,   Madam,    and  till  you  return  my  Heart, 

which  you  have  taken,  or  your  own  in  Exchange,  I  will  not 

put  up.     And  fo.  Madam,   I  proclaim  open  War  again. 

\Catches  her. 
Enter  Leanthc. 
Lean.  Oh,  Madam!  Yonder's  poor  little  Crah^  your  Lap- 
dog,  has  got  his  Head  between  tw^o  ofthe  Window-bars,  and 
is  like  to  be  ftrangl'd.  \The  Dog  hav;U  behind  the  Scenes. 

Luc.  Oh  Lard,  my  poor  Crabby]  I  muft  run  to  the  refcue 
of  my  poor  Dog;  I'll  wait  on  you  inflantly. — Come,  come. 

Page Poor  Crahb\!  [Extt  with  Leanthe, 

Roeb.  Oh  the  Devil  choak  Crabby] Well,  I  find  there's 

much  more  Rhctorick  in  the  Lips  than  the  Tongue. — -— 
Had  Bufs  been  the  firil:  Word  of  my  Courtfhip,  I  might  have 
gain'd  the  Out-works  by  this.  Impudence  in  Love,  is  like 
Courage  in  War ;  tho'  both  blind  Chances,  becaufe  Women 
and  Fortune  rule  them. 

Re-enter  Leanthe. 
Lean.  Sir,  my  Lady  begs  your  pardon ;  there's  fomething 
extraordinary  happen'd,  which  prevents  her  waiting  on  you, 
as  fhe  promis'd. 

Roeb.  What,  has  Monfieur  Crabby  rubb'd  fome  of  the  Hairs 
off  his  Neck  }  has  he  difqrder'd  his  pretty.  Ears  r  She  won't 
i  come  again  then  } 

^Lean.  No,  Sir,  you  mufl  excufe  her.      ^—  t'\i   , 

I    ■'  Roeb.  Then  I'll    go  and  be   drunk. ^Hark'eV  Sirrah  :   I 

!  .bave  half  a  dozen  delicious  Creatures  waiting  for  me  at  the 
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Sun\  you  fhall  along  with  me  and  have  your  Choice,  I'll 
enter  you  into  the  School  of  Venus ^  Child.  'Tis  time  you  had 
lofl  your  Maidenhead,  you're  too' eld  for  Play-things. 

Lean.  Oh  Heavens  !  I  had  rather  he  fhou'd  flay  than  go 
there.  S^Afide?^  But  why  will  you  keep  fuch  Company,  Sir  ? 

Roeb.  Nay,  if  you're  for  Advice,  farewell: 

Men  of  ripe  Undcrjiandmg pou' d  always  defpife 
What  Babes  only  praSiifc^  and  Dotards  adv'tfe, 

[E^itfinglng, 
Lean.  Wild  as  Winds,  and  unconfin'd  as  Air.— Yet  I  may 
reclaim  him.  His  Follies  are  weakly  founded,  upon  the 
Principles  of  Honour,  where  the  very  Foundation  helps  to 
undermine  the  Strufture.  How  charming  wou'd  Virtue  look 
in  him,  whofe  Behaviour  can  add  aGracetotheUnfeemlinefs 
of  Vice ! 

Enter  Lucinda. 
Luc.  What  is  the  Gentleman  gone  ? 

Lean.  Yes,  Madam.  He  was  inftantly  taken  ill  with  a  vio- 
lent Pain  in  his  Stomach,  and  was  forc'd  to  hurry  away  in  a 
Chair  to  his  Lodging. 

Luc.  Oh  poor  Gentleman!  He's  one  of  thofe  conceited 
Fools  that  think  no  Female  can  refill  their  Temptations, 
Blockheads,  that  imagine  all  Wit  to  coniift  in  blafpheming 

Heav'n  and  W^omen. I'll  feed  his  Vanity,   but  llarve  his 

Love. 

And  mas;  all  Coxcombs  meet  no  better  Fafe.^ 

Who  doubt  our  Sexes  Virtue .^  or  dare  ^rom^t  our  Hate,  [Exit. 

SCENE  Lyrick'j  Chamber  in M'^l dow Bullfinch'' s  Houfe;  Pa- 
pers fcatter'^d  about  the  Table ^  hirrifclfjitting  writing  in  a  Night- 
Gown  and  Cap. 

Lyr.  Two  as  good  Lines  as  ever  were  written. \Rifing, 

I  gad  I  fhall  maul  thefe  Topping  Fellows, — Says  Mr,!*^^, 
Let  there  be  not  one  Glimps.^  one  Starry  Spark.^ 
But  Gods  meet  Gods^   and  juftle  in  the  Dark, 
Says  little  Lyrick.^ 

Let  all  the  Lights  be  burnt  out  to  a  Snuff .^ 
And  Gods  meet  Gods^  and  play  at  BUndr-man'' s-buff. 
Very  well ! 

Let  Gods  meet  Gods^  andfo fall  out  and  cuff. 

That's  much  mended.  They're  as  noble  Lines  as  ever  were 
penn'd.  Oh  !  Here  comes  my  damn'd  Mufe ;  I'm  always  in 
the  Hujnour  of  v/riting  Elegy  afte;  a  little  of  her  Infpiration. 

Enter 
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Enter  Bullfinch. 

'Bull.  VLx.Lsruk^  what  do  you  mean  by  all  this?  Hereyou 
have  lodg'd  two  Years  in  my '  Houle,  promis'd  m^e  Eighteen- 
pence  a  Week  for  your  Lodging,  and  I  have  ne'er  received 
eighteen  Farthings,  not  the  Value  of  that ,^  Mr.  Lvr/V^,  [^W^j 
with  her  Fingers^]  you  always  put  me  off  with  telling  me  of 
your  Play,  your  Play.— Sir,  you  Ihall  play[no  mote  with  mc, 
I'm  in  earned. 

Lyr.  This  living  on  Love  is  the  dearefl  Lodging*—-  a  Man's 
eternally  dunn'd,  tho'  perhaps  he  has  lefs  of  one  ready  Coin 
than  t'other,- — There's  more  Trouble  in  aPlay  than  you  ima- 
gine, Madam. 

Bull.  There's  more  Trouble  with  a  Lodger  than  you  think, 
Mr.  Lyrick. 

L\r'.  Firll,  There's  the  Decorum  of  Time. 

B:dL  Which  you  never  obferve  :  for  you  keep  ihe  worft 
Hours  of  any  Lodger  m  Town.  .'  .,  • 

Lyr.  Then  there's  the  Exaclnefs  of  Chara6tei'i.-----  ' 

Bull.  And  you  have  the  moil  fcandalous  one  I  ever  heard. 

Lyr.  Then  there's  laying  the  Drama.  "    ,_-^ 

Bull.  Then  you  foul  my  Napkins  and  ToWels.  "'^\.  -rr 

L\'r.  Then  there  are  Preparations  of  Incidents,  working  th'& 
Paflions^  Beauty  ofExpreffion,  Clofenefs  of  Plot,  Juilnefs  of 
Place,  Turn  of  Language,  opening  the  Catalirophe. 

Bull.  Then  you  wear  out  my  Sheets,  burn  my  Fire  and 
Candle,  dirty  my  Houfe,  eat  my  Meat,  dellroy  rny  Drink,^ 

wear  out  my  Furniture I  have  lent  you  Money  out  of 

my  Pocket. 

Lyr.  Was  ever  poor  Rogue  fo  ridden  ?  If  ever  the  Mufes  had 
a  Horfe,    I  am  he. —  Faith,  Madam,  poor  P^-^^^T^J  is  J  adcd . 

Bull.  Come,  come,  Sir,  he  flia'n't  dip  his  Neck  out  of  the 
Collar  for  all  that.  Money  I  will  have,  and  Money  I  muft 
have;  let  your  Play  and  you  both  be  damn'd. 

Lyr.  Well,  Madam,  my  Bookfeller  is  to  bring  m.e  fomc 
twenty  Guineas  for  a  few  Sheets  of  mine  prefently,  which  I 
hope  will  free  me  from  your  Sheets. 

Bull.  My  Sheets,  Mr.  Lyrickl  Pray  what  d'ye  mean?  TU 
afTure  you.  Sir,  my  Sheets  are  finer  than  any  of  your  Mufes 
fpinning— — Marry  come  up. 

Lyr.  Faith  you  have  fpun  me  fo  fine,  that  you  have  almofl: 
crack'd  my  Thread  of  Life,  as  may  appear  by  my  Spindle- 
fhanks. 

Bull.  Why  furc — Where  was  your  T'hd'ia^  and  your  Mel- 
^omctic,  when  the  Taylor  wou'd  have  flripp'd  you  of  your 
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Silk  Waflcoat,  and  have  clappM  you  on  a  Stone  DoiibleH 
Wou'd  an  your  Golden  Verfe  have  paid  the  Serjeant's  Fees? 

Lyr.  Truly,  you  freed  me  from  Gaol,  to  confine  me  in  a 
Dungeon ,  you  did  not  ranfom  me,  but  bought  mc  as  a  Slave ; 
fo,  Madam,  I'll  purchafe  my  Freedom  as  foon  as  polTible. 
Fleih  and  Blood  can't  bear  it. 

Bull.  Take  your  Courfe,  Sir. There  vt^ere  a  couple  of 

Gentlemen  juft  now  to  enquire  for  you  ;  and  \i  they  come 

'again,  they  fha'n't  be  put  off  with  the  old  Story  of  your  being 

abroad,  I'll  promife  you  that.  Sir.  [^Exit. 

^.    Lyr.  Zoons!  IfthisBookfelierdoes  not  bring  meMpney-r 

&^^^r  Pamphlet. 

Oh  !  Mr-  Pamphlet.^  your  Servant.  Have  you  pcrus'd  my 
Poems  }  - 

Pam.  Yes  Sir  ;  and  there  are  fome  things  very  w^ell,  ex- 
traordinary well,  Mr.  Lyrick:  But  I  don't  think  'em  for  my 
Purpofe.—— Poetry  is  a  ineer  Drug,  Sir. 

Lyr.  Is  that  becaufe  I  take  Fhyfick  when  I  w^ite  >  — -- 
Damn  this  coflive  Fellow,  now  he  does  not  apprehend  the 
Joke.  _  lAfde,. 

Pam.  No,  Sir,  but  ycur  Name  does  not  recommend  'cm, 
One  mufl:  write  himfelf  into  a  Confumption  before  he  gain 
Reputation. 

Lyr.  That's  the  way  to  lye  abed  when  his  Name's  up.  Now 
I  lye  abed  before  I  can  gain  Reputation. 

Pan:.  Why  fo,  Sir.^ 

Lyr.  Becaufe  I  have  fcarcely  any  Cloaths  to  put  on.— If 
ever  any  Man  did  Penance  in  a  white  Sheet — 

Pam.  You  (land  only  fometimes  in  a  Vs^hite  Sheet  for  youj 
Oifences  with  your  Landlady.  Faith,  I  have  often  wonder'd 
how  your  Mufe  cou'd  take  fuch  Flights,  yoak'd  to  fuch  a 
Cartload  as  flie  is. 

Lyr.  Oh !  They  are  like  the  Irip  Horfes,  th^y  draw  befl 

by  the  Tail. Have  you  ever  feen  any  of  my  Burlefque, 

yir.  Pamphlet'^.  I  have  a  Proj  eel  of  turning  three  or  four  of  our 

moft  topping  Fellows  in  Doggrel.    As  for  Example; r 

IReads. 
Conquefl  with  Lawrels  has  our  Arms  ador'ndy 
And  Rome  InT'ears  of  Blood  our  Anger  mourned. 
JsTow,  Butchers  with  Rojemary  have  our  Beef  adorn'' d.^ 
Which  has  in  Gravy  "fears  our  Hunger  rnGurn'd^ 

How  d'ye  like  it  Mr.  Pamphlet.,  ha? —Well 

Like  Gods.,  we  pafs'dthe  rugged  Alpine  Hills ; 
Melted  our  way.,  and  drove  our  biffing  Wheels  ; 
l^hro'  cloudy  Deluges.,  Eternal  Kills, 

Now 
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Nowobferve,  Mr.  Pamphlet',    pray  obfcrve. 

Like  Razors  keen^  our  Kmves  cut  Pajjage  clea>i 
Through  Rills  of  Fat y  and  Deluges  of  Lean. 

Pam.  Very  well,  upon  my  Soul. 

Lyr.  HurV d  dreadful  Fire  and  Vinegar  infus"" d. 

Pam.  Av,  Sir,  Vinegar  !  how  patly  that  comes  in  for  the 
Beef,  Mt.Lxrickl  'Tis  all  wondrous  fine  indeed. 

Lyr.  This  js  the  moll  ingenious  Fellow  of  his  Trade  that  I 
have  feen;  lie  underftands  a  good  thing.  — r  [/IJide'] — But  as 
to  our  Bus'nefs.  — What  are  you  willing  to  give  forthefe  Po-^ 
ems  ?  Prithee  fay  fomething.  There  are  about  three  thoufand 
Lines.  —  Here,  take 'em  for  a  couple  of  Guineas. 

Pam.  No,  Sir;  Paper  is  fo  excelfive  dear,  that  I  dare  not 
venture  upon  'em. 

Lyr.  Well,  becaufe  you're  a  Friend,  I'll  beftow  'em  upon 
youl  --Here,  take  'em  all.— r  There's  the  hopes  of  a  Dedica- 
tion ft  ill.  I4f'^de. 

Pam.  I  give  you  a  thoufand  Thanks,  Sir;  but  I  dare  not 
venture  the  Hazard ;  they'll  never  quit  Coft  indeed,  Sir. 

Lyr.  This  Fellow  is  one  of  the  greateft  Blockheads   that 

ever  was  Member  of  a  Corporation. How  Ihall  I  be 

reveng'd  .^ 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy,  Sir,  there  are  two  Men  below  defire  to  have  the  Ho- 
nour of  kifling  your  Hand, 

Lyr.  They  mu(];  be  Knaves  or  Fools,  by  their  fulfbmeCon> 
plirnent.   Hark  yc—llVhifpers  the  5oy.]— Bid  'em  walk  up. 

Pam.  Since  you  have  got  Company  ,  Sir,  I'll  take  my 
Leave. 

Lyr.  No,  no,  Mr.  Pamphlet.^  by  no  means !  We  muft  drink 
before  we  part.  Boy,  a  Pint  of  Sack  and  a Toaft.  Thefe 
are  two  Gentlemen  out  of  the  Country,  who  will  be  for  all 
the  new  things  lately  publiih'd  ;  they'll  be  good  Cuftomers— 

Come,    fit  down You  have  not   fecn  my  Play  yet  ?  — - 

Here  take  the  Pen,  and  if  you  fee  any  thing  amifs  corred  it  ; 

ril  go  bring  'em  up.  —  «Scay,    lend  me  your  Hat  and  Wig, 

or  I  fhall  take  cold  going  down  Stairs.     \^He  /^^'cj  Pamphlet'^ 

Hat  and  Wig^   and  puts  his  Cap  on  Pamphlet'j  Head. 

Pam.  [_Solus.']  This  is  a  right  Poetical  Cap  ;  'tis  Bays  the 
outfide,  and  the  Lining  Fuftian.  —  [^Reading^ — This  is  ail 
Stutt^,  worfe  than  his  Poems. 

Enter  t-uo  Bailiffs  behind  him^  and  clap  him  on  the  Shoulder. 

I  Bail.  You'fc  the  King's  Priibner. 

Pam.  That's  a  good  I'ancy  enough,  Mr.  Lyrick.  But  pray 
don't  mterrupt  m.e,  I'm  in  the  beft  Scene.  —  Igad  the  Drama 
is  v?ry  well  laid,  ;,  Bail, 
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2  Bad.  Come,  Sir. 

Vam.  Well,  well,  Sir,  I'll  pledge  ye.    Prithee  now,  good  | 
Mr.  Lyrkk.,  don't  diflurb  me. —  f 

And  furious  Light  mngs  brandifif  d  tn  her  'Eyes. 
That's  true  Spirit  of  Poetry. 

I  jB^/7.  Zoons,  Sir,  d'ye  banter  us?  [T^kes  bimu^der 

each  Arm^  and  hauls  htm  up. 

Pam.   Gentlemen —  I  beg  your  Pardon.     How  dy'e  lilce 
the  City,   Gentlemen  ?  If  you  have  any  occafion  for  Books  I 
to  carry  into  the  Country,  I  can  fumifh  you  as  well  as  any  Man  ^ 
about  Paul's.     Where's  Mr.  Lyric k  ? 

1  Bail  ThefeWits  are  damnable  cunning.     I  always  have.- 
double  Fees  for  arrefting  one  of  you  Wits.     All  your  Evali- 
ons  won't  do ;  we  underlland  Trap,  Sir ;  you  mull  not  think  to  ' 
catch  old  Birds  with  Chafl'^,  Sir. 

Pam.  Zoons,  Gentlemen,  I'm  not  the  Perfon ;  I'm  a  Free- 1 
man  of  the  City  ;  I  have  good  Effe^ls,  Gentlemen,  goodEf-  | 
feds.    D'ye  think  to  make  a  Fool  of  me  >    I'm  a  Bookfeller, 
no  Poet. 

2  Bail.  Ay,  Sir,  we  know  what  you  are  by  your  Foot*s 
Cap  there. 

I  Bail.  Yes,  one  of  you  Wits  wou'd  have  pafs'd  upon  us 
for  a  Corn-cutter  yeilerday  ;  and  was  fo  like  one,  we  had  al- 
mioft  believ'd  him.  {hlauls  him, 

Pam.  Why  Gentlemen,  Gentlemen,  Officers,  have  a  little 
Patience,  and  Mr.  Lyrick  will  come  up  Stairs. 

I  Bail.  No,  no;  Mr.  L^r/VX'fhall  go  down  Stairs,  He  wou'd 
have  us  wait  till  fome  Friends  come  in  to  refcue  him.     Ah  ! 

Thefe  Wits  are  devilifh  cunning. 

\_Exeunt  hauling  Pamphlet. 
Enter  hyv'ickj  Mockmode,  ^;^2Club;  L)t;V>^  drefs'd. 

Lyr.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Very  Poetical,  Faith  ;  a  good  Plot  for 
a  Play,  Mr.  Mockmode  ;  a  Bookfeller  bound  in  Calves-Lea- 
ther.—  Ha,  ha,  ha. — How  they  walk'd  along  like  the  three! 
Volumes  of  the  EngUlh  Rogue  fqueez'd  together  on  a  Shelf.  \ 

Mock.  What  wasit^^  What  was  it,  Mr.  Lyrick"^.  i 

Lyr.  Why,   I  am  a  Statefman ,  Sir. 1  can't  but  laugh^ 

^o  think  how  they'll  fpunge  the  Sheet  before  the  Errata  be 
blotted  out  ;  and  then  how  he'll  hamper  the  Dogs  for  falfe 
Lnprifonment.  ] 

Mock.  But  pray,  what's  the  matter,  Mr.  Lyrick  ? 

Lyr.  Nothing,  Sir,  but  a  lliirking  Bookfeller  that  ow'd  me 
about  forty  Guineas  for  a  few  Lines.  He  wou'd  have  put 
me  off,  fo  I  fent  for  a  couple*t)f  Bull-dogs,  and  arrcilccl 
him.  •  ■' 

Mocki 
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Mock.  Oh  Lard !  Mr.  Lyrick^  Honefiy's  quite  out  of  Doors ; 
'tis  a  rare  thing  to  find  a  Man  that's  a  true  Friend,  a  true 
Friend  is  a  rare  thing  indeed  !  — Mr.  Lyrkk^  will  you  be  my 
Friend  ?  I  only  want  that  Accomplifliment.  I  have  got  a 
Milbefs,  a  Dancing  and  Fencing-Mailer  ;  and  now  I  want 
only  a  Friend,  to  be  a  fine  Gentleman. 

Lyr.  Have  you  never  had  a  Friend,  Sir  ? 

Mock.  Yes,  a  very  honefl  Fellow  ;  our  Friendfliip  com^ 
menc'd  in  the  College-Cellar,  and  we  lov'd  one  another  like 
two  Brothers,  till  we  unluckily  fell  out  ai^erwards  at  a  Game 
at  Tables. 

Lyr.  I  find  then  that  neither  of  ye  loft  by  the  Set.  [AJide. 
put  my  fhort  Acquaintance  can't  recommend  me  to  fuch  a 
Trull. 

Muck.  Pfhaw,  Acquaintance  I You  mufi  be  a  Man  of 

Honour,  as  you're  a  Poet,  Sir. 

Lyr.  But  what  ufe  would  you  make  of  a  Friend,  Sir? 

Mock.  Only  to  tell  my  Secrets  to,    and  be  my  Second. 

Now,  Sir,  a  Wit  mull  be  beft  to  keep  a  Secret,  becauiewhat 
you  fay  to  one's  Prejudice  will  be  thought  Malice.  Then  you 
muft  have  a  devilifh  deal  of  Courage  by  your  Heroick  Wri- 
ting.—- 

But  knovj.,  that  I  alone  am  King  of  Me. 
Heav'ns  !  Sure  the  Author  of  that  Line  mufl  be  a  plaguy  (lout 
Fellow  ;  it  makes  me  valiant  as  Hcdor  when  I  read  it. 

Zvr.  Sir,  v/e  ftick  to  v/hat  we  write  as  little  as  Divines  to 
what  they  preach. Befides,  Sir,  there  arc  other  Qualifica- 
tions rcquiiite  in  a  Friend,  he  muft  lend  you  Money.  Now, 
Sir,  I  can't  be  that  Friend,  for  I  want  forty  Guineas. 

Mock.  Sir,   I  can  lend  you  fifty   upon  good  Security. 

'T was  the  lallWordmy  Father  fpoke  on  his  Death-Bed,  that 
I  fhou'd  never  lend  Money  without  Security. 

Lyr.  Fie,  Sir !  Security  from  a  Friend,  and  a  Man  of  Ho- 
nour by  his  ProfelTion  too  ! 

Mock.  By  the  Univerfe  that's  true,  you  are  m.y  Friend. 
Then  Fll  tell  you  a  Secret. [Jhey  whiff  er. 

Club.  Now  will  this  plaguy  Wit  turn  my  Nofe  out  of 
Joynt. — I  was  my  Mailer's  Friend  before,  tho'  I  never  found 
the  Knack  of  borrowing  Money  ;  tho'  I  have  recciv'd  fome 
Marks  of  his  Friendlhip,  fome  found  Drubs  about  the  Head  and 
Shoulders,  or  fo.  I  have  been  bound  for  him  too  in  the  Stocks, 
for  his  breaking  Windows,  very  often. 

Lyr.  Mr.  Mcchmodc,  you  may  be  impos'd  upon.  I  wou'dfee 
this  Lady  you  court.  1  knov^lr.  LovevjcU has  a  Miflreli  uanv d 
Luc'mdci ;  but  that  Ihc  lodges  hi  this  Houfc,  I  much  doubt. 

Mock, 
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Mod.  Impos'd  upon  !  That's  very  comical. — Ha,  ha,  ha! 
You  fhall  fee,  Sir  ;  come — Pray  Sir,  you're  my  Friend. 

Lyr.  Nay,  pray,  indeed.  Sir,  I  beg  your     (They  compliment 
for  the  Door.)     Pardon  ,  you're  a  Squire,  Sir. 

Mock.  Zauns,  Sir,  you  lie,   Pm  not  a  Fool  ;   Pil  take  an 
Affront  from  no  Man. —  Draw,  Sir.  {Draws. 

Club.  Draw,  Sir. I  gad  PII  put  his  Nofc  out  of  joym 

now. 

Lyr.  Unequal  Numbers,  Gentlemen. 

Club.  Pm  only  my  Mafter's  Friend,   his  Second,  or  fo, 
Sir. 

Lyr.  What's  the  matter,  noble  Squire  ? 

Mock.  You  lie  again,  Sir,  Zauns,  ^V3c\\ .—-  {Strike;  him  with 

his  Sword. 

Lyr.  Ha  I a  Blow  '  — —  BJjex.^  a  Blow yet  I  will 

be  calm. 

Club.  Zoons,  draw.    Sir.  {Strikes  him. 

Lyr.   Oh  Patience  Heaven  !  ■ Thou  art  my  Friend 

ftill. 

Mock.  You  Lie,  Sir. 

Lyr.  Then  thou  art  a  Tray  tor,  Tyrant,  Monfter. 

mock.  Zauns,  Sir,  you're  a  Son  of  a  Whore,  and  a  Rafcal.' 

Club.  A  Scribler. 

Lyr.  Ah,  ah,  —  That  ftings  home. ——Scribler  ! 

Mock.  Ay,  Scribler,  Ballad-maker.  ■    ' 

Lyr.  Nay,  then 

I  ancl  the  Gods  will  fight  it  with  ye  all.  {Draws. 

Enter  Roebuck  drunk^    andjwging. 

France  ne'*er  will  comply 

Till  her  Claret  runs  dry  ; 
Then  lets  pull  away  to  defeat  her  : 

He  hinders  the  Peace.^ 

Who  refufes  his  Glafs.^ 
And  defcrves  to  be  hanged  for  a  Traytnr. 
Now,  my  Mirmydons,  fall  on  ;  I  have  taken  off  the  odds. 

Dub  a  dub .^  dub  a  dub.,  to  the  Battle.  {Sings. 

Zoons,  Gentlemen,   why  don't  you  fight  ?  Blood,   fight. 
Oblige  me  fo  far  to  fight  a  little  ;    I  long  to  fee  a   littleSij 
Sport.  ""* 

Lyr.  Sir,  I  fcorn  to  fliew  Sport  to  any  Man.        (P///J  upf\ 

Mock.  And  fo  do  I,  by  the  Univerfe. 

Club.  And  I,  by  the  Univerfe. 

L\r. 
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L'jT.  I  ihall  take  another  time.  {Exit. 

Rocb..  Here,  Rafcal,  take  your  Chopping-knite,  —  {Givc\ 
Club  his  Sword.)  and  bring  me  a  Joynt  of  that  Coward's  Flcfli 
for  your  Mafter's  Supper.  -—  Fly,    Dog.  —  (Takes  him  by 

the  Nofe. 

Club.  Ah !  —  This  Fellov/'s  likelicft  to  put  my  Nofe  out 
Dfjoynt. 

Roeb.  Now,  Sir,  tell  me,  how  you  durfl:  be  a  Coward. 

Mock.  Coward,  Sir  I  I'm  a  Manor  a  great  Eftate,  Sir  ;  I 
nave  f  ve  Thoufand  Acres  of  good  lighting  Ground  as  any 
n  "Englayid^  ^ood  Terra  firrfja.^  Sir:  Coward,  Sir!  Have  a  care 
what  you  fay.  Sir.  —  Aly  Father  was  a  Parliament  Man,  Sir; 
and  I  was  bred  at  the  College,  Sir. 

Roeb.  Oh  then  I  knov/  your  Genealogy  ;  your  Father  was  a 
Senior-Fellow,  and  your  Mother  was  an  Air-pump.  You 
\vere  fackl'd  by  Platomck  Idea's,  and  you  have  fome  of  your 
iMother's  Milk  in  your  Nofe  yet. 

Mock.  Form  the  Propofition  by  Mode  and  Figure,  Sir. 

Roeb.  I  told  you  fo.  — Blow  your  Nofe,  Child  ;  and  have 
I  care  of  dirting  your  Philofophical  Slabbering-bib. 

Mock,  What  d'ye  mean,  S'r  ? 

Roeb.  Your  ilarch'd  Band,  fet  by  Mode  and  Figure,  Sir. 

Mock,  Band,  Sir !  —This  Fellow's  blind,  drunk.  I  wear 
1- Cravat,  Sir. 

t  Roeb.  Then  fct  a  good  Face  upon  the  matter.  Throw  off 
Childiihncfs  and  Folly,  with  your  Hanging-ficevcs.  Now 
i'ou  have  left  the  Univerfity,  learn,  learn. 

Mock.  This  Fellow's  an  Atheifl,  by  the  Univerfe;  I'll  take 
lotice  of  him,  and  inform  againft  him  for  being  drunk. — 
Pray,  Sir,  what's  your  Name  ? 

Rob.  My  Name!  by  the  Lord,  Ihaveforgot.— -Stav,  Ifhall 
:hi:ik  on't  by  and  by. 

-rlock.  Zauns,  forget  your  own  Name  !  your  Memory  muft 
^:  very  fhort,  Sir. 

Roeb.  Ay,  fo  it  feems,  for  I  was  but  chriften'd  this  Morn- 
ng,  and  I  have  forget  it  already. 

Mock.  Was  your  WorD^ip  then  Turk  or  Jew  before  ? I 

inew  he  was  fomedamn'd  bloody  Dog. —  {^fJc. 

Roeb.  Sir,  I  have  been  Turk,  or  Jew  rather,  fince  ,  for  I 
lave  got  a  plaguy  Heathcniih  Name.  —  Pox  on't ,  —  Oh  ! 
:iow  I  have  \i.--Mo—Mock-mo--MGckrMode. 

Mock.  Mockmode  !  Mockmode  !  Sir,  pray  how  do  you  fpeU 
.t> 

Roeb.  Go  you  to  your  A,  B,  Q  you  came  laft  from  tl.c 
Univerfity. 

M,ck. 
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Mock.  Sir,  Tm  callM  Mockmode.  —  What  Family  are  you 
of,  Sir.  > 

Roeb.  What  Family  are  you  of,  Sir  ? 

Mock.  Of  Mockmode-Hall  in  Shropjhire. 

Roeb.  Then  Pm  of  the  fame,  I  h»elieve. —  I  fancy,  Sir,thatj 
you  and  I  are  near  Relations. 

Mock.  Relations !  Sir,  there  arc  but  two  Families ;  my  Fa? 
thcr's,  v/ho  is  now  dead;  and  his  Brother's  Collonel  Pc^r^-i^/ 
Mockmode. 

Roeb.  Ay,  ay,  the  very  fame  Collonel  Peaceable. — Is  not 
Collonel  o\  Milhia  ? 

Mock.  Yes,  Sir. 

Roeb.  And  was  not  he  High-Sheriff  of  the  County  lail  Yeai 

Mock.  The  very  fame,  Sir. 

Roeb.  The  very  fame  ;   I'm  of  that  Family. And  your 

Father  dy'd  about — let  me  fee — 

Mock.  About  half  a  Year  ago. 

Roeb.  Exa611y  ;  by  the  fame  token  you  got  drunk  at  a  Hunt- 
ing Match  that  very  Day  feven-night  he  was  bury'd. 

Mock.  This  Fellow's  a  Witch.  —  But  it  looks  very  flrange 
that  you  fhou'd  be  chriflen'd  this  Morning.  I'm  fure  your 
Godfathers  had  a  plaguy  deal  to  anfwerfor. 

Roeb.  Gh,  Sir,  I'mof  Age  to  anfwer  for  m.y  felf 

Mock.  One  wou'd  not  think  fo,  you're  fo  forgetful.  'Til 
two  and  twenty  Year  fmce  I  was  chriften'd,  and  i  can  remem- 
ber my  Name  lliil..  ■' 

Roeb.  Come,  we'll  take  a  Glafs  of  Wine,  and  that  will 
dear  our  Underftanding.     We'll  remember  our  Friends. 

Mock.  You  mull  excufe  me,    Sir. — This  is  fome  Sharpeti: 

{^Afide^i 

Roeb,  Nay,  prithee  Coufin,  good  Coufin  Mockmode.^  one 
Glafs.  I  know  you  are  an  honeit  Fellow.  We  mufl:  remem*, 
ber  our  Relations  in  the  Country  indeed,  Sir. 

Mock.  Oh,  Sir,  you're  fo  Ihort  of  Memory,  you  can  nevd! 
call  'em  to  mind.  You  have  forgot  your  fclf,  Sir  ;  Mockmode 
is  a  Keathenifh  Name,  Sir,  and  all  that,  Sir.  And  fo  I  beg 
your  Pardon,  Sir. [&/V. 

Roeb.  Now  were  I  Lawyer  enough,  by  that  little  enquiry 
into  that  Fellow's  Concerns,  I  cou'd  bring  in  a  taiib  Deed  tpj 
cheat  him  of  his  Eilate. 

Enter  Brufh, 

Where  the  Devil  is  thy  Maftcr  }  You  faid  I  Diou'd  find 
him  here. 

Br7ip.  'Tis  impolfrble  for  you,  or  mc,  or  any  body,  to  find ^ 
him. 

Roeb, 


Roeb.  Why> 
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Bruflj,  Becaufe  he  has  loft  himfelf.  The  Devil  has  made  a 
Jugler's  Ballot  him,  I  believe.  He's  here  now;  then,  Prefto^ 
pafs  in  an  inftant.    He  has  got  feme  damn'd  Bus'nefs  to  day 


in  hand, 

Roeh.      _  .  ,    . 

court  an  honourable  Miilrefs  in  the  Devil's  Name!  Well,  let 


Roeh.  Ay,  fo  it  feems. —  I  mud  be  S(\\i\x^  Mockmode^   and 
1>  in  the  Devil's  Name!  Well,  let 


my  fober  thinking  Friend  plot  on  ,  and  lay  Traps  to  catch  Fu- 
turity ;   I'm  for  holding  fail  the  prefent. I  have  got  about 

twenty  Guineas  in  my  Pocket  ;  and  whilfi  they  laft  the  De- 
vil take  George  if  he  thinks  of  Futurity  ;  I'll  go  hand  in  hand 
with  Fortune. 

She  is  an  honefi^, giddy y  reelmg  Punk  ; 

My  Head^  her  Hljeel^  tmn  round.^  and  fo  vje  both  are  drimk. 

[Exit  reelinr. 
The  End  of  the  third  ACT. 
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SCENE,    LucindaV  i7o^/f. 

Enter  Leanthe,  and  Pindrefs  following  with  a  Paper  of  Sweet- 

meats  in  her  Hand. 
Find.  TTERE,   here.   Page,  your  Lady  has  fent  you  fom.e 
^-^  Sweetmeats  ;  but  indeed  you  fha'n't  have  'cm  till 
you  hire  me. 
Lean.  She  fent  four  Sauce,  when  fhe  made  you  the  Bearer^ 

Pind.  Prithee  now,  what  makes  you  conflantly  fo  melan- 
:holy.^  Come,  you  muft  be  merry,  and  fhall  be  merry  ;  I'll 
ijet  you  fome  Play-things. 

I    Lea?2.  I  believe  you  want  Play-things  more  than  I.  — But 
[(  wou'd  be  private,  Pindrefs. 

^Pind.  Well,  my  Child,  Pll  be  private  with  you  .?  Boys  and 
air  Is  Ihou'd  ft  ill  be  private  together  ;  and  we  m.ay  be  as  re-- 
ir'd  as  we  pleafe  ;  for  my  Miftrefs  is  reading  in  her  Clofer, 
tnd  all  the  Servants  are  below.-r — But  what  Concerns  have 
^ou  >  Vm  fure,  fach  a  little  Boy  can  have  no  great  Bus'nels 
n  private. 
'   Lean.  I  will  try  thee  for  once.  [Jfidey-Ycs^  Mrs- Pindrefs 

have  great  Inclin-4.tion.— — 

Pwd: 
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Pm.  To  what?  To.  do  what,  Sir  >  - — Don't  name  it:-— 
'Tis  all  in  vain  ; — youfha'n't  do  it  ;  you  need  not  ask  if. 

Lea?T.  Only  to  kifs  you.  [_KiJfes  her. 

Pind.  Oh  fie,  Sir!  Indeed  I'll  none  of  your  Kiiles.  Take 
it  back  again,  \_KiJ]es  him.']  Is  not  the  tafte  of  the  Sweetmeats 
very  pretty  about  my  Lips  ? 

Leayi.  Oh  hang  your  liquorifh  Chaps ;  you'd  fain  be  licking 
your  Lips,  I  find  that. 

P/W.  Indeed,  Mr.  Page,  I  won't  pay  you  the  KifTes  you  won' 
from  me  lail  Night  at  Crofs-purpofes  ;   and  you  fha'n't  think^- 
to  keep  my  Pawn  neither.— Pray  give  me  xn^  Hungary  Bottle, 

— As  I  hope  to  befav'd,   I  will  have  my  Hungar\^  Bottle. 

\^Rummagtng  him.]  —  I'm  ftronger  than  you. —  PU  carry  you  ^ 
in,   and  throw  you  upon  the  Bed,    and  take  it  from  you.—-  > 

ST'akes  him  up  in  her  Arms. 

Lean.  Help  !  help  !  I  fiiall  be  ravilli'd  !  Help !  help ! 
Rnter  Liicinda. 

Luc.  What's  the  matter  ? — Oh  blefs  me  ! 

Pind.  Oh  dear.  Madam,  this  unlucky  Boy  had  almoflipoird 
me.    Did  not  your  Ladyfiup  hear  me  cry  I  fliou'd  beraviflfd  ? 
I  was  fo  weak,  I  cou'd  not  refill  the  little  (Irong  Rogue  ;  he  : 
whipt  me  up  in  his  Arms ,    like  a  Baby  ;    and  had  not  your  ; 
Ladyfhip  come  in- —  ! 

Luc.    What,   Sirrah!   wou'd  you  debauch  my  Maid,  you  ij 
little  Cock-Sparrow  >  muft  you  be  Billing  too  }  1  have  a  great 
mind  to  make  her  whip  you,  Sirrah. 

Pind.  Oh  dear.  Madam,  let  me  do't.  I'll  take  him  into  thcr^ 
Room,  and  I  will  fo  chaftife  him. — 

Luc.  But  do  you  think  you'll  be  able,  Pindrcfs  ?  I'll  fend' 
one  of  the  Men  to  help  you. 

Pind.  No,  no,  Madam  :  I  cou'd  manage  him  with  one 
Hand. — See  here,    Madam.     [T'akes  him   in  her  Arms.,    and  is 

running  awav, 

Luc.  Hold,  hold  !  Is  this  you  that  the  little  ftrong  Rogue' 
had  almoll  ravifh'd  }  He  fnatch*d  you  up  in  his  Arms  like  a 
Baby  !  —  Ah  Pindrcfs.,  Pindrcfs  I  I  fee  y'are  very  weak  in--, 
deed. — Are  not  you  arfiam'd,  Girl,  to  debauch  my  little  Boy  .f* 

Pind.  Your  Ladyfhip  gave  me  Orders  to  make  him  merry,  ^ 
and  divert  his  Melancholy;  and  I  know  no  better  way  than  toj 
teize  him  a  little.  I'm  afraid  the  Boyistroubl'd  with  the  Rick- 
ets, and  a  little  fhaking.  Madam,  wou'd  do  himfome  good. 

Lean.,  I'm  tir'd  with  Impertinence,  and  have  other  Bus'nefs! 
to  mind.  [^Ajide  Ex  it  J 

Ptnd.  I  hope  your  Ladyfhip  entertains  no  ill  Opinion  of  myi 
Virtue.  a 
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Luc.  Truly  I  don't  know  what  to  think  on't  :  But  I've  fo 
^ood  an  Opinion  of  your  Senfe,  as  to  believe  you  wou'd  not 
play  the  fool  with  a  Child. 

P'lud.  We're  allfubjed  to  playing  the  fool,  if  you  continue 
your  Refolution  in  marrying  the  firll  Man  that  asks  you  the 
■Queflion. 

Luc.  No,  my  Mind's  chang'd;  I'll  never  marry  any  Man. 

Fin.  I  dare  iwear,  that  Refolution  breaks  fooner  than  the 
former.  [^Ajide.'\  Ah,  Madam,  Madam!  if  you  never  be- 
lieve Man  again,  you  mull  never  be  Woman  again ;  for  tho' 
we  are  as  cunning  as  Serpents,  we  are  naturally  as  flexible 
too.  Speak  ingenuoufly,  Madam ;  \^  Air.  Love-well  fhou'd, 
with  an  amorous  Whine,  and  fuppliant  Cringe,  tell  you  a 
formal  Story,  contrary  to  what  we  lufped,  wou'd  you  not 
believe  him  ? 

Ltic.  What,  believe  his  vain  AiTertions,  before  the  demon- 
ftration  of  my  Senfes  !  No,  no ;  my  Love's  not  fo  blind.  Did 
I  not  fee  his  Mifs  and  his  Child;  did  not  I  behold  him  gi- 
ving her  Money  >  Did  I  not  hear  him  declare,  he  wou'd  fettle 
her  in  a  Lodging  ? 

Fin.  But,  Madam,  upon  ferious  Refle6l:ion,  where's  the  great 
harm  in  all  this  ?  moft  Ladies  wou'd  be  over-joy 'd  at  fuch  a 
Difcovery  of  their  Lover's  A  bility.  The  Child  feem'd  a  lufty 
chopping  Boy  ;  and  let  me  tell  you,  Madam,  it  mull  be  alully 
chopping  Boy  that  got  it. 

Luc.  Urge  no  farther  in  his  Defence;  he's  a  Villain,  and 
of  all  Villains  that  I  hate  mxoil,  an  hypocritical  one.  The 
Ladies  give  him  the  Epjthet  of  modell,  an4  the  Gentlemen  that 
of  fober  Loi-cwell.  Now  methinks,  fuch  a  piece  of  Debauche- 
ry lies  fo  awkardly  on  a  Perfon  of  his  Character,  that  it  adds 
an  Unfeemlinefs  to  the  natural  Vilenefs  of  the  Vice;  and  he 
that  dares  be  a  Hypocrite  in  Religion,  will  certainly  be  one 
,in  Love.- — Stay,  is  not  that  he  >  \Fointmg  outwards. 

Pin.  Yes,  Madam ;  I  believe  he's  going  to  the  Park. 

Luc.  Call  a  couple  of  Chairs  quickly ;  we'll  thither  mafqu'd. 
This  Day's  Adventures  argue  fome  intended  Plot  upon  me, 
which  I  may  countermine  by  only  fetting  a  Face  upon  the 
matter.  iFuts  her  Maj'que  ok. 

For  as  Hypocrijie  in  Men  can  move^ 

Here^s  the  heft  Hypocrite  m  Female  Love. 

On  even  fcores  deJigTfing  Heaven  took  care  ; 

iiince  Men  falfc  Hearts^  that  we  falfe  Faces  wear.  [Exit. 
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SCENE,   the  Park. 

Enter  Lovewell  n-r^d  Lyrick  meeting ;  Lyrick  reading. 

ril  rack  thy  Reptitation^  blaft  thy  Fame^ 

And  in  ftrong  grinding  Satyr ^  Gibbet  up  thy  Name.    , 

Love.  What!  in  a  Rapture,  Mr.  Lyrick"^.  , 

L\r.  A  little  Poetical  Fury,  that's  all. — Pll  'Squire  him;:j 
ril  clraw  his  Character  for  the  Buffoon  of  a  Farce  ;  he  fliall : 
be  as  famous  in  Ballad  as  Robin  Hood^  or  Little  John ;  my  Mu-  ; 
fes  fhali  haunt  him  like  Demons  ;  they  lliall  make  him  more 
ridiculous  than  Don  Quixot.  I 

Love.  Becaufe  he   encounterM  your  Windmil-Pate. ': 

Ha,  ha,  ha! — Come,  come,  Mr.LynV/^,  you  muflbepacifyM. ! 

Lyr.  Pacify'd,  Sir!  Zoons,  Sir,  he's  a  Fool,  has  not  a  grain 
ofSenfe.  Were  he  an  ingenious  Fellow,  or  a  Man  of  Parts, 
I  cou'd  bear  a  kicking  from  him;  But  anabufe  from  a  Block- 
head !  I  can  never  fuffer  it. 

Pert  Blockhead.^  who  has  purchas'' d  by  the  School^ 
Jup:  Senfe  enough  to  make  a  noted  foot. 

That  Stings,  Mr.  Lovewell. 

Love.  Pray,  Sir,  let  me  fee  it. 

Lyr,  This  is  impcrfe6l.  Sir:  But  if  you  pleafe  to  give  your. 

Judgment  on  this  Piece. [Gives  htm  a  Paper. 

'Tis  a  Burlefque  on  fome  of  our  late  Writings. 

Love.  Ay,  you  Poets  mount  firll  on  the  Shoulders  of  yout. 
PrcdecefTors,  to  fee  farther  in  making  Difcoveries;  andhavii 
once  got  the  upper-hand,  you  fpurn  them  undcr-foot.     1  thiii 
you  fliou'd  bear  a  Veneration  to  their  very  Allies. 

Lyr.  Ay,  if  moft  of  their  Writings  had  been  burnt !  I  d^ 
clare,  Mr.  Lovewell.^  their  Fame  has  only  made  them  the  m  - 
remarkably  faulty :  Their  great  Beauties  only  illuilrate  theii 
greater  Errors. 

Love.  Well,  you  favi^  the  new  Tragedyjlall  Night ;  how  die 
it  pleafe  ye.^ 

Lyr.  Very  well  ;  it  made  me  laugh  heartily. 

Lov.  What,  laugh  at  a  Tragc-dy  ! 

Lyr.  I  laugh  to  fee  the  Ladies  cry;  to  feefo  many  weep  U 

the  Death  of  the  fabulous  Hero  :  Who  wou'd  but  laugh,  if 

the  Poet  that  made  'em  were  hang'd !  On  my  Confcience, 

thcfc  Tragedies  make  the  Ladies  vent  all  their  Love  and  Ho- 

I  nour 
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nour  at  their  Eyes,  when  the  fiime  white  Handkerchief  that 
blows  their  NoJfes,  muft  be  a  Winding-fheet  to  the  deccafed 
Hero. 

Love.  Then  there's  fomething  in  the  Handkerchief  to  em- 
balm him,   Mr.  Lynck  ;  Ha,  ha,  ha But  what  Reiilh 

have  you  of  Comedy  r 

Lyr.  No  fatisfadory  one.-^—  My  Guriofity  is  fore-ftall'd 
by  a  Fore-knowledge  of  what  ihall  happen  :  For  as  the  Hero 
in  Tragedy,  is  either  a  whining,  crindng  Fool,  that's  always 
a  flabbing'  himfclf,  or  a  ranting,  hectoring  Bully,  that's  for 
killing  every  body  elfe  :  So  the  Hero  in  Comedy  is  always  the 
Poet's  Charafter. 

Love.  What's  that  > 

Lyr.  ACoiTipoundof  pradicalRake^  and  fpeculative  Gen- 
tlenian,  who  always  bears  off  the  great  Fortune  in  the  Play, 
and  fhams  the  Beau  and  Squire  with  a  W'  hore  or  Chamber- 
maid; and  as  the  Cataftropheof  all  Tragedies  is  Death,  fothe 
end  of  Comedies  is  Marriage. 

Love.  And  fome  think  That  the  mod  Tragical  Conclufion 
of  the  two. 

Lyr.  And  therefore  my  Eyes  are  diverted  by  a  better  Come- 
dy ill  the  Audience  than  that  upon  the  Stage. — I  have  often 
wonder'd,  whyMenfhould  be  fond  of  feeing  Fools  ill  repre- 
fented,  when  at  the  fame  Time,  and  Place,  they  may  behold 
the  mighty  Originals  a£ting  their  Parts  to  the  Life  in  the 
Boxes. 

Loze,  Oh  be  favourable  to  the  Ladles,  Mr.  Lyrick^  'tis  your 
Intereft.  Beauty  is  the  Deity  of  Poetry ;  and  if  you  rebel,  you'll 
certainly  run  the  Fate  of  your  firil  Parent,  the  Devil. 

Lyr.  You're  out.  Sir.  IBeauty  is  a  merciful  Deity,  and  al-^ 
lows  us  fometimes  to  be  a  little  AtheilHcal ;  and 'tis  fo  indul* 
gent  to  Wit,  that  it  is  pleas'd  with  it,  tho'  in  the  word  Habit, 
that  of  Satyr.  Befides,  there  can  appear  no  greater  Argument 
of  our  Eileem,  than  Railery,  becaufe  'tis  ftill  founded  upon 
Jealouiie;  occaiion'd  by  their  preferring  fenfelefs  Fops  and 
wealthy  Fools  to  Men  of  Wit  and  Merit,  the  great  Upholders 
of  the  Empire. 

Love.  Now  I  think  thefe  Favourites  of  the  Ladies  are  more 
witty  than  you. 

Lyr.  How  fo,  pray  Sir  ? 

Love.  Becaufe  they  play  the  Fool,eonfciaus  that  it  will  pleafe; 
and  you're  a  Wit,  when  fenlible  that  Coxcombs  only  are  en^ 
courag'd.  I  wonder,  Mr.  Lyrkk^  that  a  Mart  of  your  Senfe 
Ihould  turn  Poet;  you'll  hardly  ever  find  a  Man  that  is  capa* 
ble  of  the  Employment  will  undertake  it,  ■ 

E  i.  Lyr, 
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'  Lyr.  The  reafon  of  that  is,  every  one  that  knows  not  a  ' 
tittle  of  the  matter,  pretends  to  be  a  judge  of  it. — By  the  Lard, 
Mr.  Lovcwell^  I  put  the  Criticks  nextto  the  Plague,  Pellilencc  , 
and  Famine  in  my  Litany.  —  Had  you  feen  'em  laft  Night  i 
in  the  Pit,  with  fuch  demure  fupercilious  Faces — their  con-  '' 
tcmplative  Wigs  thruft  judiciouily  backwards  ;  their  Hands  \ 
rubbing  their  Temples,  to  chafe  ill  Nature;  and  with  ahifTmg  i 
venomous  Tongue,  pronouncing  Pilli !  Stutf!  Intolerable?  ; 
Damn  him  !  — Lord  have  mercy  upon  us.  \ 

LoTc.  Ay,  and  you  ihail  have  others  as  foolifh  as  they  are 
ill-natur'd  •  fond  of  being  thought  Wits,  who  fhall  laugh  out- 
ragioully  at  everyfmutty  Jcft  ;  cry,  very  well,  by  Gad  ;  that's, 
fine,  by  Heavens ;  and  if  a  Diftich  of  Rhime  happens,  they  clap 
fo  dam.nably  loud,  that  they  drown  the  Jefl.  .  \ 

L\r.  That's  the  Jed.     The  Wit  lies  in  their  Hands;  and  if  |i 
you'would  tell  a  Poet  his  Fortune,    you  mufl  gather  it  from  | 
the  Palmiilry  of  the  Audience  ;  for  as  nothing's  ill  faid,  but  i 
what's  ill  taken  ;  fo  nothing's  well  faid,   but  what's  w^cU  ta- 
ken.    And  between  you  and  I,  Mr.  Lo'z;t^w^//,  Poetry,  without 
thefe  laughing  Fools,  were  a  Bell  without  a  Clapper  ;,an  empty 
founding  Bus'nefs,  good  for  nothing  ;   and  all  we  Profeflors 
might  go  hang  our  lelves  in  the  Bell-ropes. 

LoDe.  Ha,  ha,  ha. — But  1  thought  Poetry  was  inftruftive. 

Lyr,  Oh  Gad  forgive  me,  that's  true:  1  o  Ladies  it  is  mo- 
rally beneficial;  for  you  mull  know,  they  are  too  nice  to  read 
Sermons  ;  liich  Inlhuftions  are  too  grofs  for  their  refin'd  Ap- 
prehenlions  ;  but  any  Precepts  that  may  be  initiil'd  by  ealie. 
Numbers,  fuch  as  of  Rochejter,,  and  others,  make  great  Con- 
verts. Then  they  hate  to  hear  a  Fellow  in  a  Church  preach 
methodical  Nonfenfe,  with  a  Ftrftly^  Secondly^  and  Thirdly  \  but 
they  take  up  with  fome  of  our  modern  Plays  in  their  Clofet, 
where  the  Morality  muil:  be  devilifh  Inilructive.  —  Butlmuft 
begone;  here  comes  the  Squire.  What,  in  the  Name  of  Won- 
der, has  he  got  with  him  >  \ 

Love:  That  which  Oral  1  aifordyou  a  more  plentiful  Rev engC' 
than  your  Lampoon,  if  you  joyn  with  me  in  the  Plot.  To  the  J 
better  ettcdtingof  wiiich,  you  mu(l  be  feemingly  reconcil'dto' 
him.  —  Let's  ftep  afide,  and  obierve 'em,  while  I  give  youa^ 
hint  of  the  matter.  [Exeunt  between  the  Scenes^  and\ 

feem  to  confer  a^d  hearken.  \ 
jE;^^^r  McckmjQfie,  lcndir7gl^r\\a<^<:drefs''d  like  a  Wtdow.       i 

Mock.  This  i^nvery  fine  Weather,  bleiled  Weather  indeed,! 
Madam:  'ttwiM  do  abundance  of  good  to  the  Grafs  and  Corn.- 

Trud.  Ay,  Sir,  the...Days  are  grown  a  great  length;  and-T 
think  the  Weather  jCBUch  heliifir  here  than  in  Ireland. 

s  ':  Mock,, 
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Mock.  Why,  Madam,  were  you  ever  there  ? 

Trud.  Oh  no  !  Not  I  indeed,  Sir;  but  1  have  heard  niy 
firfl  Husband  (reft  his  Soul)  fay  fo  ;  he  was  an  Injh  Gen- 
tleman. 

.  Mock.  1  find.  Madam,  you  have  lov'd  your  firft  Husband 
mightily,  for  you  atfecl  his  Tone  in  Difcourfe. — Pray,  ?vla- 
dam,  what  did  that  Mourning  coll  a  Yard  ? 

Trtid.  O  Lard  !  What    (hall   I    fay  now  ?   'Tis    none   of 

mine.     \_Afide.']     It  coft,  Sir;  let  me  fee it  coft    about 

— but  it  was  my  Steward  bought  it  for  me,  I  never  buy  fuch 
fmall  things. 

■  Mock.  By  the  Univerfe,  ilie  muft  be  plaguy  rich!  I  will  be 
brisk.  ^_AJtdc.~\  Pray,  Madam — I — 1  pray  Madam,  will  you 
give  us  a  Song? 

-.  Trud.  A  Song  I  Indeed  then  I  had  a  good  Voice,  before 
Mr.  Roebuck  fpoil'd  it. 

■  Mock.  ^\x.  Roebuck  \  Was  that  your  firft  Husband's  Name, 
Madam } 

Love,  behind.']  She'll  fpoil  all. 
;    'trud.  No,  Sir;  Roebuck  was  a  Doctor,  that  let  me  Blood 
Bnder  the  Tongue  for  the  Quinfey,  and  made  me  hoarfe  ever 
fince. 

Mock.  By  the  Univerfe  ftie's  a  Widow,  and  I'll  be  a  little 
brisk.  Madam,  will  you  grant  me  a  fmall  Favour,  and  I 
will  bend  upon  my  Knees  to  receive  it. \Kncels, 

trud.  What  is^t  pray  ? 
.    Mock.  Only  to  take  off  your  Garter. 
Love  we  11  Enters. 

Zoons,  her  thick  Leg  will  difcover  all. By  your  leave, 

Sir,  have  you  anyPretenfions  to  this  Lady  .^ 

{FuJheslsIlozVvao^Q  dovjn. 

I  Mock.  I  don'c  know  whether  this  be  an  Affront  or  not. 

[Afide.] — Preteniions,  Sir!  I  have  fo  great  a  Veneration  for 
the  Lady,  that  I   honour  any  Man  that  has  Pretenfions  to 
her. Dem  me,  Sir,  may  I  crave  the  Honour  of  your  Ac- 
quaintance ? 
:    Love.  No,  Sir. 
•.   Mock.  No,   Sir  !  I  gad  that  muft  be  Wit,  for  it  can't  be 

good  Manners. Sir,  I  rcfpe^l  all  Men  of  Sen fe,  andw^ou'd 

therefore  beg  to  know  your  Name. 

C   Love.  No  matter,  Sir,  1  know  your  Name's  Mockmode. 

Mock.  By  the  Univerfe,  that's  very  comical  !  That  a  Feir 

low  fliou'd  pretend  to  tell  me  my  own  Name ! Another 

Queftion,  if  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Love,  What  is  it,  Sir  r 
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Mock.  Pray  Sir,  what's  my  Chrlxlen'd  Name  ? 

hove.  Sir,  you  don't  know. 

Mock.  Zauns,  Sir,  wou'd  you  perfuade  me  out  of  my 
Chriften'd  Name  ?  I'll  lay  you  a  Guinea  that  I  do  know,  by 

the  Univerfe. [Pulls  a  handful  of  Mo?!ey  out.']  Here's  Silver, 

Sir,  here's  Silver,  Sir;  I  can  com^mand  as  much  Money  as 
another,  Sir ;  I  am  at  x^ge,  Sir,  and  I  won't  be  banter'd, 
Sir. 

Love.  Sir,  you  muft  know,  that  I  baptize  you  Rival  ;  for 
your  Love  to  this  Lady,  is  the  only  fign  of  Chriftianity  you 
can  boaft  of. And  now.  Sir,  my  Name's  Love-well. 

Mock.  Then  I  fay.  Sir,  that  your  Love  to  that  Lady  is  the 

only  fign  of  a  Turk  you  can  brag  of. I  wifh  Clui^  were 

come.  \_AJide,  •' 

Love.  Sir,  I  fhall  certainly  circumclfe  you,  if  you  make  a- 
Hy  farther  Pretenfions  to  Madam  hucinda  here.  i 

ilfor^o  Circumclfe  me !  Circumcife  a  Pudding's  end.  Sir. — "J 
Zauns,  Sir,  I'll  be  judg'd  by  the  Lady  who  mierits  Circum-'| 
fion  moft,  you  or  I,  Sir.     Thefe  London  Blades  are  all  ftark  ' 

mad; [Lucinda  ^^^^frj,   ^;^^  <?^/>rz'^j-  Love Vv^ ell  courting 

Trudge  in  dumb  Stgnsr^  I  met  one  about  two  Hours  ago,  that 
had  torgot  his  Name,  and  this  Fellow  wou'd  perfuade  me  j 
now,  that  I  had  forgot  mine.  Mr.  Lyrick  is  the  only  Man 
that  fpeaks  plain  to  me.  I  mufi:  be  Friends  with  him,  becaufe 
I  find  I  may  have  occafion  for  fuch  a  Friend  ;  I'll  find  him 
out  ftrait.  [£xi/, 

Love.  Madam,  will  you  walk — -  {Exit withT IM^'S^^^ 

Lucinda  and  Pindrefs  cor/ie  forward . 

Luc.  Now  my  Doubts  are  remov'd. 

Ptn.  Mine  are  more  puzzling.  There  muft  be  fomething 
in  this  more  than  we  imagine.     You  had  bell  talk  to  him. 

Luc.  Yes ,  if  my  Tongue  bore  Poifon  in  it ,  and  that  I 
cou'd  fpit  Death  in  his  Face. 

Ptn.  If  he  is  loft,  your  hard  Ufage  this  Morning  has  occa-^ 
fion'd  it. 

Luc.  I'm  glad  on't;  I've  gain'd  by  the  Lofs,  I  defpife  him 
more  now  than  e'er  I  lov'd  him.  That  Paflion  which  can 
Hoopfo  low  as  that  Blowze,  is  an  Objeft  too  me^n  for  any 
thing  but^  my  Scorn  to  level  at. 

Pin.  This  were  a  critical  Minute  for  your  new  Lover  th$ 
Squire,  I  fancy;  Mv.LoveweWs  Difgrace  wou'd  bring  him  intQ 
Favour  prefently. 

Luc,  It  certainly  fhall,  if  he  be  not  as  great'  a  Fool  as  t'o?, 
thcf's  falfe, 

Pm. 
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P/V.  You  may  be  miftakcii  in  your  Opinion  of  him,  as 
much  as  you  have  been  in  Mr.  Lovcivcll. 

Luc.  No,  Pindrefs  ;  I  fliall  tind  what  I  read  in  the  laflMif- 
cellanies  very  true. 

I         But  tvjo  DiJlinSiions  their  whole  Sex  does  part ; 
I    .      All  Fools  by  Nature^  or  all  Rogues  by  Art. 

SCENE  continues. 

Enter feveral  Mafqties  crojfmg  the  Stage ^  and  Roebuck 
folhvjtng. 
Roeb.  VSdeath  ;  What  a  Coney-borough's  here  !  The  Trade 
goes  fwimmingly  on.     This  is  the  great  Empory  of  Lcwdnefs, 

as  the  Change  is  of  Knavery. The  Merchants  cheat  the 

World  there,  and  their  WivQS  gull  them  here. 1  begin  to 

think  Whoring  fcandalous,  'tis  grown  fo  Mechanical. 

My  Modedy  will  do  me  no  good,  I  fear, Madam,   are 

you  a  Whore  ?  [Catches  a  Mafque, 

1  Maf.  Yes,  Sir. 

:  ~  Roeb.  Short  and  Pithy  ! If  ever  Woman  fpake  Truth, 

I  believe  thou  hafl.  [Second  Mafjue  pjdls  him  by  the  Elbow. 

Have  you  any  Bufinefs  with  me,  Madam? 

2  Maf.  Pray  Sir,  be  civil ;  you're  millaken,  Sir. 1  have 

had  an  Eye  upon  this  Fellov^  all  this  x\frernoon.  [Afide.'\ 
you're  miflaken,  Sir. 

Roeb.  Very  likely,  Madam  ;  for  I  imagin'd  you  modcft. 

2  Maf.  So  lam,  for  I'm  marry 'd. 

Roeb.  And  marry'd  to  your  Sorrow,  I  warrant  you! 

2  Maf.  Yes,  upon  my  Honour,  Sir. 

Roeb.  I  knew  it.     I  have  met  above  a  doien  this  Evening, 

all  marry'd  to  tlieir  Sorrow. Then  I  fuppofe  you're  a 

Citizen's  Wife ;  and  by  the  Broadnefs  of  your  Bottom,  I  lliould 
guefs  you  fat  very  much  behind  a  Counter. 

2  Maf.  My  Husband's  no  Mercer,  he's  a  Judge. 

Roeb.  Zoons,  a  Judge  !  I  lliall  be  arraign'd  at  the  Bar  for 
keeping  on  my  Hat  fo  long. — -  'Tis  very  hard.  Madam,  he 
fhou'd  not  do  you  Juilice  :  Has  not  he  an  Eilate  in  Tail, 
Madam  > 

1  Maf  I  feldom  examine  his  Papers :  They  are  a  parcel 
of  old  dry  fhrivel'd  Parchments ;  and  this  Court-hand  is  fo 
devilifh  crabbed,  I  can't  endure  it. 

Roeb.  Umph  ! Then  I  fuppofe,  Madam,   you  want  a 

young  Lawyer  to  put  your  Cafe  to.  But  faith,  Madam,  I  am 
a  Judge  too. 

E  4  a  Maf 
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2.  Maf,  Oh  Heavens  forbid!  Such  a  young  Man! 

Roeb.  That's,   Til  do  nothing  without  a  Bribe. Pray, 

Madam,  how  does  that  Watch  ftrike  ? 

2  Maf.  It  never  (Irikes,  it  only  points  to  the  Bufinefs,  as 
you  muft  do,  without  telling  Tales.  Dare  ye  meet  me  two 
Hours  hence ! 

Roeb.  Ay,  Madam,  but  I  flmll  never  hit  the  Time  exadly 
without  a  Watch. 

2  Maf.  Well,  take  it. At  Ten  exaftly,  at  the  Foun- 
tain in  the  Middle-Temple.     Cook  upn  Littleton  be  the  Word. 

[^Exit. 

Roeb.  So If  the  Law  be  all  fuch  Volumes  as  thou, 

Mercy  on  the  poor  Students !  From  Cook  upon  Littleton  in  Sheets 
deliver  me. 

Enter  Lovewell, 

Love.  What  engag'd  >  Mirmidon !  I  find  youMl  never  quit 
the  Battel,  till  you  have  crack'd  a  Pike  in  the  Service. 

Roeb.  Oh,  dear  Friend  '  Thou'rt  critically  come  to  my  Re- 
lief;  for  faith  I'm  almofl:  tir'd. 

Love.  What  a  miferable  Creature  is  a  Whore!  whom  eve- 
ry Fool  dares  pretend  to  love,  and  every  wife  Man  hates. 

Roeb.  What?  Moralizing  again!  Oh  I'll  tell  thee  News, 
Man ;  I'm  enter'd  in  the  Inns,  by  the  Lard  ! 

Love.  Pill  aw  !  ■ 

Roeb.  Nay,  if  you  won't  believe  me,  fee  my  Note  of  Ad-, 
million.  l^Shevjs  the  Watch, 

Love.  A  Gold  Watch,  Boy ! 

Roeb.  Av,  a  Gold  Watch,  Boy.  ' 

Love.  Whence  had  you  Money  to  buy  it  ? 

Roeb.  I  took  it  upon  Tick,  and  I  defign  to  pay  honeftly. 

Love.  I  don't  like  this  running  o'th'Scorc. — But  what  News 
from  Lucinda^  Boy.^  Islliekind  ?  Ha? 

Enter  a  Mafque  crojfing  the  Stage. 

Roeb.  Ha !  there's  a  ftately  Cruifcr .  I  mufl:  give  her  one 
Chace.— I'll  tell  you  when  I  return.  [^Exit running. 

Love,  I  find  he  has  been  at  a  Lofs  there,  which  occafions 
his  Eagernefs  for  the  Game  here.     I  begin  to  repent  me  of  my 
Sufpicion;  I  believe  her  Virtue  fo  facred,  that  'tis  apiece  of  ; 
Atheifmto  diflrullits  Exiftence.     But  Jeaioufie  in  Love,  like 
the  Devil  in  Religion,  is  dill  rai.^ng  Doubts,  which  without  |, 
^  firm  Faith  in  what  we  adore,  \<ill  certainly  damn  us. 
Enter  a  Porter. 

For,  Is  your  Name  yii.Roebuck.^  Sir? 

Love.  W'hat  wou'd  you  have  with  Mr. Roebuck.^  Sill 

For.  I  have  a  fmall  Note  for  him.  Sir. 

Love* 
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Love.  Let  me  fee't. 

For.  Av,  Sir ;  if  your  Name  be  Mr.  Roebuck.,  Sir. 

Love,  My  Name  is  Roebuck.,  Blockhead. 

For.  God  blefs  you  Mafter.     [Gives  hira  a  Letter.,  ^WExit, 

Love.  This  is  fome  tawdry  Billet,  with  a  fcrawling  Adieu 
at  the  end  on't.  Thefe  drolling  Jades  know  a  young  wholc- 
fome  Fellow  newly  come  to  Town,  as  well  as  a  Parfon's 
Wife  does  a  fat  Goofc.  'Tis  certainly  fome  Secret,  aiid 
therefore  fhall  be  known.  [Opens  the  Letter, 

.SIR,  fuefday  three  a  Clock. 

]\/TT  Behaviour  towards  sou  thisMorning-v:as  [omevjhat  firange ; 
•^  but  I Jhall  tell  you  the  Caufe  ofit^  tf  youmectme at'Tenih'is 
Night  tn  our  Garden  ;  the  Back-door  jhall  he  open. 

Your's,  Lucinda. 

Oh  Heavens  !  Certainly  It  can't  be  \  L,  L\  C,  I,  N,  D,  A  -, 
that  fpells  Woman.  'Twas  never  written  fo  plain  before. 
Roebuck.^  thou'rt  as  true  an  Oracle,  as  fhe's  a  falfe  one.  Oh 
thou  damn'd  Sybil !  I  have  courted  thee  thefe  three  Years,  and 
cou'd  never  obtain  above  a  Kifs  of  the  Hand,  and  this  Fel- 
low in  an  Hour  or  two  has  obtain'd  the  Back-door  open.  Mr. 
Roebuck.,  fince  I  have  dlfcover'd  fome  of  your  Secrets,  I'll 
make  bold  to  open  fome  more  of 'em  —  But  how  fhall  I 
lliake  him  off  >  —  Oh,   I  have  it  ;  I'll  feek  him  inflantly. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Roebuck  meeting  the  Porter. 

Roeb.  Here,  you  Sir,  have  you  a  Note  for  one  Roebuck  ? 

For.  I  had,  Sir  ?   but  I  gave  it  to  him  juit  now  } 

Roeb.  You  lie.  Sirrah  ;   I  am  the  Man. 

For.  I  an't  poiitive  I  gave  it  to  the  right  Perfon  ;  but  I'm 
very  fure  I  did,  for  he  anfwer'd  the  Defcription  the  Page  gave 
to  a  T,  Sir. 

Roeb.  'Twas  well  I  met  that  Page,  Dog,  or  now  fhou'd  I 
cut  thy  Throat,  Rafcal. 

For.  Blefs  your  Worfhip,  noble  Sir.  {Exit, 

Roeb.  At  ten,  in  the  Garden  !  The  Back-door  open  !  — 
Oh  the  delicious  Place  and  Hour  !  Soft  panting  Brealls  ; 
Trembling  Joynts  !  Melting  Sighs  !  And  eager  Embraces  !  — 
Oh  Extafiel— 'But  how  to  fiiake  o^  Vnevjell !  —This  is  his 
nicely  Vertuous  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  —This  is  his  innate  Principle 
pf  Vertue  !  Ha,  ha.  ha. 


Enter. 
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Enter  Love  Well 
hove.  How  now  !  Why  fo  merry  ? 

lioeb.  Merry!  Why,  'twould  make  a  Dog  fpllt,  Man;  Ha, 
ha,  ]ia.  — The  Watch,  Sir,  the  Watch  ;  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

LoTc.  What  of  the  Watch?  You  laugh  by  the  Hour;  you'll 
be  run  down  by  and  by,  lure  ! 

Roeb.  Ay,  but  I  fhall  be  wound  up  agam.  This  Watch  I 
had  for  a  Fee,  Lawyer.  —  Shou'd  I  ever  be  try'd  before  this 
Judge,  how  I  Hiou'd  laugh  to  fee  how  gravely  his  Goofe  Cap 
fits  upon  a  pair  of  Horns  ;  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Love.  Thou'rt  Horn-mad.  Prithee  leave  Impertinence. — 
I  recciv'd  a  Note  jufl:  now. 

Roeh.  A  Note  !  'Sdeath,  what  Note  !  What  d'ye  mean  ? 
Who  brought  it  > 

Lrrve.  A  Gentleman  ;  'tis  a  Challenge. 

Roeh.  Oh,  thanks  to  the  Stars  !  I'm  glad,  on't.  [^AfJe. 

Love.  And  you  may  be  fignally  ferviceable  to  me  in  this 
Affair.  I  can  give  you  no  greater  Tefiimony  of  my  Affedi- 
on,  than  by  making  fo  free  with  you. — 

Roeb.  What  needs  all  this  Formality  ?  I'll  be  thy  Second, 
without  all  this  Impertinence. 

Lcve.  There's  more  than  that,  Friend.  —In  the  firft  place, 
I  don't  underftand  a  Sword  ;  and  again,  I'm  to  be  call'd  to 
the  Bar  this  Term,  and  fuch  a  Bufmefs  might  prejudice  me 
extremely.    -So,  Sir,  you  mud  meet  and  tight  for  me. 

Roeb.  Faith,  Lovewell^  I  iha'n't  (lick  to  cut  a  Throat  for  my 

Friend  at  any  time,    fo  I  may  do  it  fairly,   or  fo. The 

Hour  and  Place  ? 

Love.  This  very  Evening,  in  MoorfieUs. 

Roeb.  Umph  !  How  will  you  employ  your  felf  the  while? 

Love.  I'll  follov/  you  at  a  diilance,  left  you  have  any  foul 
Play. 

Roeb.  Which  if  you  do No,  faith  Ned.,  fince  I'm  to 

anfwer  an  Appointment  for  you,  you  mud  make  good  an 
AfTignation  for  me.  I'm  to  meet  one  of  your  Ladies  at  the 
Fountain  in  the  Temple  to  Night.  You  may  be  call'd  to  the 
Bar  there,  if  you  will.  This  Watch  will  tell  you  the  Hour, 
and  Ihall  be  your  Pafs-port.     Let  me  have  yours. — .- 

[Change  JL-^atches, 

Love.  Oh  !  Was  that  the  Jcfl  >  Ha,  ha,  ha.  - —  Well,  I 
will  anfwer  an  AfTignation  for  you  fure  enough.  Ha,  ha,, 
ha.  —  How  readily  does  the  Fool  run  to  have  his  Throat 
cut  ?  [AJide. 

Roeh.  How  eagerly  now  does  my  Moral  Friend  run  to  the 
Dcvilj^  having  Hopes  of  Profit  in  the  Wind  !  I  have  (habb'd 

him 
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I  h!m  off  purely.- — But  prithee,  Ned^  where  had  you  this  fine 

I   Jewel  ?  \}^iewt7ig  one  ty'd  to  the  IVatch, 

\    '  Love.  Plhaw  !  A  Trifle,  a  Trifle  ;  from  a'Millrcrs— Take 

care  on't  the'.    But  hark  ye,    George  \  don't  pufli  too  home ; 

have  a  care  of  whipping  thro*  the  Guts. 

Roeb.  Gad,  I'm  afraid  one  or  both  of  us  may  fall.  But 
d'ye  hear,  AW,  remember  you  font  me  on  this  Errand,  and 
are  therefore  anfwcrable  for  all  Mifchief  ;  if  I  do  whip  my 
Advcrfary  through  the  Lungs,  or  fo,  remember  you  fet  me 
upon't. 

LoTe.  Well,  honefl  George^  you  won*t  believe  how  much 
you  oblige  me  in  this  Courtelie. 

Roch.  You  know  always  I  oblige  my  felf  by  ferving  my 
Friend. I  never  thought  this  Spark  was  a  Coward  be- 
fore. [ACidc, 

Lore.  I  never  imagin'd  this  Fellow  was  fo  eaiie  before. — - 
\_AJidi:.']  Well,  good  Succefs  to  us  both;  and  when  we  meet, 
we'll  relate  all  Tranfadions  that  pafs. 

Roeh.  That  you're  a  Fool. 

Loi-c.  That  you're  an  Afs,  [^Exeunt  fever  ally  ^  laugh'mg. 

Re-enter  Lovewell  crojfing  the  Stage  hajlily^  Moc^mode^»^Ly- 
rick  folio-wing  him, 
Lyr.  Mr.  Loveiveli  a  word  w'ye. 

Love.  Let  it  be  lliort,  pray  Sir,  for  my  Bus*nefs  is  urgent, 
and  'tis  almofl  dark. 

Lyr.  I'm  reconcil'd  to  the  Squire,  and  want  only  the  Pre- 
.  fentment  of  a  Copy  of  Verfes  to  ingratiate  my  felf  wholly, 
J  throughly.     Let  me  have  that  Piece  1  lent  you  juft  now. 

Love,  Ay,  ay,  with  all  my  Heart.  —  Here,  —  Farewel. 
!  [_Pulls  the  Poem  kaflih.,  and  juflles  out  a  Letter 

ii'tth  it.,  which  A'lockmode  takes  up. 
Lyr.  Now,  Sir,  here's  a  Poem,   which   (according  to  the 
I  way  of  us  Poets)    I  fay,  was  written  at  fifteen,  but  between 
you  and  I  it  was  made  at  five  and  twenty. 

Mock.    Five  and   twenty  ! When  is  a  Poet  at  Age, 

pray,  Sir  ? 

Lyr.  At  the  third  Night  of  his  firft  Play  ;  for  he's  never  a 
Man  till  then. 
Mock.  But  when  at  Years  of  Difcretion  ? 
Lyr.  When  they  leave   Writing  ,    and  that's   feldom  or 
never. 
Mock.  But  who  are  your  Guardians? 

Lyr.  The  Critickb,  who  with  their  good  Will,  v.'ou'd  nc*- 
fCT  let  us  come  to  Ai:e.    But  what  have  you  got  there  ? 

Mock. 
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Mock.  By  the  Univerfe,  I  don't  know  ;  'tis  a  Woman's 
Hand  ;  fome  Billct-Deux,  I  fiippofe  ;  it  juftl'd  out  of  Love- 
weirs  Pocket.     We'll  to  the  next  Light  and  read  it. 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE  a  dark  Arbour  in  Lucinda'j  Garden. 

Enter  Roebuck  Solus. 
Roeh.  Oh,  how  I  reverence  a  Back-door  half  open,  half 
fhut  !  'Tis  the  narrow  Gate  to  the  Lovers  Paradile  ;  Cupid 
Hood  Gentry  at  the  Entrance  ;  Love  was  the  word,  and  he  let 
me  pafs— Now  is  my  Friend  pleading  for  Life  ;  hehasapirz- 
ling  Cafe  to  manage,  ten  to  one  he's  nonfuited  ;  IhaveguU'd 
him  fairly. 

Emer  Lovewell. 
Love,  I've  got  in,  thanks  to  my  Stars,  or  rather  the  Clouds, 
whofe  Influence  is  my  beft  Friend  at  prefent.  Now  is  Roe^ 
hack  gazing,  or  rather  groping  about  for  a  Fellow  with  along 
Sword  ;  and  I  know  his  fighting  Humour  will  be  as  mad  to 
be  baulk'd  by  an  Enemy,  as  by  a  Miltrefs. 

Roeb.   Hark,  hark  '    I    hear  a  Voice  ;    it  mufl  hz  fhe  — 
Lucmda  ! 
Love.  True  to  the  touch,  I  find.     Is  it  you,  my  Dear  ? 
R.oeb.  Yes,  my  Dear. 
Love.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  my  Heart. 
Roeb.  Come  to  my  Arms —         (Rfm  into  each  others  Arms. 

Finding  the  Miftake.^  ft  art  back. 

Love.  'Slife!  a  Man! 

\    Rocb.  'Sdeath  I  a  Devil '  — And  wert  thou  a  Legion,  here's 

a  Wand  fhou'd  conjure  thee  down. —  {Draws. 

Love.  Wefhould  find  whofe  Charms  is  ilrongeft.     {Draws. 

{'They  ■pujh  by  one  another  ;  Roebuck  fajjes  out  at  the  op- 

pofite  Door :    And  as  Lovewell  is  'p^Jfing  out  on  the 

other  fide  of  the  Stage ^  " 

Enter  Lean  the. 
Lean.  Mr.  Roebuck  !  Sir !  Mr.  Roebuck  !         {U^ith  a  Night 

Gown  over  his  Cloaths. 
Love.  That's  a  Woman's  Voice,  I'll  fwear  —  Madam.  — • 
Lean.  Sir. 

Love.  Come,  my  dear  Lucinda;  I've  flaid  a  little  too  long  ; 
but  making  an  Apology  now  were  only  Icngthning  the  Of* 
fence.  Let's  into  the  Arbour,  and  make  up  for  the  Moments 
mifpent. 

Leanr. 
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Lean.  Hold,  Sir  :  Do  you  love  this  Luc'mda.^  you're  fo 
fond  of  hauling  into  the  Arbour? 

Loze.  Yes,  by  all  that's  powerful. 

Lean.  Falfe,  Valfe  Roebuck  I —  I4fide.']'-'  I  am  loft. 

Loze,  Madain,  do  you  love  this  A^rZ'^r^,  that  you  opcn'd  the 
Garden-door  to  fo  late  ? 

Lea;}.  Vm  afraid  I  do  too  well. 

Love.  And  did  you  never  own  an  AffeSion  to  another? 

Lean.  No  ;  witnefs  all  thofe  Powers  you  juit  now  men- 
tion'd. 

fLove.  Revenge  your  felves,  ye  Heavens.  Behold  in  me  your 
Accufer,  and  your  Judge.  Behold  Lczrzvt'//,  injur'dLc^rrit?^//^ 
4 — This  Darkncfs ,  which  opportunely  hides  your  Bluflies, 
makes  your  Shame  more  monltrous. 

Lea;!.  Ha!  Lovewelll  I'm  vex'd 'tis  he,  but  glad  to  bemi- 
ftaken.  —  Now,  Female  Policy,  allill  me. 

Loi'c.  Yes,  Madam,  your  Silence  proclaims  you  guilty. — 
Tare  well,  Woman! 

Leayi.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Love.  What  am  I  miade  your  Scorn  ? 

Lea77.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  —  This  happens  better  than  I  expeded. 
—  Ha,  ha,  ha. —  Mr.  Lovezucli! 

Love.  No  Counter-plotting,  Madam;  the  Mine's  fprung 
already,  and  all  your  Deceit  difcovered. 

Lea?i.  Indeed,  you're  a  fine  Fellow  at  dilcovering  Deceits, 
I  mud  confefs,  that  cou'd  not  find  whether  1  was  a  Man  or 
a  Woman  all  this  tim.e. 

Love.  What,  the  Page ! 

Lea-^.  No  Counter-plotting,  good  Sir  ;  the  Mine's  fprung 
already.  —  Ah,  Sir,  I  fancy  Mr.  Roebuck  is  better  at  difcove- 
ring  a  Man  from  a  Woman  in  the  dark,  than  you. 

Love.  This  Difcovery  is  the  greateft  Riddle  I  —  Prithee, 
Child,  what  makes  thee  difguis'd  ?  Bui  above  all,  what  meant 
that  Letter  to  Roebuck  ? 

Lean,  l^hen  I  find  you  intercepted  it. ——Why,  Sir,  my  La- 
dy had  a  mind  to  put  a  Trick  upon  the  impudent    Fellow, 
-made  him  an  Affignation,   and  fent  me  in  her  Head,  to  banter 
him.     But  when  1  tell  her  how  you  fell  into  the  Snare,  and 
how  jealous  you  were. — Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Love.  Oh  my  little  dear  Rogue  I  was  that  the  matter  r  — 
[////g-j- /:fr.]  O'  my  Confciencc,  thour't  fo  fort,  I  believe  thou 
art  a  Woman  ftill.  —  But  who  w^as  that  Man  I  encounter'd 
juft  novvT  ? 

Lean.  A  Man  !  'Twas  certainly  ^&f^a^^.  —  \Afide.'\  Some 
of  the  Foct-mcn,  I  fuppofe,  - —  Come,   Sir,  Imuit  condu6t 

vou 
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you  out  immediately,  left  fome  more  of 'em  meet  you. 

ConduBs  him  to  the  Door  and  returns* 
He  certainly  was  here,  and  I  have  mifs'd  him^ 
Fortune  delights  with  Innocence  to  play, 
And  loves  to  hoodwink  thofe  already  blind. 
Wary  Deceit  can  many  by-ways  tread, 
To  fhun  the  Blocks  in  Vertues  open  Road, 
Whilftheedlefs  Innocence  ftill  tails  on  Ruin  ; 
Yet,  whilft  by  Love  infpir'd,  I  willpurfuc 
What  Men  by  Courage,  we  by  Love  can  do. 
Not  even  his  Falihood  (hall  my  Claim  remiOVe  \  ^ 

From  mutual  Fires  none  can  true  PalTion  prove  ;  > 

For  like  to  like,  is  Gratitude  not  Love.  ^ 

The  End  of  the  Fourth   ACT, 


A  C  T    V. 

SCENE,  j^n  Anti-chamber  in  Lucinda'j  Houfe  5 
the  Flat  Scene  half  open^  difcovers  a  Bed-Cham-^ 
her  5  Lucinda  in  her  Night-Gown^  and  reading  by 
a  liable. 

Enter  RoebUck  groping  his  'VJay, 
Roeh,  f~\  N  what  new  happy  Climate  am  I  thrown  ? 

^^  This  Houfe  isLfOve's  Labyrinth  ;  I  have  flumbled 
into  it  by  chance.  —  Ha  !  an  lUufion  !  let  me  look  again^ 
*•— Eyes,  if  you  play  me  falfe,  \_Looking  about. ']  I'll  pluck  ye 
out.  — 'Tis  fhe  !  'tis  Lucinda  !  alone,  undrefs'd,  in  a  Bed- 
chamber, between  Eleven  and  Twelve  a  Clock.  — -  A  blefTed 
Opportunity  ! — Now  if  her  innate  Principle  of  Vertue  defend 
her,  then  is  my  innate  Principle  of  Manhood  not  worth  Two- 
pence,   Hold,    Ihe  comes  forward.  [Lucinda    ap-^ 

proaches  reading* 
Luc.  Unjuft  Prerogative  of  faithlefs  Man, 
Abufing  Pow'r  which  partial  Heaven  has  granted  ! 
In  former  Ages,  Love  and  Honour  ftood 
As  Props  and  Beauties  to  the  Female  Caufe; 
But  now  lie  proftltute  to  Scorn  and  Sport. 
Man,  made  our  Monarch,  is  a  Tyrant  grown^ 
And  Woman-kind  muit  bear  a  fecond  FalL, 

Roeh 
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Roeh.  {^Afide.']  Ay,  and  a  third  too,  or  Tm  miflakcn.  —  I 
muft  divert  this  plaguy  Romantick  Humour. 

Luc.  While  Vertue  guided  Peace,  and  Honour  War, 
Their  Fruits  and  Spoils  were  Offerings  made  to  Love, 

Roeb.  And  'tis  fo  fliil ;   for  {raifvng  k'ls  Voice,') 
Beau  vvnth  earliefl:  Cherries  Mils  does  grace, 
And  Soldier  offers  Spoils  oi  Flanders  Lace. 

Luc.  Ha  ;  —  Proted  me,  Hcav'ns  !  what  art  thou  ? 

Roeh.  A  Man,  Madam. 

Luc.  What  accurfed  Spirit  has  driven  you  hither  ? 

Rock  The  Spirit  of  Flefh  and  Blood,  Madam. 

Luc.  Sir,  what  Encouragement  have  you  ever  received  to 
j;  prompt  you  to  this  Impudence? 

I  Rocb.  Umph  !  I  mull:  not  own  the  Reception  of  a  Note 
'  from  her.  C4f^de.)  Faith,  Madam,  I  know  not  whether  to 
,  attriSute  it  to  Chance,  Fortune,  my  good  Stars,  my  Fate,  or 
I  my  Deftiny  :  But  here  I  am,  Madam,  and  here  1  will' be, 
I  {faking  her  by  t^he  Hand. 

I  Ltic.  {Pulling  her  Hand  aijay.)  If  a  Gentleman,  my  Com- 
mands may  caute  you  to  withdraw  ;  if  a  Ruffian,  my  Foot- 
men lliall  difpofe  of  you. 

Roeb.  Madam,  I'm  a  Gentleman  ;  I  know  how  to  oblige 
a  Lady,  and  how  to  faveher  Reputation.  My  Love  and  Ho- 
nour go  link'd  together ;  they  are  my  Principals  :  and  if  you'll 
be  my  Second,  we'll  engage  immediately. 

Luc.  Stand  off.  Sir  ;  the  Name  of  Love  and  Honour  are 
burlefqu'd  by  thy  profelling  'cm.  Thy  Love  is  Impudence,  and 
thy  Honour  a  Cheat.  Thy  Mien  and  Habit  fnew  thee  3  Gen- 
tleman ;  but  thy  Behaviour  is  brutal.  Thou  art  a  Cerdaiir  ; 
only  one  part  Man,  and  the  other  BeafI:. 

Roeb.  Philofophy  in  Petticoats  !  No  wonder  Women  wear 
tlie  Breeches  ;  {Afide.)  and,  Madam,  you  are  a  Demi-God- 
dcfs  ;  only  one  part  Woman,  'tother  Angel  ;  and  thus  divi- 
ded, claim  my  Love  and  Adoration. 

Luc.  Honourable  Love  is  the  Parent  of  Mankind ;  but  thine 
is  the  Corrupter  and  Debafer  of  it.  —  The  PalTion  of  you  Liber- 
tines, is  like  your  Drunkennefs ;  heat  of  Luft,  as  'tother  is  of 
Wine,  and  off  with  the  next  Sleep. 

Roeb.  No,  Madam  ;  aji  Hair  oi  the  fame  —  is  my  Re- 
ceipt. —  Come,  come,  Madam,  all  things  are  laid  to  re(i 
that  will  dillurb  our  Pleafure  ;  whole  Nature  favours  us  ;  the 
kind  indulgent  Stars  thatdireded  me  hither,  wink  at  what  wc 
are  about.  —  'Twere  jilting  of  1-ortuneto  be  nov/idle  ;  and 
ihc,  like  a  true  Woman,  once  baulk  d,  never  affords  afecond 

Oppor- 
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Opportunity.  — I'll  put  out  the  Candle,  the  Toreh  of  Love 
Diall  light  us  to  Bed. 

Luc.  To  Bed,  Sir!  — Thou  haft  Impudence  enough  to  draw, 
thy  Rationality  in  Queftion.  Whence  proceeds  it  ?  From  a 
vain  thought  of  thy  own  Graces,  or  an  Opinion  of  my  Ver- 
tue  ? — Iffrom  the  latter,  know  that  I  am  a  Woman,  whofe 
Modefty  dare  not  doubt  my  Vertue ;  yet  have  fo  much  Pride 
to  fupport  it,  that  the  dying  Groans  of  thy  whole  Sex,  at  my 
Feet,  lliou'd  not  extort  an  immodeft  Thought  from  me. 

Roeb.  Your  Thoughts  may  be  as  modeft  as  you  pleale,  Ma- 
dam.—  You  fhall  be  as  vertuous  to  morrow  Morning  as  e'er 
a  Nun  in  Europe-^  the  Opinion  of  the  World  fl:al]  proclaim 
you  fuch,  and  that's  the  lureft  Charter  the  mod  rigid  Ver- 
tue in  Eyigland  is  held  by.  The  Night  has  no  Eyes  to  fee, 
nor  have  I  a  Tongue  to  tell :  One  Kifs  fhall  fcal  up  my  Lips 
for  ever. 

Luc.  That  uncharitable  Cenfure  of  Women,  argues  the 
meannefs  of  thy  Converlation. 

Roeb.  Her  fuperiour  Vertue  awes  me  into  Coldnefs.  — - 
"^^WiQ  !   it  can't  be  Twelve  fure.  — Night's  a  Lyar.     \Dravjs 

out  his  IVatch^ 

L7ic.  Sir,   if  you  won't  be  gone,    I  muft  fetch   thofe  fliall 

condud  you  hence. My  Eyes  are  da7,led  fure,    [^PaJJlng  by ' 

him  towards  the  Door^  Jhe  perceives  the  Jewel  ty  d  to  the  H^atch. 
Pray,  Sir,  let  m.e  fee  that  Jewel. 

Roeb.  By  Heavens,  flie  has  a  mind  to't  I  — Oh,  'tis  at  your 
Service  with  all  my  Soul. 

Luc.  Wrong  not  my  Vertue  by  fo  poor  a  Thought. —  But 
anfwer  diredly,  as  you  are  a  Gentleman,  to  what  1  now  flialL 
ask  :  whence  had  you  that  Jewel  } 

Roeb.  I  exchanged  Watches  with  a  Gentleman,  and  had  this 
Jewel  into  the  bargain.  He  valu'd  it  not,  'twas  a  Triflefrom 
a  Mi/lrefs. 

Luc.  A  Trifle,  faid  he  :  — Oh  Indignation !  flighted  thus  ! 
—  I'll  put  a  Jewel  out  of  his  Power,  that  he  wou'd  pawn 
his  Soul  to  retrieve.  —  If  you  be  a  Gentleman,  Sir,  whom 
Gratitude  can  work  up  to  Love,  or  a  vertuous  Wife  reclaim,' 
I'll  make  you  a  large  return  for  that  Trifle. 

Roeb.  Hey-day  !  a  Wife,  faid  fhe. 

Luc.  What's  your  Name,  Sir  ?  and  of  what  Country  ? 

Roeb.  My  Name's  Roebuck.^  Madam. 

Luc.  Roebuck ! 

Roeb.  'Sdeath  !  I  forgot  my  Inftruclions.  — Mockmode^  Ma- 
dam. —  Roebuck  Mockmode.^  my  Name,  and  Sir-name.  '  \ 

Luc.  Mockmode^  my  'Squire  I  it  can't  be  I  But  if  it  Ihou'd, 

I've 
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Pve  made  the  better  Exchange. Of  what  Family  a^ e  you, 

Sir? 

Roeh.  Of  Mock-mod:'HaUmShropfirre,  Madam,  My  Father's 
lately  dead;  I  came  lately  from  the  Uiiiveriity;  I  have  Fif- 
teen hundred  Aqiqs  of  as  good  fighting  Ground  as  any  in  E^- 
glayi.i. —  'Tv>-as  lucky  I  met  that  Blockhead  to  day.  ^^ApJe, 

Luc.  The  very  lame.— —And  had  you  any  DirccTdons  to 
court  a  Lady  in  London  ? 

Roeb.  UmphI — How  fliouVi  I  have  found  the  way  hither 
elfe,  Madam  ?  What  the  Devil  will  this  come  to  >       '  [_/lJide. 

Luc.  My  Fool  that  I  dreamt  of,  1  find  a  pretty  Gentleman. 
— Dreams  go  by  Gontraries. — Well,.  Sir,   I  am  the  Lady; 
and  if  your  Deligns  are  honourable,  I'm  yours ;  take  a  tura 
in  the  G-  rden,  till  I  fend  for  my  Chaplain  :   You  mud  talce 
me  immediately,  for  if  I  cool,  I'm  loir  for  ever.  [_Exit. 

Roeh.  I  think  I  am  become  a  very  fobcr  Shroppire  Gentle- 
man in  good  earncft;  I  don't  flart  at  the  Nam.eofthe  Parfon. 

Oh  Fortune !  F  ortune !  what  art  thou  dping  ?   If  thou 

and  my  Friend  will  throw  me  into  the  Arms  of  a  fine  Lady, 
and  great  P^ortnne,  how  the  Devil  can  I  help  it !  Oh  but , 
Zoons,  there's  Marriage  !  Ay,  but  there's  Money.— Oh  but 
there  are  Children,  fquawling  Children.  Ay,  but  then  there 
are  Rickets  and  Small-Pox.,  Vv^hich  perhaps  may  carry  them  all 

away. Oh  but   there's   Horns  !  Horns  !  Ky^   but    then  I 

fhall  go  to  Heaven;  for 'tis  but  rcafonable,  fince  all  Marriages 
are  made  in  Heaven,  that  all  Cuckolds  Ihould  go  thither. — 
But  then,  there's  Leanthc !  that  flicks.  I  love  her,  witnefs,  Hea- 
ven, I  love  her  to  that  Degree.- — pLiaw,  I  Ih.all  whine  pre- 
fcntly.  I  love  her  as  well  as  any  Woman ;  and  what  can 
he  expe6l  more  .^  I  can't  drag  a  Lover's  Chahi  a  hundred 
Miles  by  Land,  and  a  hundred  Leagues  by  Water. — For- 
une  has  decreed  it  other  wife. — S"o  lead  on,  blind  Guide,  I 
bllow  thee;  and  when  the  Blind  leads  the  Blind,  no' wonder 
hey  both  fall  into — ?vlatrimony.  IGuing  out.,  meets  Leanthe. 
3h  my  dear  aufpicious  little  Mercziry  I'  let  me  kifs  thee.— 
jfOtell  thy  Charming  Miftrefs,  I  obey  her  Commands.  \Ex':t. 
Enter  Leanthe. 

Lean.  Her  Comnnands '  Oh  Heavens'  I  muH  follow  him. 

{Going. 

Luc.  Page,  Page. 

Lean.  Ohmiycurs\i  Fortune!  bau'k'd  again! — Madam. 

Luc.  Call  my  Chaplain;  I'm  t:^  be  marry'd  prefently. 

Lean.  Marry'd  fo  fuddenly !  To  whom,  pray  Madam  .^ 

Liic.  To  the  Gentleman  you  met  going  hence  jufl  now. 

Le.vri.  OhHeavcni !  your  Ladyiliip  is  not  in  earnell^^  Madam  r 

i:  L:ic. 
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hue.  What,  Is  Matrimony  to  be  made  a  JcH  of  ?  Don't  be 
impertinent,  Boy;  call  him  inftantly. 

Lean.  What  Diall  I  do  ? Oh,  Madam,  fafpend  it  till 

the  Morning,  for  Heav'n's  fake.  Mr.  LotcvjcII\  in  the  Houfc  ; 
I  met  him  not  half  an  Hour  ago ;  and  he  will  certainly  kill 
the  Gcntlenian,  and  perhaps  harm  your  Ladyfiiip. 

Luc,  LoTewellm  my  Houfe!  How  came  he  hither? 

Lean.  I  know  not.  Madam.     Ifawhim,  andtalk'dto  him; 
he  had  his  Sword  drawn,  and  he  threatned  every  body.     Pray  , 
delay  it  to  Night,  Madam.  '  \ 

Luc.  No,  Fm  refolv'd;  and  I'll  prevent  hisdifcoveringus;,; 
I'll  put  on  a  Suit  of  )ourCloaths,  and  order  Prndrefs  to  carry  \ 
her  Night-Gown  to  the  Gentleman  in  the  Garden,   and  bid 
him  meet  me  in  the  lower  Arbour,  in  the  Well  Corner,  and 
fend  the  Ciiaplain  thither  inilantly.  [^;>.  ' 

Ltc7n.  Hold,  fortune,  hold;  thou  haft  entirely  won; 
For  I  am  loft.     Thus  long  I  have  been  rack'd 
On  thy  tormenting  Wheel,  and  now  my  Heart-ftriiigs  break. 
Difcovering  who  1  am,  expofes  me  to  Shame. 
'i  hen  what  on  Earth  can  help  me  ? 

Enur  Pindrefs. 

Pin.  Oh  Lord,  Page,  w^hat's  the  matter  r  Here's  old  doings, 
or  rather  new  doings.  Prithee,  let  you  and  1  throw  in  our 
Two-pence  apiece  into  this  Marriage-Lottery.  x  || 

Le.-^n.  You'll  draw  nothing  but  Blanks,  Pll  alPure  you,  from  ' 
me. Butftay  let  me  conlider  o''th'Buiinefs. 

Pin.  No  Gonlideration  ;  the  Eus'nefs  muft  be  done  hand, 
over-head. 

Lean.  Well.  I  have  one  Card  to  play  ftill ;  and  with  you,^ 
Pindrefs .  [  Takes  her  Hand. 

Pin.  You  expccl  tho'  that  I  ilould  turn  up  Trumps. 

Lean.  No,  not  if  I  ftiuffie  right.  [4/;'^^.]  —  V/ell,  Pindrefs., 
'tis  a  Match.  Be  gone  to  the  lower  Arbour,  at  the  Weft-corner 
of  the  Garden,  and  Pll  come  to  thee  immediately  with  the 
Chaplain.  You  muft  not  whifper,  for  we  muft  pafs  upon  the 
Chaplain  for  my  Lady  and  the  Gentleman. Hafte. 

Pin.  Sha'n't  I  put  on  my  new  Gov/n  ftrft } 

Lean.  No,  no,  you  fhall  have  a  Green-Gown  for  your  Wed- 
ding in  the  Arbour. 

Ph.  A  Green-Gown' Well  all  Flefh  is  Grafs. 

Lean.  Make  hafte,  my  Spoufe,  fly. 

Pin.  And   will  you  come  ?   will  you  be  fure  to  come  ? 

O  my  little  Green-Goofeberry,  my  Teeth  Waters  at 

ye, 

Lean.  Now  Chance. — No,  thou'rt  blind. 

a  T'heu 
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*Then  Lovc^  he  thou  my  Guide^  and [et  me  right ; 

Tho^  bl'tnd^  like  Chance^  you  have  hefl  Eyes  by  Night >      [Exit. 

SCENE  Bullfinch^  Honfe, 

Enter  Lovewell,  Brufh  and  Servant. 

Love.  Mr.  Lyrick  abroad,  fay'ft  thou  !  and  Mochmode  with 
him ! 

Serv.  All  abroad,  my  Miflrefs  and  all. 

Love,  I  don't  underitand  this. Brup^  run  to  Lucinda\ 

Lodgings,  and  obferve  what's  doing  there  :  I  fpyM  fome  hafty 
Lights  glancing  thro'  the  Rooms  ;  I'll  follow  you  prcfently. 
{Exit  Brufh.]"- Can't  you  inform  me  which  way  they  went? 

Serv,  Perhaps  l>^\i .  Mockmode\  Man  can  inform  ye. 

hove.  Pray  call  him. 

Serv.  Mr.  Chib,  Mr.  Chib. 

Love.  What,  is  the  Fellow  deaf? 

Serv.  No,  Sir,  but  he's  alleep,  and  in  Bed. Mr.  Cluh. 

Mr.  Club. 

Club.  Augh — \Tavjning\   I'm  afleep ,    I'm  afleep  ;   don't 
wake  me. Augh. 

Serv.  Here's  a  Gentleman  wants  ye. 
£;?/erClub,  -vjith  his  Coat  unbutton' d.,  his  Garters  tinty^d.^  fcratck- 
rag  and  yawning.^  as  newly  vjaken* d  from  Bed. 

Club.  V  OX  o'yout  London  Breeding;  what  makes  you  waken 
'a  Man  out  of  his  Sleep  that  way  .^ 
«    Love.  Where's  your  Mailer,  pray  Sir  ? 

.     Club.  Augh. 'Tis  a  fad  thing  to  be  broken  of  ones  Reft 

mis  way. 

Love.  Can  you  inform  me  where  your  Mailer's  gone  > 

Club.  MyMafter! Augh [Stretching  and yarwrn^g. 

Love.  Yes,  Sir,  your  Mailer. 

Club.  My'Malier! — -Augh. What  a  Clock  is  it,  Sir? 

I  believe  'tis  pad  Midnight,  for  I  have  gotten  my  firft  Sleep, 
—  Augh 

Love.  Thou'rt  alleep  fliil,  Blockhead.    Anfwer  me,  or — 
Where's  your  Mailer  ? 

Club.  Augh. 1  had  the  pleafantefl  Dream  when   you 

call'd  me Augh. I  thought  my  Mailer's  great  black 

Stone-horfe  had  broke  loofe  among  the  Mares. Augh. 

And  fo,  Sir,  you  call'd  me. Augh. And  fo  I  v/a- 

ken'd. 

Love,  Sirrali,  [Strikes  him.'] — —Now  your  Dream's  out,  I 
hope. 
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Ckb.  Zauns,  Sir  !  what  d'ye  mean,  Sir  ?  My  Mafler's  as 
good  a  Man  as  you,  Sir ;  Dcm  me,  Sir. 

Love.  Tell'  me  prefently  where  your  Mailer  is,  Sirrah,  or 
ril  duftthe  Secret  out  of  your  Jacket. 

C^hib.  Oh  Sir,  your  Name's  L(5Z'rzy^//,  Sir! 

luove.  What  then,  Sir  ? 

^hib.  Why  then^my  Mailer  is where  you  are  not.  Sir. 

, —  My  Mailer's  in  a  fine  Ladies  Arms,  and  you  are  — here, 
I  take  it.  {Shrugging, 

Love.  Has  he  got  a  Whore  a  Bed  with  him  > 

Chib,  He  may'^be  Father  to  the  Son  ofa  Whore  by  this  time, 
if  your  Millrefs  Luclnda  be  one.  Mr.  Lyrick  did  his  Bus'nefs, 
and  my  Mailer  will  do  her  Bus'nefs,  I  warrant  him,  if  o'th* 
xi'^ht  Shropfrire  Breed,  which  I'm  fare  he  is,  for  my  Mother 
nurs'dhimon  my  Milk. 

Love.  Two  Calves  fuckl'd  on  the  fame  Cow^ — Ha,  ha,  ha. 
Gramercy  Poet ;  has  he  brought  the  Play  to  a  Catailrophe  fo 
foon  ?  A  rare  Executioner,  to  clap  him  in  the  P^emale  Pillo- 
ry already  !  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Chfb.  Ay,  Sir  ;  and  a  Pillory,  that  you  wou'd  give  your 
Ears  for ;  I  warrant,  you  think  my  Mailer's  over  Head  and 
T^ars  in  the  Irijh  Quagmire  you  wou'd  have  drown'd  him  in. 
But,  Sir,  we  have  foimd  the  bottom  on't. 

Love.  He  may  pafs  over  the  Quagmire,  Sirrah  ;  for  there 
were  flepping  Stones  laid  in  his  way. 

Club.  He  has  got  over  dry-iliod,  FU  aiTure  you.  —  Pray, 
Sir,  did  not  you  receive  a  Note  from  Lttcmda^  the  true  Lu- 
ct-uda^  to  meet  her  at  Ten  in  her  Garden,  to  Night?  —  Why 
don't  you  laugh  now,.^  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Love.  'Sdeath,  Pvafcal,  What  Intelligence  cou'd  you  have 
of  that  ? 

Club.  Hold,  Sir,  I  have  more  Intelligence.  You  threw 
Mr.  Lvr'tck  his  Poem,  in  a  hurry,  in  the  Park,  and  juilled  that 
fvvect  Letter  out  of  your  Pocket,  Sir.  This  Letter  fell  into 
my  Mailer's  ITands,  Sir,  and  difcover'd  your  Sham,  Sir,  your 
Trick,  Sir.  Now,  Sir,  I  think  you're  as  deep  in  the  Mud  as 
he  is  in  the  Mire. 

Love.  Curs'd  Misfortune! — And  where  arethey  gone,  Sir? 
Quickly,  the  Truth,  the  whole  Truth,  Dog,  or  I'll  fpit  you 
like  a  Sparrow. 

Chib.  I  defign  to  tell  you,  Sir.  Mr.  Lyrick.,  Sir,  being  my 
Mailer's  intimate  Friend,  or  fo,  upon  a'Bribe  ofa  Hundred 
Founds,  or  fo,  has  fidcd  with  him,  taken  him  to  Lucinda^s 
Garden  in  your  flead,    and  there's  a  Parfon,  and  all,    and  fo 

forth. Now,   Sir,    I  hope  the  Poet  has  brought  the 

Play 
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Play  to  a  very  good  Cata Cata — what  d'ye  call  him,  Sir? 

Loze.  'Twas  he  I  cncounterM  in  the  Garden. 'Sdeath! 

Trick'd  by  the  Poet;  Pll  cut  off  one  of  his  Limbs,  I'll  make 
a  Synaloepha  ofhim  ;  I'll — - 

C///^.  He,  he,  he  I — Two  Calves  fucjvM  on  the  fame  Cow! 
...  He,  he ! 

Love.  Nay,  then  I  begin  with  you.  [.Or//^.f  l.'rr?. 

Club.  Zauns!  Muiderl  Demmc!  Zauns !  Murder  !  Zauns : 
[^Rh?2S  offj  and  Lovewell  after  hirii. 

SCENE  chay?ges  to  the  /hti-Chmnhcr  in  LucindaV  Hotifc  ^ 
a  Hat  and  Sword  en  the  Tabic.     ■    - 

'Enter  Brufh. 

Brufi.  I  have  been  peeping  and  crouching  about  like  a 
Cat  a  moufing.  Ha !  I  fmelf  a  Rat- — A  Sword  and  Hat  '— 
There  are  certainly  a  pair  of  Breeches  appertaining  to  thcfe, 

and  may  be  lap'd  up  in  my  Lady's  Lavender,  who  knows : 

[_Liftens, 

Enter  Lovewell  in  a  hurry. 

Love.  What,   Sir  ?  What    are    you    doing  ?   I'm  ruin'd, 
trick'd.- — 
.    Brujh.  I  believe  fo  too.  Sir. See  here!  — 

j  [^Shevjs  the  Hat  and  Sword. 
Love.  By  all  my  Hopes,  Koe-htick\  Hat  and  Sword.  This  is 
Miichief  upon  Mifchief.  Run  you  io  the  Garden,  Sirrah ; 
and  if  you  find  any  Body  fccure  'em,  I'll  fearch  the  Houfe. 
■ — I'm  ruin'd  ! Flyr' — Rocbuckl What  hoa? — Roebuck'^. 


Enter 'R.oehnck  unbutton'' d ;  runs  to  'LovcwtW  and  embraces  hiyn. 

Roeb.  Dear,  dear  Lovewell.,  wiOi  me  Joy,  wifh  me  Joy,  my 
.^riend. 
;    Love,  Of  what,  Sir  ? 

Roeb.  Of  the  dearell,  tender'ft,  whitefl,  fofted  Bride,  that 
"ver  bled  Man's  Arms.  I'm  all  Air,  all  aCupid.,  all  Wings, 
.ind  mult  fly  again  to  her  Embraces.  Detain  me  not,  my 
^riend. 

Love.  Hold,  Sir  ;  I  hope  you  mock  me !  tho'  that  it  felf  s 
.nkind. 

Roe^.  Mock  you !— By  Heav'ns,  no  !  Sh^'smore  than  Senfe 

F  3  C:\I1 
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can  bear,  cr  Tongue  exprefs. OLucwdal  Shou'd  Hea- 
ven— 

Love.  Hold,  Sir,  no  more. 

Roeb.  Fm  on  the  Rack  of  Pleafure,  and  muft  confefs  all. 
When  her  foft  melting,  white,  and  yielding  Wade, 
Within  my  grefling  Arms  was  folded  faft, 
Our  Lips  were  melted  down  by  Heat  of  Love, 
And  lay  incorporate  in  liquid  KilTes, 
Whilft  in  foft  broken  Sighs,  we  catchM  each  other's  Souls. 

Love.  Come,  come,  l^£>^/'/^r^,  no  more  of  this  Extravagance. 
By  Heav'nl  fwear  youfha'n't  marry  her. 

Roeh.  By  Heav'n  I  fwear  fo  too  ;  for  I'm  marry'd  alrea- 
dy. 

Love,  Then  thou'rt  a  Villain. 

Roeb.  A  Villain,  Man  ! Plhaw,  that's  Nonfenfe.     A 

poor  Fellow  can  no  fooner  get  marry'd,  than  you  imagine  he 
may  be  call'd  a  Villain  prelently. — You  may  call  me  Fool, 
a  Blockhead,  or  an  i.'\fs,  by  the  Authority  of  Cuftom:  But 
why  a  Villain,  for  God's  fake? 

Love.  Did  not  you  engage  to  m.eet,  and  fight  a  Gentlem^an 
for  me  in  Moorfields  ? 

Roeh.  Did  not  you  promife  to  engjige  a  Lady  for  me  at  the 
Fountain,  Sir  ? 

Love.  This  Luch:da  Is  my  Miftrefs,  Sir. 

Roeb.  This  Luc'mda^  Sir,  is  my  Wife. 

Love.  Then  this  decides  the  matter. Draw. 

[Throws  Roebuck  his  Sivord  and  draws  his  own. 

Roeh.  Prithee  be  quiet,  Man,-  Tve  other  Bulinefsto  mind  on 
my  Wedding-night.     I  mult  iii  to  my  Bride.  {Going. 

Love,  Holdy  Sir  ;  move  a  (lep,  and  by  Heavens  I'll  ftab 
thee. 

Roeh.  Put  up,  put  up ;  Piliaw,   I  a' n't  prepared  to  die ;  I 
a'n't.  Devil  take  me. 

Love.  Do  you  dally  with  me.  Sir } 

Roeh.  Why,  you  won't  be  fo  unconfcionable  as  to  kill  a 
Man  fo  fuddenly ;  Iha'n't  made  my  Will  yet.  Perhaps  i  may  j 
leave  you  a  Legacy. 

Love.  Pardon  me.  Heavens,  if  prefs'd  by  dinging  Taunts, 
my  PalTiou  urge  my  Arm  to  a6l  what's  foul. 

[Offers  to  pup  at  him, 

Roeb.  Hold.  ^Taking  up  his  Sword.']  'Tis.fafeil  making  Peace, 

they  fay,  with  Sword  in  Hand. I'll  tell  thee  what,  Ned'^ 

I  wou'd  not  lofe  this  Night's  Pleafure  for  the  Honour  of  fight' 
ing  ?Xi(^  vanquifhing  the  S^ytn  Champions   of  Chriftendom, 

Permit 
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Permit  me  then  but  this  Night  to  return  to  the  Arms  of  my 
dear  Bride,  and  Faith  and  Troth  I'll  take  a  fair  Thrud  with 
you  to  morrow  Morning. 

Love.  What!  beg  apoor  Reprieve  for  Life! — Then  thou' it 
a  Coward. 

Roeh.  You  imagin'd  the  contrary,  when  you  employed  me 
to  fight  for  you  in  MoorfieUs. 

Lcz'c.  Will  nothing  move  thy  Gallr  —  Thcu'rt  bafe,  un- 
grateful. 

Roeb.  Ungrateful,  I  love  thee,  AW;  by  Heavens,  m.y  Friend, 
I  love  thee  :  Therefore  name  not  that  Word  again,  for  fuch 
a  Repetition  wou'd  overpay  all  thy  Favours. 
.Love,  A  cheap,  a  very  cheap  w^ay  of  making  Acknov/ledg- 
ment,  and  therefore  thou  haft  catch'd  it,  which  makes  thee 
more  ungrateful. 

Rocb.  My  Friendihip  even  yet  does  balance  Paffion  ;  but 
throw  in  the  leaft  Grain  m.orc  of  an  Affront,  and  by  Heaven 
you  turn  the  Scale. 

Love.  [^Pd;{fiy2gr\  No,  I've  thought  better ;  my  Reafon  clears  : 
She's  not  worth  my  Sword;  a  Bully  only  fnou'ddraw^  in  her 
Defence,  for  (he's  falfe,  a  Proilitute.  l^Pnts  up  bis  Sword, 

Rocb.  AProllitute!  by  Heavens  thou  ly'ft.  ^^Draivs.'] — Thou 
haft  blafphem'd.  Her  Vertue  anfwers  the  uncorrupted  State 
of  Woman;  fo  much  above  Modefty,  that  it  mocks  Tempta- 
tion. She  has  convinced  me  of  the  bright  Honour  of  her  Sex, 
and  I  ftand  Champion  now  for  the  fair  Female  Caufe. 

Love.  Then  I  have  loft  what  nought  on  Earth  can  pay. 
Curfe  on  all  Doubts,  all  Jealoufies,  that  deftroy  our  prefent 
Happincfs,  by  miftrufting  the  future.  Thus  Misbelievers  ma- 
king their  Heaven  uncertain,   find  a  certain  Hell, And  is 

fhe  vertuous  ^ found  the  bold  Charge  aloud,    which  does 

proclaim  me  guilty. 

Rocb.  By  Heavens,  as  vertuous  as  thy  Sifter. 

Love,  My  Sifter  ! Ha!— -I  fear,    Sir,  your  Marriage 

with  Luanda  has  Wrong'd  m.y  Sifter  ;  for  her  you  courted,  and 
\  heard  flie  lov'd  you. 

Roeb.  I  courted  her,  'tis  true,  and  lov'd  her  alfo  ;  nay,  my 
IrfOve  to  her  rival'd  my  Friendfnip  tow'rds  — ,  and  had  my 
Fate  allow'd  mc  time  for  Thought,  her  dear  Remembrance 
might  have  ftop'd  the  Marriage.  But  fince  'tis  paft  I  muit 
own  to  you,  to  her,  and  all  the  World,  that  I  caft  otf  all 
former  Pairion,^d  ihall  henceforth  confine  my  Love  to  the 
dear  Circle  of  her  charming  Arms  from  which  I  juft  now^ 
parted. 

F  4  £>it<rr 
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'Enter  Leanthe  in  Womay^s  loofe  Apparel. 

Lean,  I  take  you  at  your  Word.  Thefe  are  the  Arms  that 
held  you. 

Roeb.  Oh  God's  and  Happinefs  !  Leanthe  ! 

Love.  My  Sifter!  Heavens !  It  cannot  be. 

Roeb.  By  Heavens  it  can,  it  fhall,    it  muft  be  fo. For 

none  on  Earth  could  give  fuch  Joys  but  flie. Who  v/ou'd 

have  thought  my  Joys  cou'd  bear  Increafe  ?  Lovewell^  my 
Friend  !  This  is  thy  Sifter  !  'Tis  Leanthe !  My  Miftrefs,  my 
Bride,  my  Wife. 

'Lean.  I  am  your  Sifter,  Sir,  as  fuch  I  beg  you  to  pardon 
the  EfFe61:  of  violent  Paltion,  which  has  driven  me  into  fome' 
imprudent  Adions  :  But  none  fuch  as  may  blot  the  Honour 
of  my  Virtue,  or  Family.  To  hold  you  no  longer  in  fufpence, 
'twas  I  brought  the  Letter  from  Leanthe  ;  'twas  I  manag'd 
the  Intrigue  with  Luc'mda  ;  I  fent  the  Note  to  Mr«  R.Qehuck. 
this  Afternoon  ;  and  I 

Roeb.  That  was  the  Bride  of  happy  me. 

Love.  Thou  art  my  Sifter  and  my  Guardian-Angel ;  for  thou 
haft  blefs'd  thy  felf,  and  blefs'd  thy  Brother.  Lucinda  ftill  is 
ilife,  and  may  be  mine. 

Roeb.  May!  — -She  fhall  be  thine,  my  Friend, 

Love,  Where  is  Luanda  ? 

Enter  Mockmode, 

Mock.  Not  far  off;  tho'  far  enough  from  you,  by  theUni- 
verfe. 

Lean.  You  muft  give  me  leave  not  to  believe  you,  Sir. 

Mock.  Oh,   Madam  I    I  crave  you  ten  thoufand  Pardons, 

by  the  Univerfe,    Madam. Zauns,   Madam,   Dem  me. 

Madam.  [Offers  to  [ahite  her  awkardly. 

Love.  By  your  leave.  Sir. [Thrifts  him  back, 

Roeb.  Ah,  (Zovi^m  Mockmode  \ -"-'YiQW  do  all  our  Friends 
In  Shropplre  ? 

Mock.  Now,  Gentlemen,  I  thank  you  all  for  your  Trick, 
your  Sham.  You  imagine  I  have  got  your  Whore,  Coufin,- 
^qur  Crack>  But  Gentlemen,  by  the  Affiftance  of  a  Poet^ 
your  Sh'eely  \'i>  metamorphos'd  into  the  real  Lucinda  ;   whicK 

your  Eyes  ftiall  teftilie.    Bring  in  the  Jury  there  Guilty 

or  not  Guilty  ?    ' 

Enter 
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Enter  Lyrick  md  Trudge. 

7r///  Ohmydear^(?£'/'//<ryt.'  [Trudge /^-f-/;?^  Roebuck, /^/?'rfi-ii;j 
cffher  Mafyue,  flies  to  him^  takes  htm  about  the  Neck  and  kiJJ'es 
htm.']  And  Faith  is  it  you,  dear  Joy  ?  And  where  have  you 
been  thefe  feven  long  Years  ? 

Mock.  Zauns  ! 

Roeb.  Hold  off,  Hale  Ini^quity.  - —  Madam,  you'll  pardon 
thisf* —  ['To  Leanthe.. 

Trud.  Indeed  I  won't  live  with  that  Stranger.  You  pro- 
mifed  to  marry  me,  fo  you  did.  —  Ah  Sir,  Neddy's  a  brave 
Boy,  God  blefs  him ;  he's  a  whole  Armful  ;  Lord  knows,  I 
had  a  heavy  Load  of  him. 

Lore.  Guilty,  or  not  Guilty,  Mr.  Mockmode  ? 

Mock.  'Tis  paft  that ;   I  am  condemnM ;   I'm  hang'd  In  the 

Marriage  NooTc. Hark  ye  Madam,   was  this  the  Dodor 

that  let  you  Blood  under  the  Tongue  for  the  Quiniey. 
'  Trtid.  Yes,  that  it  was.  Sir. 

Mock.  Then  he  may  do  fo  again  ;   for  the  Devil  take  me  if 
ever  I  breath  a  Vein  for  ye.  —  Mr.  Lyrick^  is  this  yourPoeti- 
-cal  Friendfhip  } 

Lyr.  I  had  only  a  mind  to  convince  you  of  your  'Squire- 
ihip. 

-  Love.  Now,  Sifter,  my  Fears  are  over.  — But  wherc's  La- 
(inda  ?  How  is  fhe  difpos'd  of  .^ 

Lean.  The  Fear  llie  lay  under  of  being  difcover'd  by  you^ 
gave  me  an  Opportunity  of  impoiing  Pindrefs  upon  her  in- 
flead  of  this  Gentleman,  whom  flie  expe6led  to  wear  one  of 
PindreJ^s  Night-Gowns  as  a  Difguife.  To  make  the  Cheat 
more  current,  fhe  difguis'd  her  felf  in  my  Cloaths.  which  has 
made  her  pafs  on  her  Maid  for  me  ;  and  1  by  that  Opportuni- 
ty putting  on  a  Suit  of  her's,  pad  upon  this  Gentleman  for 
Lucinda.,  my  next  Eufinefs  is  to  find  her  out,  and  beg  her 
Pardon,  endeavour  her  Reconcilement  to  you,  which  the 
Difcovery  of  the  Miflake:^  between  both  will  eafily  effeSt. 

lExIt. 
^  Roeb.  Well,  Sir,    [Jo  Lyrick.]    how  was  your  Plot  car- 
ried on.^ 

Lyr.  Why  this  Squire  (will  you  give  me  leave  to  call  you 

fo  now? )   this  Squire  had  a  mind  to  perfonate  Love-well.,    to 

catch  Lucinda.  —  So  I  made  Trudge  to  perfonate  Lucinda.,  and 

*  fnap  him  in  this  very  Garden. —  Now,  Sir,   you'll  give  me 

leuve  to  write  )Our  LLpthalvmiam  ? 

Mock. 
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Mock.  My  Eplthalammm !  my  Epitaph^  Screech-OwI,  for 
I'm  buried  alive.  But  I  hope  you'll  return  my  hundred  Pound 
I  gave  you  for  marrying  me. 

Lyr.  No ;  but  for  five  hundred  more  Til  unmarry  you.  Thefe 
are  hard  Times,  and  Men  of  Induftry  mufl  make  ?vIoney. 

Mock.  Here's  the  Money,  by  the  Univerfe,  Sir  ;  a  Bill  of 
five  hundred  Pound  Sterling  upon  Mr.  Ditto  the  Mercer  in 
Cheapfide.     Bring  me  a  Reprieve,  and  'tis  yours. 

Lyr.  Lay  it  in  that  Gentleman's  Hands. 

{Gives  Roebuck  tloc  Bill. 

The  Executioner  ihall  cut  the  Rope.  [Goes  to  the  Door., 

and  brings  in  Bullfinch  drejVd  Uke  a  Parfon. 

Here's  Revelation  for  you  ! [Pulls  open  the  Gown. 

Mock.  Oh  thou  damn'd  Whore  of  Babylon ! 

Love.  What  Pope  Joan  the  Second  !   Were  you  the  Prieft  ? 

Bull.  Of  the  Poet's  Ordination. 

Lyr.  Ay,  ay,  before  the  time  of  Chriflianity  the  Poets  were 
Friefls.  ; 

Mock.  No  wonder  then  that  all  the  World  were  Hea- 
thens. 

Lyr,  How  d'ye  like  the  Plot  ?  Wou'd  it  not  do  well  for  ^ 
Play?-— My  Money,   Sir. —  [To  Roebuck, 

Roeb.  No,   Sir  ;    it  belongs  to  this  Gentlewoman. 

[Gives  it  to  Trudge.]  you  havedivorq'd  her,  and  mufl  give  her^ 
feparate  Maintenance.  —  There's  another  turn  of  Plot  you 
were  not  aware  of,  Mr.  Lyrick. 

£;??^r  Lucinda,  Leanthe,  ^;^^  Findrcfs. 

Lite.  You  have  told  me  Wonders. 

Lean.  Here  are  thefe  can  teilifie  the  Truth.  This  Gentle- 
man is  the  real  Mr.  Mock.ynode^  and  much  fuch  another  Per-r 
fon  as  your  Dream  reprefented. 

Roeh.  I  hope.  Madam,  you'll  pardon  my  diffembling,  fincc 
only  the  Hopes  of  fo  great  a  Purchafe  cou'd  caufe  it.  ■ 

Lmc.  Let  my  wilhing  you  much  Joy  and  Happinefs  in  your  i; 
Bride,  teftify  my  Reconciliation ;  and  at  the  Rcqueft  of  your 
Sifter,  Mr.  Lovciuclly  I  raraon  your  paft  Jealoufies.  You 
threatned  me,  Mr.  Lovevjell^  with  an  Irijh  Entertainment  at 
my  Wedding.  I  wifh  it  prefent  now,  to  aflift  at  your  Sifter's 
Nuptials.  i. 

Lean.  At  my  laft  going  hence,  I  fent  for  'em,  and  they're 
ready, 

.  ^c:^A  Love. 
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Love,  Call  'em  in  then. 

\An  \iji,^  Entertainment  of  three  Men  and  three  Women 
drefs'd  after  the  Fingalllan  Fajhion.  ' 

Luc.  I  mufl  reward  your  Sifter,  Mr.  Lovevjell^  for  the  ma- 
ny Services  done  me  as  my  Page.  I  therefore  fettle  my  For- 
tune and  my  felf  on  you,  on  this  Condition,  That  you  make 
over  your  Eftate  in  Ireland  to  your  Sifter,  and  that  Gen- 
tleman. 

Love.  'Tis  done,  only  with  this  Provifo,  Brother,  That  you 
forfakeyour  Extravagancies. 

Roeh.  Brother,  you  know  I  always  flighted  Gold,  .  ^-t*.,*// 
But  moft  when  offerM  as  a  fordid  Bribe.  '    ~^'    " 

I  fcorn  to  be  brib'd  even  to  Vertuc, 
But  for  bright  Vertue's  fake,  I  here  embrace  it.      {Emhranng 

Leanthe. 
I  bave  efpous'd  all  Goodnefs  with  Leanthe.,  ^^  n^ 

And  am  divorcM  from  all  my  former  Follies.  '    "'  \. 

Woman's  our  Fate.     Wild  and  unlawful  Flames 
Debauch  us  fir  ft  .^  and  fofter  Love  reclaims, 
*ThHS  Paradife  -was  lojl  by  Womarfs  Fall 
But  vertuous  Woman  thus  r:ftores  it  all,      [Exeunt  Clones* 
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EPILOGUE: 

Written    and    fpoke    by    Jo.  Haynes 
in  Mourning. 


/Come  not  here^  your  Poet*s  Fate  to  'fee^ 
He  and  his  Play  may  both  be  damn' d  for  me: 
No^  Royal  Theatre^  I  come  to  Mourn  for  Thee. 
And  mujl  thefe  StruBures  then  untimely  fall ^ 
Wh'tlfl  th*  other  Houfe  ftands^  and  gets  the  Devil  and  all  ? 
Mufiftill  kind  Fortune  through  all  IVeathers  Jleer  ''em  ? 
And  Beauties  bloam  there fpight  ^/Edax  Reriim. 
Vivitiir  Ingcnio,  that  damn'd  Motto  there^     [Looking  up  at  it. 
Seduc'd  mefirft  to  be  a  wicked  Player. 
Hard  T'imes  indeed ;  Oh  Tempora  I  Oh  Mores  ! 
/  knew  that  Stage  mujl  down^  where  not  one  Whore  is. 

"But  can  yoti  have  the  Hearts  tho''  ?  — {Pray  new  fpeak,j 
After  all  our  Services^  to  let  us  break  ; 
Tou  cannot  do't.^  unlefs  the  Devil's  in  ye^ 
What  Arts^  what  Merit.^  hadn't  we  us*d  to  win  ye  ? 
jF/r/?,  to  divert  ye  with  for/ie  new  French  Strowlers  ; 
We  brought  ye  Bona  Sere's,  Barba  Colars.  [Mocking  the 

late  Singers. 

WJoen  their  Male -'throats  no  longer  drew  your  Money  ; 
We  got  ye  an  Eunuch's  Pi_pe.,  Seignior  Rampony. 
7%atBeardlefs  Songjier  we  coti^d  ne'er  make  much  on  ; 
'the  Females  found  a  damn' d  Blotch  in  her  Scutcheon. 
An  Itah'an  now  we''ve got  of  mighty  Fame .^ 
Don  Sigifmondo  YidjtXi.  — there'' s  Mujlck  in  his  Name  ; 
His  Voice  is  like  the  Mufick  of  the  Spheres^ 

It  Jhou'd  be  Heavenly  for  the  Price  it  bears.  20 /.  a  time. 

He^s  a  handfome  Fellow  too.^  looks  brisk  and  trim  ; 
If  he  don't  take  ye ^  then  the  Devil  take  him. 

Bejides^ 
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Bejldes^  left  our  white  Faces  always  mayn't  delight  ye^ 
We'ie  Pickt  up  Gip/ies  no-w  to  p leaf e^  or  fright  yet, 

Laftly  to  make  our  Houfe  more  Courtly  Jhine^ 
As  'Travel  does  the  Me'/i  of  Mode  refine y 
So  our  Stage-Hero's  did  their^oxM  dcfign. 
T'o  mend  their  Manners,  and  coarfe  Englifh  Feeding^ 
'jthey  went  to  Ireland,  to  improve  their  Breeding : 
Tety  for  all  this^  wc  ftill  are  at  a  lofs^ 
Oh  Collier  !  Collier  !  thotift  frighted  away  Mifs  C — S  : 
She^  -  to  return  our  Foreigner'' s  Complaifance^ 
At  Cupid' J-  call,,  has  made  a  Trip  to  France. 
Love's  Fire  Arms  here,,   are  fiK:e  not  worth  a  Sous  z 
IVe'^ve  loft  the  only  Touch-hole  of  our  Houfe. 

I 

Lojing  that  'Jewel,,  gave  us  a  fatal  Blow  : 
Well,,  if  thin  Audience  rnuft  Jo.  Haynes  iindo,, 
Well^  if  "'tis  decreed,,  nor  can  thy  Fate,  0  Stage  I 
Reft  ft  the  Vows  of  this  obdurate  Age,, 
ril  then  grow  wifer,,  leave  off  placing  the  Fool^ 
And  hire  this  Play-houfe  for  a  Boarding-School. 
D''ye  think  the  Maids  won't  be  in  a  f we et  Condition^ 
When  they  are  under  Jo.  W.'xyw.t'bS grave  'Tjiition'i 
They'll  have  no  occafiou  then,,  Pm  fure^  to  Play^ 
They'' II  have  fuch  Comings-in  another  way. 
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To  the  Honourable 


Sir  Roger  Mojly It,  Baronet^ 

Of  MoJiyn-^Hall  in  Flintjkire. 


S  IR 


^n^S  no  final!  Reflexion  on  Pieces  of  this  Nature^  that  Vanegy^ 
•*•  rick  is  fo  much  irnpro-i^d^  and  that  Dedication  isgrojvn  more 
an  Art  than  Poetry ;  that  Authors^  to  make  their  Patrons  more 
than  Men^  make  themfelves  lefs ;  and  that  Perfons  of  Honour  are 
fjrc'd  to  decline  Patronizing  Wit^  becaufe  their  Modefty  cannot  heat 
the  grofs  Strokes  of  Adtdation. 

But  give  me  leave  to  fay  ^  Sir^  that  I  am  too  young  an  Author  to 
have  learnt  the  Art  of  Flattery  \  and^  I  hope ^'  the  fame  Modejly 
tvhich  recommended  this  Play  to  the  JVorld^  will  alfo  reconcile  my 
Addreffes  to  you^  of  whom  I  can  fay  nothing  but  what  your  ^\^r\\.9 
may  warranty  and  all  that  have  the  Honour  of  your  Acquainiance 
will  be  proud  to  vindicate. 

The  greatefl  Pancgyrick  upon  you.^  Sir.,  is  the  unprejudiced  and 
hare  Tfruth  of  your  CharaSier^  the  Fire  of  Tout  h^  with  the  Sedate- 
nefs  of  a  Senator,  and  the  Modern  Gaiety  of  a  fine  Englifh  Ge»^ 
tleman^  with  the  Noble  Solidity  of  the  Ancient  Briton. 

This  is  the  Character^  Sir^  which  all  Men,  but  sour  felf  are 
proud  to  publiJbofTou^  and  which  more  celebrated  V ens  than  mine 
fljould  tranfinit  to  Pofterity. 

The  Pldy  has  had  fome  nohle  Appearances  to  honour  its  Repre- 
fentation  ;  and  to  complete  the  Succefs,  /  have  pre fiim' d  to  pre-' 
fixfo  Noble  a  Name  to  ufher  it  into  the  World.  A  ftately  Fron- 
tifpiece  is  the  Beauty  of  a  Building.  But  here  I  muft  tranfverfi 
Ovid  : 

Materia  fuperabit  Opus. 

I  am,  Honourable  Sir, 
Your  moil:  Devoted, 
and  Humble  Servant, 


G.    FARQJ:HAR^ 


Preface  to  the  Reader. 


AN  affe(3:ed  Modefty  is  very  often  the  greatefl:  Vanity,  and 
Authors  are  fometimes  prouder  of  their  Bluflies  than  of 
the  Praifcs  that  occalion'd  them.  I  fha'n't  therefore,  like  a 
Foolifh  Virgin,  fly  to  be  purfu'd,  and  deny  what  I  chiefly 
wifh  for.  - 1  am  very  willing  to  acknowledge  the'-Beauties  of 
this  Play,  efpecially  thofe  of  the  third  Night,  which  not  to 
be  proud  of,  were  the  height  of  Impudence :  Who  is  afiiam'd 
to  value  himfelf  upon  fuch  Favours,  undervalues  thofe  who 
confer'd  them.  j 

As  I  freely  fubmit  to  the  Criticifms  of  the  Judicious,  fo  I 
cannot  allow  this  an  ill  Play,  lince  the  Town  has  allov/'d  it 
fuch  Succcfs.  When  they  have  pardon'd  my  Faults  'twere 
very  ill  Manners  to  condemn  their  Indulgence.  Some  may 
think  (my  Acquaintance  in  Town  being  too  flendcr  to  make 
a  Party  for  the  Play)  that  the  Succefs  mull  be  deriv'd  from 
the  pure  Merits  of  the  Caufe.  I  am  of  another  Opinion  :  I 
have  not  been  long  enough  in  Town  to  raife  Enemies  againft 
me;  and  the  EngUjlo  are  llill  kind  to  Strangers.  I  am  below 
the  Envy  of  great 'Wits,  and  above  the  Malice  of  little  ones. 
I  have  not  difpleafed  the  Ladies,  nor  offended  the  Clergy  ; 
both  which  are  now  pleas'd  to  fay,  that  a  Comedy  may  be  di- 
verting without  Smut  and  Profanenefs. 

Next  to  thofe  Advantages,  the  Beauties  of  A6lion  gave  the 
greatefl  Life  to  the  Play,  of  which  the  Town  is  fo  fenlible,  that 
^i\  will  joyn  with  me  in  Commendation  of  the  Adors,  and 
allow  (without  detrading  from  the  Merit  of  others)  that  the 
Theatre  Royal  affords  an  excellent  and  compleat  Set  of  Come- 
dians. Mr.  Wilks's  Performance  has  fet  him  fo  far  above  Com- 
petition in  the  part  oi  li^ildair^  that  none  can  pretend  to  envy 
the  Pralfc  due  to  his  Merit.  That  he  made  the  Part,  will  ap- 
pear from  hence,  that  whenever  the  Stage  has  the  Misfortune 
to  lofc  him,  Sir  Harry  Wildair  may  go  to  the  Jubilee. 

A  great  many  quarrel  at  the  Trt^  to  the  Jubilee  for  a  M'l^- 
TJomer :  I  muft  tell  them,  that  perhaps  there  are  greater  Trips 
in  the  Play;  and  when  I  find  that  more  exad  Plays  have  had 
better  Succefs,  Plltalk  with  the  Criticks  i>^o\xt  Decorums^  &c. 
However,  if  I  ever  commit  another  Fault  of  this  Nature,  I'll 
endeavour  to  make  it  more  excufable. 
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PROLOGUE,  ByaFrienl 

PIETS  ivjll  think  nothing  fo  checks  their  Fury 
As  WltSf  CitSy  Beaux y  and  lVo?/.ei  for  their  Jury, 
our  Spark's  half  dead  to  think  zt'hat  Medly's  come, 
IVhh  blended  judgments  to  ponounce  his  Doom. 
'Tls  all  falfe  Fear;  for  in  a  mingled  Pity  ^ 

VVhyy  what  your  grave  Don  thinks  but  dully  zvritj  Cp' 

His  Neighbour  ith"  great  Wig  'may  take  for  Wit.  i\j 

Some  Authors  court  the  FezUy  the  Wife,  if  any  ; 
Our  Touth^s  content  y  if  he  ca7i  reach  the  many, 

who  go  zvith  much  like  Ends  to  Church  and  Play^  .'      |^ 

Not  to  obferve  what  Priefis  or  Poets  fay i  iC,' 

$^0  !  no  !  your  Thought Sy   like  iheirsy  lie  quite  another  way,  iV 

The  Ladies  fafe  mdy  f??i!le  :  for  here's  no  Slander, 
No  Smuty  no  leivd-tongtid  Beau,  no  double  Entendre. 
^Tis  truey  he  has  a  Spark  jufi  come  from  Ifrance, 
But  then  fo  far  frojn  Lean-- — zuhy,  he  talks  Senfe  ! 
Like  Coin  oft  carry  d  out y  but— feldom  brought  from  thence. 
There  s  yet  a  Gang  to  who-m  our  Spark  fubmitSy 
Tour  Elboiv-jhakmg  Focly  that  lives  bys  WitSy 
That's  only  witty  tho',  juji  as  he  ll-yes,  by  'fit's. 
Whoy  Lion-llkey  through  Bailiffs,  fcours  aw  Ay, 
HuntSy  in  the  Face y  a  Dhmer  all  the  Dayy  .:/.f,,.  •.  i.'i 

At  Night  ivith  e-mpty  Bozvels  grumbles  o'er  the  Play, 
And  nozv  the  moaifh  Prentice,  he  implores,  :   .'  ♦>  ■  ■  ■ 

Whoy  zvith  his  Mafiers  Cafhy  fioln  out  cf  Doors, 
Imploys  it  on  a  Brace  of— ^-Honourable  Whores ; 
H'hlle  their  good  bulky  Mother  pleas'd,  fits  by. 
Bawd  Regent  oj  the  Bubble  Gallery. 
Ne^t  to  our  fnounted  Friends,  We  humbU  move^ 
who  all  your  Side-box  Tricks  are  ■r?juch  above. 

And  never  fali  to  pay  us zvith  your  Love. 

Ah  Friends!  Poor  Dorlet  Garden-houfe  is  gone; 
Our  merry  Meetings  there  are  all  undoyie : 
G}uire  loft  to  uSy  fure  for  feme  ftrange  Mlfdeedsy 
That  ftrong  Dog  Sampibn'^  pull'd  it  o'er  our  Heads, 
Snaps  Rope  like  Thread;  but  zvhen  his  Fortune's  told  him. 
He'll  hear  per h.aps  of  Rope  will  one  Day  hold  him  : 
At  leafty    I  hope,  that  our  good-naturd  Town 
Will  find  a  zvay  to  pull  his  Priz.es  down. 

Welly  that  s  all !   Now  Ge?itlemen  for  the  Play, 
On  fecond  Thoughts,  Tve  but  tzvo  Words  to  fay  ; 
Such  as  it  is  for  your  Delight  defign'd. 
Hear  it,  read,  try,  judge,  a?}d  fpeak  as  yon  fini> 

O  2,  Dram:iti 


Dramatis  Perfoncc, 

r    An  airy  Gentleman,^ 
Sit  Harry  midair  J  affeaing  humerous  Gai-  ! 

^  ']  ty  and  Freedom  m  his  j  ^^^^'  ^'^  ^^'^^' 

LBehaviour.  J 

^^W^r/  '  ^^  AdisbandedCollonelo^j.^  p^^.^,;^ 

^i^naara^  \brave  and  generous.       j 

r    Outwardly  Pious,  o-^. 
Vizard^  <  therwife   a  great    De-  vMr.  7lf/7Zf. 

Lbauchee,  andVillanousJ 

^crf  An  old  Merchant,       Mr.  Johnson, 


r    A  pert  London  Pren-^ 

Clincher^  <  tice    turnM  Beau,    and  !>Mr.  P/;?/('^2fte^^/. 

Uffe6ling  Travel.  j 

C//';^^y^^r  jun.        /.   ^^s  Brother,  educatedl^j^r.  B^//oJ'. 
^in  the  Country.  ^ 

D^V;^;;  his  Man,  Mr.  Norrls. 

Torn,  Errand^  a  Porter,  Mr.  Hasncs. 

W  O  M  E   N. 

r    A  Lady  of  a  jilting] 
LurewelL  J  Temper  ,      proceeding!*    ,      ^^  , 

1;  from  a  Relentment  ^f^^^^s,  Ferbruggen, 

v^her  Wrongs  from  Men. J 

'L?idy Darling^    /    An  old  Lady,  Mo-^,y[xs.Powel. 
^ther  to  Angelica.  j 

Angelica^  A  Woman  of  Honour.     Mx^.  Rogers. 

Parly,  Maid  to  LurewelL  Mrs.  Moor, 

Condablc,  Mob,  Porter's  Wife,  Servants,  ^c, 

SCENE,    LONDON. 


(I ) 


THE 


CONSTANT  COUPLE, 


ir^rKJOv^^'^. 


A  C  T    I. 
SCENE,    The  Tark. 

Ezter  Vizard  whh  a  Letter ,^  Servant  foUovj'mg. 
VtzcirdX^^^"^\^^'^''<:^,  l^^^nd  *it    back   unopard  !  fay 
^^^*  you  ? 

Servant.  As  you  lee,  Sir. 
Viz..  The  Pride  of  thefev  irtuous  Wo- 
men is  more  infufferuble,  th^nthe  Im- 
modefly  of  Proftitutcs— After  all  my 
Incouragcmcnt  to  flight  me  thus ! 

.  Serv.  She  faid,  Sir,  that  imagining  your  Morals  fincere, 
fhe  gave  you  Accefs  to  her  Converfation ;  but  that  your  late 
Behaviour  in  her  Company  has  convinc'd  her,that  your  Love 
and  Religion  are  both  Hypocriile,  and  that  ihe  believes  your 
Letter  like  your  felf,  fair  on  the  out-fide,  foul  within ;  fo  fenc 
it  back  unopen'd. 

ViZ.  May  Obftinacy  guard  her  Beauty  till  Wrinkles  bury 
it;  then  may  Delire  prevail  to  make  her  curfe  that  untimely 
Pride  her  difappointed  Age  repents — Pil  be  revcng'd  the  ve- 
ry firif  Opportunity Saw  you  the  old  Lady  DaAuig^  her 

Mother? 

-    Serv,  Yes,  Sir,  and  (lie  was  pleas'd  to  fay  much  in  your  - 

Commendation. 

-•    ViZ.  That's  my  Cue-— x\n  Elkem  grafted  in  Old  Age  is 

hardly 

G  3  Rooted 
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Rooted  ont,  Years  ftiffen  their  Opinions  with  their  Bodies, 
And  old  Zeal  is  only  to  be  cozen'd  by  young  Hypocrifie— '* 
Run  to  the  Lady  Lnrewell's.,  and  know  of  her  Maid, 
Whether  hej-  Ladyfhip  will  be  at  home  this  Evening, 
Her  Beauty  is  fufficientCure  iox  Angelica's  Scorn-  \_ExhServ, 
[Viz.  pulls  out  a  Book^  reads ^  and  walks  about. 

Enter  Smuggler. 

Srmig.  Ay,  there's  a  Pattern  for  the  young  Men  o'th'TImes, 
at  his  Meditation  fo  early,  fome  Book  of  pious  Ejaculations, 
Vm  Aire. 

Viz.  This  Hobs  is  an  excellent  Fellow !  \_4i^de.']  O  Uncle 
Smuggler^.  To  find  yon  in  this  End  o'th'Town  is  a  Miracle. 

Smug.  I  have  feen  a  Miracle  this  Morning  indeed,  Coufiu 
Vizard. 

Viz.  What  is  it,  pray,  Sir  ? 

Sr/2ug.  A  Man  at  his  Devotion  fo  near  the  Court I'm  ve- 
ry glad.  Boy,  that  you  keep  your  Sandity  untainted  in  this 
infedious  Place ;  the  very  Air  of  this  Park  is  Heathenifh,  and 
every  Man's  Breath  I  meet  fcents  of  Atheifm, 

Viz.  Surely,  Sir,  fome  great  Concern  muft  bring  you  to 
this  unfandify'd  End  of  the  Town. 

Smug.  A  very  unfan6i:ify'd  Concern,  truly  Coufin. 

Viz.  What  is'tr 

Smug.  A.  Law-Suit,  Boy Shall  I  tell  you? My  Ship 

t\\QSivan  is  newly  arriv'd  from  St.  Sebaftian.^  laden  with  Por^ 
tugalWincs :  Now  the  impudent  Rogue  of  a  Tide-waiter  ha$ 
the  Face  to  affirm,  'tis /r^;?.-/^  Wines  in  ^^^^^//^  Casks,  and  has 

mdi<Sl:ed  me  upon  the  Statute OConfcience!  Confcience! 

Thefe  Tide-waiters  and  Surveyors  plague  us  more  with  their 

French  Wines,  than  the  War  did  with  French  Privateers « 

Ay,  there's  another  Plague  of  the  Nation 

Enter  Co  lion  el  Standard. 

A  red  Coat  and  Feather. 

Vtz.  Col.  Standard.,  I'm  your  humble  Servant, 

Stand.  May  be  not,  Sir. 

Vz.  Whyfo? 

Stand.  Becaufe I'm  disbanded. 

Viz.  How?  Broke! 

Stand.  This  very  Morning,  in  Hide-Park.,  my  brave  Regi-» 
tnent,  a  thoufand  Men  that  look'd  like  Lions'  ycflcrday  were 
fc^tter'd,  and  look'd  as  poor  and  fimple  as  the  Herd  of  Deer 
that  gra^'d  befide  'em. 

Smug.  Tal,  al,  deral  [_Singing.']  I'll  have  a  Bonfire  this 
Night  as  high  as  the  Monument, 


The  Conjiant  Cou^le.'l  -^ 

Stand.  A  Bonfire !  Thou  dry,  wither'd,  ill  Nature  ;  had 
not  thefe  brave  Fellows  Swords  defended  you,  your  Houfe 

had  been  a  Bonfire  e'er  this  about  your  Ears Did  we  not 

venture  our  Lives,  Sir  ? 

Smug.  And  did  not  we  pay  you  for  your  Lives,  Sir?— ^ 

Venture  your  Lives  !  Fm  fare  we  ventur'd  our  Money,  and 

that's  Life  and  Soul  to  me Sir,  we'll  maintain  you  no 

longer. 

Sfa?7d.  Then  your  Wives  fliall,  old  Adeon  :  There  are  five 
and  thirty  llrapping  Officers  gone  this  Morning  to  live  upon 
free  Quarter  in  the  Ciry. 

Smug.  O  Lord !  O  Lord !  I  fhall  have  a  Son  within  thefe 
nine  IVIonths  born  with  a  Leading  Staff  in  his  Hand — Sir, 
you  are 

Staiu^..  What,  Sir? 

Smug.  Sir,  I  fay  that  you  are 

Stand.  What,  Sir? 

Sy/2ug.  Disbanded,   Sir,    that's  all 1  fee   my  Lawyer 

yonder.  \^Exit. 

Fiz.  Sir,  Fm  very  forry  for  your  Misfortune. 

Stayed.  Why  lb  ?  I  don't  come  to  borrow  Money  of  you ; 
if  you're  my  Friend,  meet  m.e  this  Evening  at  the  Rwmmery 
I'll  pay  my  Foy,  drink  a  Health  to  my  King,  Profperity  to 
|ny  Country ;  and  away  for  Hungary  to  morrow  Morning. 

Vtz.  What !  you  won't  leave  u^  ? 

Stand.  What !  A  Soldier  iiay  here !  To  look  like  an  old 
pair  of  Colours  in  lVeftmir?fter-Hall^  ragged  and  rufty !  No, 

no 1  met  yefterday  a  broken  Lieutenant,  he  was  aOiam'd 

to  own  that  he  wanted  a  Dinner,  but  begg'd  Eighteen-pence 
of  me  to  buy  a  new  Sheath  for  his  Sword.  ' 

Fiz.  O,  but  you  have  good  Friends,  Collonel ! 

Stand.  O,  very  goodFrieads  !  My  Father's  a  Lord,  and  my 
elder  Brother  a  Beau. 

ViZ.  But  your  Country  may  perhaps  want  your  Sword 
agen. 

Stand.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  let  but  a  fingle  Drum  beat 
up  for  Volunteers  between  Ludgate  and  Ckarmg-Crofs^  and  I 
ihall  undoubtedly  hear  it  at  the  vValls  of  Buda. 

V:z.  Come,  come,  Collonel,  there  are  ways  of  making  your 

Fortune  at  home Make  your  Addrelfes  to  the  Fair,  you're 

a  Man  of  Honour  and  Courage. 

■  Stand.  Ay,  my  Courage  is  like  to  do  me  wondrous  Service 
with  the  Fair :  This  pretty  crofs  Cut  over  my  Eye  will  at- 
tract a  Dutchefs- 1  warrant  'twill  be  amiglirv  Grace 
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to  my  Ogling. — Had  I  us'd  the  Stratagem  of  a  certain  Bro- 
ther Collonel  of  mme,  I  might  fucceed. 
Viz.  What  was  it,  pray  ? 

Stand.  Why,  to  fave  his  pretty  Face  for  the  Women,  he  al- 
ways turn'd  his  Back  upon  the  Enemy. He  was  a  Man  of 

Honour  for  the  Ladies. 

ViZ.  Come,  come,  the  Lovers  ol  Mars  and  Venus  will  ne- 
ver fail,  you  muft  get  a  Miftrefs. 

Stand.  Prithee,   no  more  on't. -You  have  awaken'd  a 

Thought;  from  which,  and  the  Kingdom.,  I  wou'dhaveftoll'ii. 

^way  at  once. To  be  plain,  I  have  a  Miftrefs, 

Viz.  And  ihe's  cruel. 
Stand.  No. 

Viz.  Her  Parents  prevent  your  Happincfs, 
Stand.  Nor  that. 
Viz.  Then  Ihe  has  no  Fortune. 

Stand,  h  large  one;  Beauty  to  tempt  all  Mankind,    and 
Virtue  to  beat  off  their  Aifaults.     O  Vizard!  fuch  a  Crea- 
ture !— -  Hey  Day  !  Who  the  Devil  have  we  here  ? 
Vz.  The  Joy  of  the  Playhoufe,  and  Life  of  the  Park  ;      ' ' 
(Enter  Sir  HaiTy  Wildair,  crojjes  the  Stage  finging^ 
with  Footmen  after  him.) 
Sir  Harry  Wilder  newly  come  from  Varis. 

Stand,  Sir  Harry  IVildairl  Did  not  he  make  a  Campaign  in 
Flanders  fome  three  or  four  Years  ago  > 
Viz,  The  fame. 

Stand.  Why,  he  behaved  himfelf  very  bravely. 
Viz.  Why  not.^  Do'ft  think  Bravery  and  Gaity  are  incon- 
fiflent  ?  He's  a  Gentleman  of  moll  happy  Circumftances,  born 
to  a  plentiful  Fftate;  has  had  a  Genteel  and  eafie  Education, 
free  from  the  Rigidnefs  of  Teachers,  and  Pedantry  of  Schools, 
His  florid  Conflitution  being  never  ruffled  by  Misfortune,  nor 
ftinted  in  its  Pleafures,  has  render'd  him  entertaining  to  others, 
and  eafie  to  himfelf — Turning  all  Paffion  into  Gaity  of  Hu- 
mour,  by    which  he  chufes   rather   to  rejoyce  his    Friends, 
than  be  hated  by  any ;  as  you  fhall  fee. 
Enter  Wildair. 
Wtld.  Ha,  Vizardl 
Viz.  Sir  Harry! 

fVild.  Who  thought  to  find  you  out  of  the  Ruhrick  fo  Jongl^ 

I  thought  thy  Hypocrifie  had  been  wedded  to  a  Pulpit-Culhi- 

on  long  ago.——  Sir,  if  I  miftake  not  your  Face,  your  Name 

is  Standard. 

^t0r}d,  Six  Harry ^  I'm  your  humble  Servant,  \ 

'  Will 
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Wild.  Come,  Gentlemen,  theNews,  the  News  oW  Town, 

for  I'm  juft  arriv'd. 

Viz,.  Why,  in  the  City-end  o'th'  Town  we're  playing  the 
Knave,  to  get  Eftates. 

Stand.  And  in  the  Court-end  playing  the  Fool,  in  fpendr 
ing  'em. 

Wild.  Juft  fo  in  Varls  ;  I'm  glad  we're  grown  fomodiih. 

V'lZ.  We  are  all  fo  reform'd,  that  Gallantry  is  taken  for 
Vice. 

iS>^;^^.  And  Hypocfifie  for  Religion. 

Wild.  Alamodc  de  Fans.,    agen. 

Viz.  Not  one  Whore  between  Ludgate  and  Aldgate. 

Stand.  But  ten  times  more  Cuckolds  than  ever. 
.    Viz.,  Nothing  like  an  Oath  in  the  City. 

Sta-rid.  That's  a  Miftake  ;  for  my  Major  fwore  a  hundred 
and  fifty  lafl  night  to  a  Merchant's  Wife  in  her  Bed-chamber. 
.  Wild.  Pfhaw,  this  is  trifling  ;  tell  me  News,  Gentlemen. 
What  Lord  has  lately  broke  his  Fortune  at  the  Groom-Por- 
ters ?  or  his  Heart  at  New-Market.,  for  the  lofs  of  a  Race  ? 
What  Wife  has  been  lately  fuing  in  Doctors-Commons  (ox  Ali- 
mony ?  or,  v^^hat  Daughter  run  away  with  her  Jr  ather's  ^-^^z/^'/ ? 
What  Beau  gave  the  noblefl  Ball  at  the  Bath.^  or  had  the  iineft 
Coach  in  the  Ring  ?  I  want  New?,  Gentlemen. 

Sta-fid.  Faith,  Sir,   thefe  are  no  News  at  all. 

Viz.  But  pray,  Sir  Harry.,  tell  us  fome  News  of  your  Travels. 

Wild.  With  all  my  Heart. Youmuftknow  then,  I  went 

over  to  Amflerdar/^  in  3.  Dutch  Ship;  I  there  had  a  Dutcl:>  Whore 
for  five  Stivers  :  I  went  from  thence  to  Landen.^  where  I  was 
heartily  drub'd  in  the  Battel  with  the  But-end  of  a  Swifs  Muf- 
ket.  I  thence  went  to  Paris^  where  I  had  half  a  dozen  In- 
trigues, bought  half  a  dozen  new  Suits,  fought  a  couple  of 
Duels,   and  here  I  am  agen  in  y?^^^  f/^o. 

Viz.  But  we  heard  that  you  delign'd  to  make  the  Tour  of 
Italy ;  What  brought  you  back  fo  foon  ? 

Wild.  That  which  brought  you  into  the  World,  and  may 
perhaps  carry  you  out  of  it;  a  Woman. 

Stand.  What  !  quit  the  Pleafures  of  Travel  for  a  Wo- 
man !  -— 

Wild,  Ay,  Collonel,  for  fuch  a  Woman !  I  had  rather  fee 
her  Ruellthan  the  Palace  of  Lezuis  le  Gra-ad:  There's  more  Glo- 
ry in  her  Smile,  than  in  the  Jtibike  at  Rome ;  and  I  wou'd  ra- 
ther kifs  her  Hand  than  the  Pope's  Toe. 

Viz.  You,  Collonel,  have  been  very  lavifli  in  the  Beauty  and 
Virtue  of  your  Miitrefs  ;  and  Sir  //.-zrry  here,  hasbeenno  lefs 
vlpt^uenj  in  the  Praife  gf  his  :  Now  v/iU  I  lay  you  both  Ten 

Guineas 
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Guineas  a  piece,  that  neither  of  them  is  fo  pretty,  fo  witty, 
or  fo  vertuous,  as  mine. 

Stand.  'Tis  done. 

Wild.  I'll  double  the  Stakes  —But,  Gentlemen,  now  I  think 
on't,  how  (hall  we  be  refolv'd  ?  For  I  know  not  where  my 
Miftrefs  may  be  found  ;  fhe  left  'Paris  about  a  Month  before 
me,  and  I  had  an  Account  — 

Stand.  How  Sir  !  left  Paris  about  a  Month  before  you  ! 

Wild.  Ay,  but  I  know  not  where,  and  perhaps  mayn't  find 
her  this  Fortnight. 

Stand.  Her  Name,  pray,  Sir  Harry. 

Viz.  Ay,  ay,  her  Name,  perhaps  we  know  her. 

Wild.  Her  Name  !    Ay, Ihe  has  the  foftefl,   whiteft 

Hand  that  ever  was  made  of  Flefh  and  Blood,  her  Lips  fo 
balmy  fweet. 

Stand.  But  her  Name,  Sir. 

Wild.  Then  her  Neck  and  Breafl  ;  —  her  Breads  do  fo 
heave,  fo  heave.  {Singing. 

Viz.  But  her  Name,  Sir,  her  Quality. 

Wild.  Then  her  Shape,  Collonel. 

Stand.  But  her  Name  I  want,  Sir. 

Wild.  Then  her  Eyes ,  Vizard ! 

Stand.  Plhaw,  Sir  Harry .^  her  Name,  or  nothing. 

Wild.  Then  if  you  mull  have  it,  fhe's  call'd  the  Lady  — — 
But  then  her  Foot,  Gentlemen,  fhe  dances  to  a  Miracle.  F/* 
zard.^  you  have  certainly  lofl  your  Wager. 

Viz.  Why,  you  have  loft  your  Senfes  ;  we  fhall  never  dif- 
cover  the  Pidure,  unlefs  you  fubfcribe  the  Name. 

Wild.  Then  her  Name  is  Lurevjell. 

Stand.  'Sdeath,  my  Milfrefs.  \Afide. 

Viz.  My  Miftrefs,  by  Jupiter.  {AfidQ. 

Wtld.  Do  you  know  her.  Gentlemen  ? 

Stand.  I  have  feen  her.  Sir. 

Wild.  Can'ft  tell  where  l"he  lodges  ?  Tell  me,  dear  Collonel. 

Stand.  Your  humble  Servant,  Sir.  [£a7>  Stand. 

Wild.  Nay,   hold  Collonel,  I'll  follow  you,  and  will  know. 

{Runs  out. 

Viz.  The  Lady  Lurewell.,  his  Miftrefs !  He  loves  her. 

But  ihe  loves  me, but  he's  a  Baronet,  and  I  plain  Vizard; 

he  has  a  Coach  and  Six,    and  I  walk  a  foot ;  1  was  bred  in 

London.,   and  he  in  Paris; That  very  Oircumftance.has 

murder'd  me. Then  fome  Stratagem  muft  be  laid  to  divert 

his  Pretenfions. 

.  i 
.Re-emer 
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Re-enter  Wildalr. 

Wild.  Prithee,  Dick^  what  makes  the  Colloncl  foout  of  Hu- 
mour ? 

'V'tz.  Becaufe  he's  out  of  Pay,  I  fuppofe. 

Wild.  'Slife  that's  true  ;  I  was  beginning  to  miftruft  fome 
Rivalfhip  in  the  Cafe. 

Viz.  And  fuppofe  there  were,  you  know  the  Collonel  caa 
fight.  Sir  Harrv. 

iVild.  Fight'!  Pfhaw'  but  he  can't  dance,  ha!  We  contend 
for  a  Woman,  Vizard!  'Slife,  Man,  if  Ladies  were  to  be  gained 
by  Sword  and  Piftol  only,  what  the  Devil  fhould  all  the 
Beaux  do  ? 

Vtz.  V\\  try  him  farther.  [AfJe.']  But  \vou'd  not  you,  Sir 
Harry.,  fight  for  this  Woman  you  fo  much  admire  ? 

iViU.  Fight!  Let  me  confider.  I  love  her,  that's  true;  — 
but  then  I  love  honefl:  Sir  Harry  Wtldair  better.  The  Lady 
Lurcvjell  is  divinely  charming -'- right  - — but  then  a  Thrull 
i'th'  Guts,  or  aMiddlefex  Jurv,  is  as  ugly  as  the  Devil. 

P^iz.  Ay,  Sir  Harry.,  'twere  a  dangerous  Call:  for  a  Beau 
Baronet  to  be  tried  by  a  parcel  of  greafie,  grumbling,  bar- 
tering Boobies,  who  wou'd  hang  you  purely  becaufe  you're  a 
Gentleman. 

IVild.  Ay,  but  on  t'other  hand,  I  have  Money  enough  to 
bribe  the  Rogues  with  :  So,  upon  mature  Deliberation,  I 
wou'd  fight  for  her.  —  But  no  more  of  her.  Prithee  Vizard., 
can't  you  recommend  a  Friend  to  a  pretty  Miftrefs  by  the  by, 
till  I  can  find  my  own  >  You  have  ftore,  I'm  fure  ;  you  cun- 
ning poaching  Dogs  make  furer  Game,  than  we  that  hunt  o- 
pen  and  fair.     Prithee  now,  ^ood  Vizard. 

Viz-  Let  me  confider  a  little.  — Now  Love  and  Revenge 
infpire  my  Politicks.     [4/^^^.]  Paufes,  whilft  Sir  Harry  walks 

finging. 

Wild.  Plhaw  !  thou'rt  as  long  ftudying  for  a  new  Millrefs, 
as  a  Drawer  is  piercing  a  new  Pipe. 

Viz.  I  defign  a  new'Pipe  for  you,  and  wholefome  Wine  ; 
you'll  therefore  bear  a  little  Expedation. 

Wild.  Ha!  fayftthou,  d^2.xVizard. 

Viz.  A  Girl  of  Sixteen,  Sir  Harry. 

Wild.  Now  fixteen  thoufand  Bleflings  light  on  thee. 

ViZ.  Pretty  and  Witty. 

Wild.  Ay,  ay,  but  her  Name,  Vizard. 

Viz.  Her  Name !  yes,  —  (lie  has  the  fofteft  w^hitefl:  Hand 
that  ever  was  made  of  Flefh  and  Blood,  her  Lips  fo  balmy 
fweet. 

Wild,  Well,  well,  but  where  Ihall  I  find  her,  Man.^ 

Viz, 
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plz.  Find  her! — but  then  her  Foot,  Sir  Harry^  ihc  dances 
to  a  Miracle. 

/f7/^.  Prithee  don't  diflra61:  mc. 

Fiz.  Well  then,  you  mult  know,  that  this  Lady  is  the  Cu- 
riofity  and  Ambition  of  the  Town ;  her  Name's  A-dgelha :  She 
that  pafles  for  her  Mother  is  a  private  Bawd,  and  call'd  the 
Lady  Darling ;  fhe  goes  for  a  Baronet's  Lady,  (no  Difparage- 
ment  to  your  Honour,  Sir  Harry)  I  allure  you. 

Wild.  Piliaw ,  hang  my  Honour  ;  but  what  Street,  what 
Houfe  ? 

Viz.  Not  fo  faft.  Sir  Harry ;  you  mud  have  my  Pafport  foi 
your  Admittance,  and  y'ou'li  find  my  Recommendation  in  £ 
Line  or  two  will  procure  you  very  civil  Entertainment ;  1 
fuppofe  20  or  30  Pieces  handfomly  plac'd,  will  gain  the  Point; 
I'll  cnfureher  found. 

IVild.  Thoudeareft  Friend  to  a  Man  in  Neceflity. — Here, 
Sirrah,  order  my  Coach  ^howt  to  St.  James's  ;  Pil  walkacrofs 
the  Park.  [^To  his  Servant. 

E'^ter  Clincher  Senior. 

Clinch.  Here,  Sirrah,  order  my  Coach  about  to  St.  y^A;2ei's, 
I'll  walk   acrofs  the  Park  too —  Mr.  Fizard^  yonr  moil 
Devoted — Sir,  [to  Wildair]  1  admire  the  Mode  of  your 
Shoulder-knot,  methinks  it  hangs  very  emphatically,   and  ^ 
Carries  an  Air  of  Travel  in  i:;  your  Sword-knot  too  is  mofl 
Ornamentally  modilli,  and  bears  a  foreign  Mien.   Gentlemen, 
My  Brother  is  juil:  arriv'd  in  Tov/n,  fo  that  being  upon  the 
Wing  to  kifs  his  Hands,  I  hope  you'll  pardon  this  s^^rupt 
Departure  of.  Gentlemen,  your  mofl  devoted,  ai^d  moft 
faithful  humble  Servant.  [_Exit, 

Wild.  Prithee  dofi:  know  him  ? 

FiZ.  Know  him  !  why  'tis  Clincher.,  who,  was  Apprentice 
To  my  Uncle  Smuggler.,  the  Merchant  in  the  City, 

Wild  What  makes  him  i^o  gay  ? 

Fiz.  V/hy,  he's  in  Mourning  for  his  Father,  the  kind  old  Mail 
In  Hertfordshire  t'other  Day  broke  his  Neck  a  Fox- 
Hunting  ;   the  Son  upon  the  News  has  broke  his  Indentures, 
Whip'd  from  behind  the  Counter  into  the  Side-Box, 
Forfwears  Merchandife,  where  he  miuit  live  by  Cheating, 
And  ufurps  Gentility,  where  he  may  die  by  Raking. 
He  keeps  his  Coach,  and  Liveries,  Brace  ofGeldizg^^ 
Leap  ofMiftreffes^  talks  of  nothing  but  Wines, 
Intrigues,  Plays,  Falhlons,  and  goi?ig  to  the  Jubilee. 

Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  how  many  pound  of  Pulvil  mull  the  Fellow 
Ufe  in  fweetning  himfelf  from  the  fmell  of  Hops 

"5^     And 
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And  Tobacco  ?  Faugh  —  Pmy  Confcicnce  methought, 
Like  Olivia's  Lover,  he  ftunk  oiT'hames'Jtreet.    But  now  for 

Angelica^ 
That's  her  Name :  We'll  to  the  Princefs's  Chocolate 
Houfe,  where  you  Ihall  write  my  Pafport,  AUons.     \Exettnt, 

SCENE,   Lady  LurewcliV  Lodgings. 

Lurewell  and  her  Maid  Parly. 

Lure.  Parh^  my  Pocket-Book — let  me  fee  —  Madrid^ 

Fenice.,  Paris]  London. Ay,  London  \  They  may  talk 

What  they  will  of  the  hot  Countries',  but  I  find  Love 
Moft  fruitful  under  this  Climate. —  In  a  Month's  fpace, 
Havelgain'd  —  let  me  fee,  Imprimis.,  CoWovj^l  Standard, 

P^r.^And  how  will  your  Ladyfhip  manage  him? 

Liire.  As  all  Soldiers  ihould  be  manag'd,  he  fhall  ferve  me 
Till  I  gain  my  Ends,  then  I  disband  him. 
I   par.  But  he  loves  you.  Madam. 

Lure.  Therefore  I  fcornhim;  I  hate  all  that  don't  love  me^ 
And  flight  all  that  do  :  would  his  whole  deluding  Sex 
Admir'd  me,  thus  wou'd  I  flight  them  all ;  my  Virgin  and 
Unwary  Innocence  was  wrong'd  by  faichlefs  Man, 
But  now  glance  Eyes,  plot  Brain,  diffemble  Face, 
Lye  Tongue,  and  be  a  fecond  Eve  to  tempt,  feduce,  and 
Damn  the  treacherous  Kind.  —  Let  me  furvey  my  Captives. -= 
Fhe  Collonel  leads  the  Van,  next  Mr.  Vizard  he  courts  me, 
3ut  of  the  Pra6i:ice  of  Piety,  therefore  is  a  Hypocrite  : 
Fhen  Clincher  ht  adores  me  with  Orangery,   and  is 
2onfequently  a  Fool ;  then  my  old  Merchant,   Alderman 
"smuggler^  he's  a  Compound  ot  both  ;  —out  of  which 
VIedly  of  Lovers,    it  I  don't  make  good  Diverfion  — -  What 
I'ye  think,  Parley  ? 

Par.  I  think,  Madam,  I'm  like  to  be  very  virtuous  in  your 
Service, 
f  you  teach  me  all  thofe  Tricks  that  you  ufe  to  your  Lovers. 

Ltire.  You're  a  Fool,  Child!  obferve  this,  that  tho'  a  Wo- 
nan  fwear,  forfwear,  lie,  dilTemble,  backbite,  be  proud,  vain, 
nalicious,  any  thing,  if  (he  fccuresthe  main  Chance,  ftie'sllill 
I  crtuous  ;  that's  a  Maxim. 

Par.  I  can't  be  perfuaded  tho'.  Madam,  but  that  you  really 
3v'd  Sir  Harry  H'lldair  in  Paris. 

Lure.  Of 'all  the  Lovers  I  ever  had,  he  was  my  greateft 
^lague,^  for  I  cou'd  never  make  him  uncafie  ;  I  left  him  in- 
olv'd  in  a  Duel  upon  my  Account  \  I  long  to  know  whether 
*ie  Fop  ^kiil'd  or  not. 

i  Enter 
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Enter  Standard. 

O  Lord !  no  fooner  talk  of  killing,  but  the  Soldier  is  con- 
jur'd  up;  you're  upon  hard  Duty  CoUonel,  to  ferveyourKinp- 
your  Couiltry,  and  aMiftrefs  too. 

Stand.  The  latter,  I  muft  confefs,  is  the  hardeft;  for  in. 
War,  Madam,  we  can  be  relieved  in  our  Duty  :  but  in  Love 
who  wou'd  take  our  Poll,  is  our  Enemy  ;  Emulation  in  Glory 
is  tranfporting,  but  Rivals  here  intolerable. 

Lure.  Thole  that  bear  away  the  Prize  in  the  Field,  Ihould 
boaft  the  fame  Succefs  in  the  Bed-chamber ;  and  I  think,  con- 
lidering  the  Weaknefs  of  our  Sex,  we  fhou'd  make  thofe  our! 
Companions  who  can  be  our  Champions.  ! 

Stand.  I  once.  Madam,  hop'd  the  Hono^ir  of  defending  you 
from  all  Injuries  thro'  a  Title  to  your  lovely  Perfon,  but  now^ 
my  Love  muft  attend  my  Fortune.  This  Commillion,  Ma- 
dam, was  my  Pafport  to  the  Fair;  adding  a  Noblenefs  to 
iny  Palfion,  it  ftampt  a  Value  in  my  Love;  'twas  once  the 
Life  of  Honour,  but  now  its  Hearfe,  and  with  it  muil  my 
Love  be  buried.  I 

Par.  What !  disbanded  Collonel.^  A 

StaM,  Yes,  Mrs.  Parley.  '.' 

Par.  Faugh,  the  naufeous  Fellow,  he  ftlnks  of  Poverty! 
already.  [Jjide:; 

L7ire.  His  Misfortune  tjroubles  me,  'caufc  it  may  prevent 
my  Defigns.  ^4/^deji 

Stand,  ril  chufe,  Madam,  rather  to  deftroy  my  Pafiion  by 
abfence  abroad,  than  have  it  ftarv'd  at  home.  ,  ^j 

Li/re.  Pm  forty,  Sir,  you  have  fo  mean  an  Opinion  of  myi 
Affedion,  a?  to  imagine  it  founded  upon  your  Fortune.  And; 
to  convince  you  of  your  Miftake,  here  1  vow  by  all  that's  fa-i 
cred, .  I  own  the  fame  Affe^lion  now  as  before.  Let  it  fuffice, 
my  Fortune  is  coniiderable.  • 

Stand.  No,  Madam,  no ;  Pll  never  be  a  Charge  to  her  I  love  ; 
The  Man  that  fells  himfeiffor  Gold  isthe  worftof  Proftitutes,! 

Lme.  Now  were  he  any  other  Creature  but  a  Man,  1  cou'^l 
love  him.  l4/ide.; 

Stand.  This  only  laft  Requeftlmake,  that  no  Title  recom-j 
mend  a  Fool,  Office  introduce  a  Knave,  nor  aCoataCowar^ 
to  my  Place  in  your  Affeclions ;  fo  farewel  my  Country,  ai 
adieu  my  Love.  [-£^^ 

Lure.  Now  the  Devil  take  thee  for  being  fo  honourable  ; 
Here,  Parly.,  call  him  buck,  Iflialllofe  halfmy  Diverlion 
Elfe.    Now  for  aTryal  of  Skill.  IKceraer  Collonelj 

Sir,  I  hope  you'll  pardon  my  Curiofity,  * 

When  do  you  take  your  Journey  .^ 

Stan4 
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Stand.  To  morrow  Morning,  early,  Madam. 
Lure.  So  luddenly  !  which  way  are  you  deiign'd  to  travel? 
Stand.  That  I  can't  yet  refolve  on. 

Lure.  Pray  Sir,   tell  me,  pray  Sir;  lentreatyou:  Why  are 
you-  io  obflinate  ? 

Stand.  Why  are  you  fo  curious,  Madam  >  :' 

Lnre.  Becaufe 

■  Stand.  What  ! 

Lure.  Becaufe,  I,  I, — - 

Stand.  Becaufe!  What  Madam  ?— -pray  tell  me. 

Litre.  Becaufe  I  delign  to  follow  you.  \Crying. 

Stand.  Follow  me  !  By  all  that's  great,  I  ne'er  was  proud 
Before,  but  Love  from  fuch  a  Creature  might 
Swell  the  Vanity  of  the  proudeft  Prince;  follow  me  ! 
ByHeavcas  thou  flialt  not.   What !  expofe  thee  to  the 

Hazards  of  a  Camp Rather  Pll  (lay  and  here  bear 

The  Contempt  of  Fools,  and  worfl:  of  Forunc. 

Lure.  You  need  not,  Hiall  not,  my  Eflate  for  both  is  fuf- 
ficient. 

Stand.  Thy  Eftate !  No,  Pll  turn  a  Knave  and  purchafe  one 
Iny  felf ;  Pll  cringe  to  that  proud  Man  I  undermine,  andfawn 
on  him  that  I  wouM  bite  to  Death  ;  Pll  tip  my  Tongue  with 
Flattery,  and  fmooth  my  Face  with  Smiles ;  Pll  turn  Pimp, 
Informer,  Office-broker,  nay  Coward,  to  be  great  ;  and  fa- 
crifie  it  all  to  thee,  my  generous  Fair. 

Lure.  And  Pll  diilemble,  lye,  fwear,  jilt,  any  thing  but  VA 
reward  thy  Love,  and  recompence  thy  noble  Paffion. 

■  Stand.  Sh  Harry.,  ha,  ha,  ha;  poor  Sir  Barry.,  ha,  ha,ba.  Ra- 
ther kifs  her  Hand  than  the  Pope's  Toe,  ha, 'ha,  ha. 

■  Lure.  What  Sir  H<irry^  Collonel,  What  Sir  Harry! 
Stand.    Sir  Harry  IVifdair.,  Madam. 

Lure.  What  !   Is  he  come  over  ? 
/Stand.  Ay,   and  he  told  me  —  but  F don't  believe  a  Sylla- 
ble on't. 

Lure.  What  did  he  tell  you  ^ 
rStand.  Only  callM  you  his    Miflrefs,  and  pretending  to  be 
i|  extravagant  in  your  Commendation  ,  would  vainly  inlyiuate 
the  Praife  cf  his  own  Judgment  and    good  Fortune  in  a 
Choice. 

Lure.  Plow  eafily  is  the  Vanity  of  Fops  tickled  by  our 
Sex  ! 

Stand.  Why,  your  Sex  is  the  Vanity  of  Fops. 
;    Lure.  O'  my  Confcicnce,  I  believe  fo ;  this  Gentleman,  be- 
caufe he  danc'd  well  ,  I  pitch'd  on  for  a  Partner  at  a  Bail  ia 
Paris^  and  ever  fince  he  has  fo  perfccuted  mc  with  Letters, 

Songs, 
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Songs,  Dances,  Serenading,  Flattery,  Foppery,  and  Noife, 
that  I  was  forc'd  to  fly  the  Kingdom  —  And  I  warrant  you,  he 
made  you  jealous. 

Su/^(^.  Faith,  Madam,  I  was  a  little  uneafie. 

Lure.  You  fliall  have  a  plentiful  Revenge,  I'll  fend  him 
back  all  his  Foolifh  Letters,  Songs  and  Verfes,  and  you  your 
felf  fhall  carry  'em  ;  'twill  afford  you  Opportunity  of  trium- 
phing, and  free  me  from  his  farther  Impertinence  ;  for  of  all 
Men  he's  my  Averfion.     I'll  run  and  fetch  them  inftantly* 

Sta^d.  Dear  Madam,  arareProje6l:!   How  I  fhall  bait  him 

like  ABeo'/i^    with  his  own  Dogs Well,  Mrs.  Parley^   'tis 

oxdiQTQ6.hy  A^  of  Parliaments  that  you  receive  no  more  Pieces^ 
Mrs.  Parley. 

Par.  'Tis  provided  by  the  fame  A£l,  that  you  fend  no  more 
Meffages  by  me,  good  Collonel ;  you  mud  not  pretend  to  fend 
any  more  Letters,  unlefs  you  can  pay  the  Foliage. 

Stand.  Come,  come,  don't  be  mercenary;  take  Example  by 
your  Lady,  be  honourable. 

Par.  A  lack  a  day,  Sir ,  it  fhews  as  ridiculous  and  haugh- 
ty for  us  to  imitate  our  Betters  in  their  Honour,  as  in  their 
Finery  ;  leave  Honour  to  Nobility  that  can  fupport  it :  We 
poor  Folks,  Collonel,  have  no  pretence  to't  ;  and  truly,  I 
think,  Sir,  that  your  Honour  Ihou'd  be  caihier'd  with  your 
Leading-daif. 

Stand.  'Tis  one  of  the  greateft  Curfes  of  Poverty,  to  be  the 
Jeft  of  Chambermaids ! 

Enter  LurewelL 

Lure.  Here's  the  Packet,  Collonel;  the  whole  Magazine  of 
Love's  Artillery.  [Ghes  him  the  Packet. 

Stand.  Which  fince  I  havegaln'd,  I  will  turn  upon  the  Ene- 
my ;  Madam,  I'll  bring  you  the  News  of  my  Vidory  this  Eve- 
ning.    Poor  Sir  Harry.,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lure.  To  the  right  about  as  you  were,  march  Collonel :  Ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Va'm  Man^  zvho  hoajls  oj fiudfd  Parts  and  Utiles ! 
Nature  in  us  your  deepeji  Art  beguiles ^ 
Stamping  deep  Cunning  in  our  Frowns  and  Smiles, 
Tou  toil  for  Art.,  your  Intelleds  you  trace  ; 
Woman^  vjithout  a  "Thought.,  bears  Policy  in  her  Face. 

The  End  of  the  firft  ACT. 

ACT 
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ACT     IT. 
SCENE,  Clincher  3^//;/i<:?rs  Lodgings. 

"Enter  Clincher  opening  a  Letter^  Servant  following. 

Dear  Brother, 
Cli^. — reads.  T  I^Vill  fee  youfrefently.  I  have  fcnt  this  Lad  to  -jjait 
■*•     on  \Qu^  he  can  inflruB  you,  in  the  Fajhions  of  the 
T'own ;  /  ^'^  your  ajfcciionate  Brother ^ 

Clincher. 

Very  well,  and  what's  your  Name,  Sir  ? 

Dick.  My  Name  is  Z^/V/v,  Sir. 

Cltn.  Dicky  ! 

Dick.   Ay^  Dicky.,  Sir. 

Ciin.  Very  well,  a  pretty  Name  !  And  what  can  you  do, 
Mi:  Dickx'^ 

Dick.  Why,  Sir,  I  can  powder  a  "Wig,  and  pick  up  a 
Whore. 

Clin.  O  Lord !  O  Lord !  A  Whore  !  Why  are  there  many 
Whores  in  this  Town? 

,   Dick.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  many  Whores  ?  There's  a  Quedion  in- 
deed ;  why  Sir,  there  are  above  five  hundred  Surgeons  in 

Town. Hark'e,  Sir,  do  you  fee  that  Woman  there  in 

the  Velvet  Scarf,  and  red  Knots  ? 

Clin.  Ay,  Sir,  what  then? 

Dick.  Why,  (he  lliall  be  at  your  Service  in  three  Minutes, 
As  I'm  a  Pimp. 

Clin.  OJupter  Ammonl  Why  flic's  a  Gentlewoman. 

Dick.  A  Gentlewoman  !  Why  fo  are  all  the  Whores  in 
Town,  Sir. 

Enter  Clincher  Senior. 

Clin.  fen.  Brother,  you're  welcome  to  London! 

Qlin.  jun.  I  thought,  Brother,  you  ow'd  fo  m^uch  to  the 
Memory  of  mv  Father,  as  to  wear  Mourning  for  his  Death. 
\  Clin,  fi^.-'^hy  fo  I  do.,  Fool,  1  wear  this  becauf^  I  have 
f         the  Ellate. 

[And  you  wear  that,  becaufc  you  have  not  the  Eflate. 
You  have  caufe  to  mourn  indeed,  Brother.      Well  Brother, 
I'm  glad  to  fee  you,  fare  you  well.  \^Goi??g. 

Clin.  jun.  Stay,   Hay  Brother,  where  are  you  going  ^ 

Clin.  fen.  How  natural  'tis  for  a  Country  BooDy  to  ask  im- 
pertinent Queilions.     Hurk'e,  Sir,  is  not  my  Father  dead? 

H  Cli?t.  jun. 
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Clin.  jun.  Ay,  ay,  tO  my  Sorrow. 

Cl'm.  [en.  No  matter  for  that,  he's  dead,  and  am  not  I  a 
young  powder'd  extravagant  iLngUp  Heir  ? 

Cl'in,  jun.  Very  right,  Sir. 

Clin.  fen.  Why  then.  Sir,  you  may  be  fure  that  I  am  going 
to  the  Jubilee.,  Sir. 

Clin,  jun.  jubilee !  What's  that  ? 

Clin.  fen.  Jubilee!  Why  the   Jubilee  is faith   I  don't 

know  what  it  is.  .  ^ 

Dick,  Why,  the  Jubilee  is  the  fame  thing  with  our  Lord' 
Mas'or^s  Day  in  the  City  ;  there  wHl  be  Pageants.,  and  Squibs ^^ 
and  Raree  Shozvs^  and  all  that,  Sir. 
•  C'r:.  jun.  And  muil  you  go  fo  foon,  Brother? 

Clin.  fen.  Yes,  Sir,  for  I  mud  flay  a  Month  mAmfierdamy 
to  ftudy  Poetry. 

Clin.  jun.T\-\Q\\  I  fappofe.  Brother,  you  travel  through  ikTi^/y^:' 
eery  to  learn  Fafhions,  don't  you.  Brother  ? 

Clin.  fen.  Brother!  Prithee,  Robin.,  don't  call  me  Brothers- 
Sir,  will  do  every  jot  as  v/ell.  ' 

Clin,  jun.  O  Jupiter  Ammon!  Whyfo? 

Clin.  fen.  Becaufe  People   will  imagine  that   you  have  a 

fplght  at  me But  have  you  feen  your  Coufin  Angeitca- 

yet,  and  her  Mother  the  Lady  Darling  > 

Clin.  jun.  No,  my  Dancing-Mafler  has  not  been  with  me 
yet :  Kov/ fhall  I  falute  them.  Brother  ? 

Clin.  fen.  Pfliaw,  that's  ealie,  'tis  only  two  Scrapes,  aKIfs,, 
and  your  humble  Servant;  Fll  tell  you  more  when  I  come^ 
from  the  Jubilee  :  Come  along.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE,  Lady  DarlingV  Houfe, 

Enter  Wildairzv/V/^  a  Letter. 

"Wild,    T  Ike  Light  and  Heat  incorporate  we  lay., 
»  -^-^  We  blcfi  the  Ntght  and  curft  the  coming  Day^ 

Well,  If  this  Paper-kite  flies  fure,  I'm  fecure  of  my  Game 

Humph  I  The  prettied  Bordel  I  have  feen,  a  very  {lately 

genteel  one  \_Footmen  crofs  the  Stage. '\  Hey  day  I  Equipage  too ! 
Now  for  a  Bawd  by  the  Curtefy^  and  a  Whore  with  'xCoat  of 
Arms — - — 'Sdeath,  I'm  afraid  I've  miltaken  the  Houfe. 
Enter  Lady  Darling. 

No,  this  muft  be  the  Bawd  by  her  Bulk. 

DarL  Your  Bufinefs,  pray  Sir? 

Wild.  Plcafure,  Madam. 

2  Darl 
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Da?  I.  Then,  Sir,  you  have  no  Bulinefs  here. 

/f7/^.  This  Letter,  Maciaiti,  will  inform  you  farther; 
Mr.  Fizard  fcm  it,  with  his-  humbl'e  Service  to  your  Lady- 
fhip.  - 

DarL  How  does  my  Couiin,  Sir  ? 

IV'tld.  Ay,  her  Couiin  too,  that's  right  Procurcfs  agcn. 


Madam—— 

rncft  IncUnntl 
Madam Court  my  Cot'.Jin Gentleman 


DarL  reads.  TJAmcft  Ii^cUyintion   to  feri'e Sir  Karry 

-^--^  Nfn'^/ir.-^L Court   y/i^j   CopJivi d 


FoTt:i:<e- 

Your  Lad}-ihip's  m.ofr  humble  Servant, 

VIZARD. 

Sir,  your  Fortune  and  Quality  are  fufficient  to  recomm.end 
you  any  where;  but  what  goes  farther  with  me,  is  the  Re- 
com.mendation  of  lb  fober  and  pibus  a  young  Geiitlem.an  ?.s 

Couiin  ViZard. 

M'tld.  A  right  fariftity'd  Bawd  o\my  Word. 

DarL  ^11  harry ^  your  Converfat'on  with  Mr.  f^';2:^r.</ argues 
yon  a  Gentleman,  free  from  the  locle  and  vicious  Carriage  of 
the  Town  ;  Til  therefore  call  my  Daughter.  \_iL^it._ 

I^Fild.  Now  go  thy  way  for  an  illultrious  Bawd  of  Bah)- 

Ion She  dreffes  up  a  Sin  fo  religioufly,  that  the  Devil 

wou'd  hardly  know  it  of  Tiis  making. 

Ke-c7:ter  Darling  vjith  Angelica. 

DarL  Fray  Daughter  ufc  him  civilly,  fuch  Matches  won't 
offer  every  Day.  \Ex:t. 
*.  Wild.  O  all  ye  Powers  of  Love!  An.Angcl  \  'Sdeath,  v.hat 
Money  have  I  got  in  my  Pocket !  I  can't  offer  her  lels  than 
.twenty  Guineas- — and  by  ^/^/'/"frfhe's  worth  a  hundred. 
'  A?7gel:  'Tis  he  I  The  very  fame !  And  his  Perfon  as  agree- 
able as  his  Character  of  good  Humiour- PrayHeav'n  his 

Silence  proceed  from^  Reipect. 

.    li'lld.  How  innocent  fiie  looks '  How  v/ould  that  Modcfly 
adorn 

Vertue,  when  it  makes  even  Vice  look  fo  charming! 

By  Heav'n  there's  fuch  acoitimanding  Innocence  in  her  Looks, 
That  I  dare  not  ask  the  QuefHon, 

yh?geL  Now  all  rh-e  Ch<rrm's  ofreal  Love  and  fclgn'd  In- 
difference alfid  me  to  engage  his  Heart,  for  mine  is  lull  al-. 
ready.  -       h 

H  z 
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Wild.  Madam~r^-I,  I Zoons,  I  cannot  fpeak  to  her — 

But  fhe's  a  Whore,  jmd  I  will- — Madam,  in  fhort,  I,  I 

0  Hypocrifie,  Hypocrifie,   What  a  charming  Sin  art  thou  ? 
Angel.  He  is  caught,  now  to  fecure  m^y  Conquefl: 

1  thought.  Sir,  you  had  Bufmefs  to  impart  ? 

Wild.  Buiinefs  to  impart !  How  nicely  fhe  words  it !  Yes, 
Madam;  don't  you,  don't  you  love  finging  Birds,  Madam? 

Angel.  That's  an  odd  Queflion  for  a  Lover — Yes,  Sir. 

Wild.  Why  then,  Madam,  here  is  a  Ned  of  the  prettiefl 
Goldfinches  that  ever  chirp'd  in  a  Cage ;  twenty  young  ones, 
I  aifure  you.  Madam. 

Angel.  Twenty  young  onest  What  then,  Sir? 

Wild.  Why  then,  Madam,  there  are  twenty  young  ones — 
S'Life,  I  think  twenty  is  pretty  fair. 

Angel.  He's  mad,  fure— Sir  Harry.,  when  you  have  learn'd 
more  Wit  and  Manners,  you  ihall  be  welcome  here  agen. 

Wild.  Wit  and  Manners  ! I  Gad  now  I  conceive  there 

is  a  great  deal  of  Wit  and  Manners  in  twenty  Guineas 

I'm  fure  'tis  all  the  Wit  and  Manners  I  have  about  me  at 
prefent.     What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Enter  Q\mc\\Qv junior  and  Dicky. 

What  the  Devil's  here  ?  Another  Coufui  I  w^arrant  ye  ! 
Hark'e,  Sir,  can  you  lend  me  ten  or  a  dozen  Guineas  in- 
ftantly  r  I'll  pay  you  fifteen  for  them  in  three  Hours  upon  my 
Honour. 

Clin.  jtm.  ThcCc London  Sparks  are  plaguy  impudent!  This 
Fellow,  by  his  Wig  and  AlTurance,  can  be  no  lefs  than  a 
Courtier. 

Dick.  He's  rather  a  Courtier  by  his  borrowing. 

CUn.jun.  Faith,  Sir,  Iha'n't  above  five  Guineas  about  me. 

Wild.  What  Eufniefs  have  you  here  then,  Sir?  For  to  mjf 
Knowledge  twenty  won't  befutiicient. 

Clin.  jun.  Sufficient!  For  what.  Sir? 

Wild.^  What  Sir !  Why,  for  that  Sir,  what  the  Devil  Hiould: 
it  be',  Sir;  I  know  your  Buiinefs  notwithftanding  all  your 
Gravity,  Sir. 

Clin.jun,  My  Buiinefs!  Why  my  Coufm  lives  here. 

Wild.  I  know  your  Coufin  does  live  there,   and  Vizard^s 

Coufin,  and — Coufin,  and  every  Bodies  Coufm Hark'e, 

Sir,  I  ihall  return  immediately,  and  if  you  offer  to  touch  her 
till  I  comeback,  lUiall  cut  your  Throat,  RafcaL  [^Exiu 

Clin.^  jun.  Why  the  Man's  mxad,  fure  ! 

DicL  Mad,  Sir,  ay ;  why  he's  a  Beau. 

Clin.  jun.  A  Beau !  What's  that  ?  are  all  Madmen  Beaux  ? 

Dich 
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"  Dick.  No,  Sir;  but  moll  Beaux  are  Madmen.  But  now  for 
your  Coulin  :  Remember  your  three  Scrapes,  a  Kifs,  and 
your  humble  Servant.  [Exeunt,  as  mto  the  Hvufe. 

SCENE,  the  Street, 

Enter  Wildai'r,  Colloncl following. 
Stand.  Sir  Harry.,  Sir  Harr\. 

U^ild.  I'm  in  haile,  Collonel  ;bef]des,  if  you're  in  no  better 
Humour  than  when  I  parted  with  you  m  the  Park  this  Morn- 
ing, your  Company  won't  be  very  agreeable. 

Stand.  You're  a  happy  Man,  Sir  Harr\\,  who  are  never  out 
of  Humour:  Can  nothing  move  your  Gall,  Sir  Harry  i 

/fV/^.  Nothing  but  Impoflibilities,  which  arc  the  fame  as  no- 
thing. 

Sta-^d.  What  ImpolTibilirics ? 

If- lid.  The  Refurrection  ofmyFathcrtodilinheritm.e,  or  an 
Acl  of  Parliament  againft  Wenching.  A  Man  of  Eight  thou- 
land  Fom\d  per  j^nn:im  to  bevext !  No,  no,  x\nger  and  Spleen 
iiic  Companions  for  younger  Brothers. 

Stay/d.  Suppofeonecall'd  vou  Son  of  a  Whore  behind  voiir 
Back. 

li^ild.  Why,  then  wou'd  I  call  him  Rafcal  behind  his  Back, 
and  fo  we're  even. 

Stand.  Butfuppofe  you  had  loft  aMiflrcfs. 
M^ild.  Why,  then  I  wou'd  get  another. 
Stand.  But  fuppofe  you  were  difcarded  by  the  Woman  you 
love,  that  wou'd  furely  trouble  you. 

If^ild.  You're  millaken,  Collonel ;  my  Love  is  neither  roman- 
tically honourable,  nor  meanly  mercenary,  'tis  only  a  pitch  of 
Gratitude;  while  fhe  loves  me,  I  love  her;  when  Ihe  delifts, 
the  Obligation's  void. 

Stand.  But  to  be  midaken  in  your  Opinion,  Sir,  if  the  Lady 

L^irfzyc"// (only  fuppofe  it)  had  difcarded  you 1  fay,  only 

fuppofe  it — and  had  fcnt  your  Difcharge  by  me. 
ff^ild,  Plhaw  !  that's  another  Impofffbility. 
Stand.  Are  you  fure  of  that  .^ 

If'^ild.  Why, 'twere  a  Soloecifm  in  Nature,  we're  Finger  and 
Thumb,  Sir.     She  dances  with  me,  lings  v/ith  me,  plays  vrith 
me,  fwears  Vvith  me,  lies  with  me. 
Stand.  How,   Sir  r' 

Id 'lid.  I  mean  in  an  honourable  way,  that  is,  fhe  lies  forme. 
Inlhort,  we  are  as  like  one  another  as  a  couple  of  Guineas. 

Stand.  Now  that  I  have  rais'd  you  to  the  highell  Pinaclc 
of  Vanity,  will  I  give  you  fo  mortifying  a  Fall,  sis  fhall  daih 

H  3  your 
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your  Hopes  to  pieces. 1  pray  your  Honour  to  perufe  thefe 

Papers.  {Gives  him  tJrc  l^ncket,. 

// W.  What  Is't,  the  Muftcr-Rollof  your  Regimcrit,Co  ■  I6nei.> 

Stra7d.^o\^  no,  'tis  a  Lift  of  your  Forces  in  your  lad  Love 
Campaign;  and,  for  your  Comfort,  all  disbanded 

i^Fiid.  Prithee,  good  Metaphorical  CoUonel,  what  d'ye  mean  ? 

StamL  Read,  Sir,  read ;  theie  arc  the  Sybils  Leaves  that  will 
unfold  your  Deftiny. 

l^Fild.  So  it  be  not  a  falfe  Deed  to  cheat  me  of  my  Ellate, 

what   care  L- {Opemr/gthc  Packet. ']     Humph \  my  Hand!- 

to  the  Lady  LurewelU  "■-— — to  the  Lady  Lurewell^ to  the 

Lady  Lurewell^ V/hatthe  Devil  haft  thou  been  tampering 

with-,  to  conjure  up  thefe  Spirits } 

Sta'/2d.  A  certain  Familiar  of  your  Acquaintance,  Sir. 

^' Wild,  [if ^^^%\]— "Madam,    my  Paffion fo   natural 

your  Beauty  contending- Force  of  Charms——— 

Mankind— —Eternal  Admirer  Wildair  \ — — 
I  never  was  affiam'd  of  m.y  Name  before. 

Stand.  What,  Six  H^rry  Wildair  OMt  of  humour!  ha,  ha,  ha, 
poor  Sir  Harry -^  more  Glory  in  her  Smile  than  in  the  Jubilee 
at  Rome^  ha,  ha,  ha :  But  then  her  Foot,  Sir  Harry ^  fhe  dan- 
ces to  a  Miracle!  ha,  ha,  ha!  Fy,  Sir  Harry.,  a  Man  of  your 
Parts  write  Letters  not  worth  a  keeping!  "What  lay'ft  thou, 
my  dear  Knight  Errant  r  ha,  ha.  Ha ;  you  inay  feek  Adveii-r 
tures  now  indeed. 

Wild.  {Si'/igs.'] — Let  her  wander,  c^V. 

Stand.  You  are  jilted  to  fome  Tune,  Sir,  blow'n  up  with 
falfe  Muiick,  that's  all. 

Wtld.  Now,  why  fhould  I  be  angry  that  a  Woman  is  a 
Woman?  Since  Inconflancy  and  Faliliood  are  grounded  in 
their  Natures,  how  can  they  help  it  > 

Stand.  Then  they  muft  be  grounded  in  your  Nature ;  for 
you  and  fhe  are  Finger  andThum.b,  Sir. 

Wtld.  Here's  a  Copy  of  Verfes  too;  I  mufl:  turn  Poet  in  the 

Devil's  Name. Stay 'Sdeath,  w^hat's  here  ^.  This  is 

her  Hand' Oh  the  charmnng  Charafters !  My  dear  Wildair, 

\_Kead!7!g.'\   That's  I this  huff  bluff  CoUonel that's  he 

IS  the  rarefi  tool  in  Nature the  Devil  he  is ! and  as 

fuch  havel  iis^d  him with  all  my  Heart,  Faith-  —  I  had  no 

better  way  cf  letting  you  know  that  I  lodge  in  Pall-Mall,  near 
the  Holy  Lamb. -CoUonel,  Em  your  mofl  humble  Ser- 
vant. 

Stand.  Hold,  Sir,  yon  fliaVtgo  yet;  Iha'n't  delivered  half 
iTiy  MeiTage. 

Wild,  Upon  my  Faith  but  you  have,  ColloneL 

•  ^         Stand, 
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Stand.  Well,  well,  own  your  Spleen ;  out  with  it,  I  know 
you're  like  to  tDurft. 

Wild.  I  am  fo,  by  Gad,  ha,  ha,  ha.  {Laugh  a;^dpointai 

Stand.  Ay,  with  all  my  Heart,  ha,  ha.  cm  another, 

Well,  well,  that's  forc'd.  Sir  Harry. 

Wild.  I  was  never  better  pleas'd  in  all  my  Life,  hyJufHer. 

Stand.  Well,  Sir  Harry,  'tis  Prudenceto  hide  your  Concern, 

when  there's  no  help  for't :  But  to  be  ferious  now,  the 

Lady  has  fent  you  back  all  your  Papers  there — I  was  fo  juil 
as  not  to  look  upon  'em. 

Wild.  I'm  glad  on't.  Sir ;  for  there  were  fome  ihings  that  I 
would  not  have  you  fee. 

Stand.  All  this  Die  has  done  for  my  fake,  and  I  dcfire  you 
would  decline  any  farther  Pretenlions  for  your  own  fake.  So 
honeft,  good-natur'd  Sir  Harry,  I'm  your  humble  Servant. 

lEx:-t. 

".  Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  poor  Collonel ! O  the  delight  of  an 

ingenious  Miil-refs  I  ^vhat  a  Life  and  Brisknefs  it  adds  to  an 
Amour,  like  the  Loves  of  mighty  Jove,  iliil  fuing  in  diffe-. 
rent  Shapes.  ALegcrdemam  IMiJtrcfs,  whoo,  prefto,  fafs,  and 
Ihe's  vanilh'd,  then  Hey,  in  an  Inftant  in  your  Arms  afleep, 

hnter  vizard. 
',?  Viz.  Well  met,  Sir  Harry  ;  what  News  from  the  Ifland 
of  Love  ? 

Wild.  Faith,  we  made  but  a  broken  Voyage  by  your  Card; 
but  now  I  am  bound  f&r  another  Port:  I  told  you  the  Collo- 
nel was  my  Rival. 

0    ^/j?..  The  Collonel !  curs'd  Misfortune  I  another  !       Wlfidc, 
-     Wld.  But  the  civileft  in  the  World;  he  brought  m.e  word 
where  my  Miilrefs  lodges  :  The  Story's  too  long  to  tell  you 
now,  for  I  mull:  fly. 

Viz.  What  !  have  you  given  over  all  thoughts  of  Ar/gclica'^. 
Wild.  No,  no,  I'll  think  of  her  fome  other  time,     Bui  now 
for  the  Lady  Ltrrcvjell;  Wit  and  Beauty  calls. 

T/:at  Miftrefs'  ne\^r  can  vjU  her  Loier'^s  Jo'.s, 

Uhofe  Wit  can  vjhet,  whe?7e*er  her  Beauty  ciJ\s. 

Her  little  amorous  Frauds  all  T'ruths  excel. 

And  rridh  7is  happy ^  being  dcceiv\i  fu  njelL  Exit, 

Viz.  folus The  Collonel  my  Rival  too !    hovr  fhall  1 

manage?  There  is  but  one  way him  and  the  Knight  wiU 

I  fet  a  Tilting,  where  one  cuts  t'other's  Throat,  and  the  Survt 
vor's  hang'd :  So  there  will  be  two  Rivals  prctiy  decencU 
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disposM  of.     Since  Honour  may  oblige  them  to  play  the  Fool, 
why  Ihouid  not  Necelfity  engage  me  to  play  the  Knave.   [Exit', 

SCENE,  LurewellV  Lodgings. 

Liirewell  ^;?i  Parly. • 

Lure.  Has  my  Servant  brought  mc  the  Money  from  my  Mer- 
chant ? 

Par.  No,  Madam,  he  ir.et  Alderman  Smuggler  at  Charing* 
Crofs^  who  has  promis'd  to  wait  on  you  himfelf  immediately. -. 

Lure.  'Tis  odd,  that  this  old  Rogue  iliou'd  pretend  to  love 
me,  and  at  the  fame  time  cheat  me  of  my  Money. 

Par.  'Tis  well,  Madam,  if  he  don't  cheat  you  of  your  E- 
flate;  for  you  fay,  the  Writings  arc  in  his  Hands. 

Lure.  But  what  Satisfaction  can  I  get  of  him. ^ 
E:'fter  Smuggler. 

Mr.  Alderman,  your  Servant  \  have  you  brought  me  any 
Money,  Sir. ^ 

Sr/iug.  Faith,  Madam,  Trading  is  very  dead  ;  what  with 
paying  the  Taxes,  railing  the  Culloms,  Loffes  at  Sea  abroad, 
iind  maintaining  our  Wives  at  home,  the  Bank  is  reduc'd  very 
lov/. 

Lure.  Come,  come,  Sir,  thefe  Evanons  Avon't  frrve  your- 

turn;  I  muft  have  Money,  Sir, 1  hope  you  don't  defign  to 

cheat  me. 

Smug.  Cheat  you,  Madam  !  have   a  care  what   you  fay 
I'm  an  Alderman,  Madam!  cheat  you,  Madam!  I  have  been 
an  honed  Citizen  thefe  five  and  thirty  Years ! 

Lure.  An  honed  Citizen!  bear  witnefs.  Parly  I  I  fhall  trap 
him  in  more  Lies  prefently.— — Come,  Sir,  tho'Iam  a  Wo- 
man, I  can  take  a  courfe. 

Sr,iug.  What  courfe,  Madam?  You'll  go  to  Law,  will  ye. ^ 
lean  maintain  a  Suit  of  Law,  be  it  right  or  wrong,  thefe  forty 
Years,  I'm  fure  of  that,  thanks  to  the  honeft  Practice  of  the 
Courts. 

Lure.  Sir,  I'll  blafl  your  Pvcputation,  and  fo  ruin  your 
Credit. 

Smug.  Blad  my  Reputation !  he,  he,  he  :  Why,  I'm  a  Re- 
ligious Man,  Madam!  I  have  been  very  inllrumental  in  the 
Reformxation  of  Manners:  Ruin  my  Credit!  ah,  poor  Wo- 
man.    There  is  but  one  way.  Madam, you  have  a  fweet 

leering  Eye. 

Lure.  You  indrumental  in  the  Reformation !  How  ^ 

Smug.  I  whipt  all  the  Whores.^  Cut  and  Long-Tail .^  out  of  the 

Parijb. —Ah !  that  leering  Eye  !  Then  I  vcted  for  pulling 

down 
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d<iVin  the  Phy-houfe  :  -—  Ah !  that  Ogle,  that  Ogle  !  —  Thcyi 
my  own  pons  Example:  —Ah!  that  Lip,  that  Lip  ! 

Lure.  Hefe's  areligious  Rogue  for  you  now  !  — As  I  hope 
to  be  fiiv'd,  I  have  a  good  mind  to  beat  the  old  Monfler. 

Smug.  Madam,  I  have  brought  you  about  a  hundred  and 
fifty  Guineas,  (a  great  deal  of  Money  as  times  go)  and  — 

Lure.  Come,  give  it  me. 

^mug.  Ah  I  that  Hand,  that  Hand,  that  pretty,  foft,  white 
- — I  have  brought  it,  you  fee  ;  but  the  Condition  of  the  Ob- 
ligation is  fuch,   that  whereas  that  leering  Eye,   that  pouting 

Lip,  that  pretty  foft  Hand,  that you  underfland  me  ;   you 

underftand,    I'm  fure  you  do,  you  little  Rogue.  — 

Lure.  Here's  a  \'il]ain  now,  fo  cc\etous,  that  he  won't 
Wench  upon  his  own  Coll:,  but  would  bribe  me  wirhmy  ovvn 
Money.  I  will  be  reveng'd.  —  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Alder- 
man, you  make  me  blulli ;  what  d'ye  mean,  pray? 

Smug.  See  here,  Madam.  \_P'its  a  Piece  of  Mr/iey  in  his 
Mouth. '\  Bufs  a'/id  Gutnea.^  ^^(P  ^^'^^-^  Guinea^  Bufs  and  Guinea. 

Lure.  Well,  Mr.  Alderman,  you  have  fach  pretty  yellow 
Teeth,  and  green  Gums,  that  I  will,  ha, ha,  ha,  ha. 

Smug.  Will  you  indeed,  he,  he,  he,  my  little  Cocket;  and 
when  ?  and  where  ?  and  how  > 

Lure.  'Twill  be  a  difficult  point.  Sir,  to  fecure  both  our 
Honours  ;  you  mull  therefore  bedilguis'd,  Mr.  Alderman. 

Smug.  Plhaw  !  no  matter,  I  am  an  old  Fornicator,  I'm 
not  half  fo  religious  as  I  feem  to  be.  You  little  Rogue ; 
why,  I'm  difguis'd  as  I  am  ;  our  Sanclity  is  all  outiide,  all 
Hypocrilie. 

Lure.  No  Man  is  fcen  to  come  into  this  Houfe  after  Night- 
fall ;  you  mull  therefore  fneak  in,  when  'tis  dark,  in  Wo- 
man's Cloths. 

Smug.  I  gad  fo,  cod  fo 1  have  a  Suit  a  purpofe,  my  lit- 
tle Cocket;  I  love  to  be  difguis'd  ;  I  cod,  I  make  a  very  haiid- 
fome  W^oman,  I  cod  I  do. 

Er-iter  Se-ri'a:-a^  whifpers  Lurewell. 

Lure.  Oh  !  Mr.  Alderman,  ihall  I  beg  you  to  walk  Into 
next  Room?  here  are  Ibme  Strangers  coming  up. 

Smug.  Btifsand  Guinea  nrll;  ah,^  my  little  Cocket;    {Exit. 
Enter  Wildair. 

Wild.  My  Life.,  my  So'-'/l.,  my  uU  that  Heaven  can  give. 
■    Lure.  Deatlfs  Life  vuith  thee,  u'tkout  thee  Death  to Itve. 
Welcome,  m^y  dear  Sir //^;tv,  I  lee  you  got  my  Directions. 

Wtid.  Dire(?tions !  in  the  moft  charming  manner,  thoudear 
Maichtavcl  of  Intrigue. 

Lure.  Still  brisk  and  alrv,  I  find.  Sir  Harry, 

Jfud. 
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Wild.  The  fight  of  you,  Madam,  exalts  my  Air,  and  makes 
Joy  lighten  in  my  Face. 

L/>r^.  I  have  a  thouiand  Queftions  to  ask  yoL^  S:-!  Harry  ; 
How  d'ye  like  France  ? 

Wild.  Ah !  eft  le  pus  beau  pals  du  mo'/ide. 

Lure.  Then  what  made  you  leave  it  lo  foon  ? 

Wild.  Madam .^  votis  voyez  que  je  Z'ous  fuy  partout. 

Lure.  0  Moyifieur.^  je  -vouz  fuis  fort  obligee. But  where's 

the  Court  now  ? 

Wild.  At  Marli^  Madam. 

Lure.  And  where  my  Count,  LeValier  ? 

Wild.  His  Body's  in  the  Church  of  Noftrc  Dame ;  I  don't 
know  where  his  Soul  is. 

Lure.  What  Difeafe  did  he  die  of  ? 

Wild.  A  Duel,  Madam  ;  I  was  his  Doc%r. 

Lure.  How  d'ye  mean  ? 

Wild.  x\s  moll  Dodors  do,  I  kill'd  him. 

Lure.  Ef2  Cai!alL'er,  my  dear  Knight  Errant,  well,  and  how , 
And  how,  what  Intrigues,  What  Gallantries  are  carrying  on 
in  the  Beau  Monde  "i 

Wtld.  I  Ihould  ask  you  that  Queftion,   Madam,   fince  your 
Ladyfhip  makes  the  Beau  Alonde  wherever  you  come. 
.     Lure.  Ah !  Sir  Harry.,    I've  been  almolt  ruin'd,  peller'd  to: 
death  here,  by  the  incerfant  Attacks  of  a  mighty  Collonel;  he' 
has  beiieg'd  me  as  clofe  as  our  Army  did  Namur. 

Wild.  I  hope  your  Ladydiip  did  not  furrender  tho'. 

Lure.  No,  no,  but  VvMs  forc'd  to  capitulate  ;  but  fince  you 
are  come  to  raife  the  Siege,  we'll  dance,  and  ling,  and  laugh. 

Wild.  And  love  and  kifs Montrezmoy  votre  Chambre. 

Lure.  Attande.,    attande.,  unpeu 1  remember,    Sir  Har- 

ry,  you  promis'd  me  in  Paris.^    never  to  ask  that  impertinent 
Queftion  agen.  ■ 

Wild.  Pfnaw,  Madam,  that  was  above  two  Month's  agQr| 
befides,  Madam.,  Treaties  made  in  France  are  never  kept. 

Lure.  Wou'd  you  m.arry  me,  Sir  Harry 'I 

Wild.  Oh  !    Le  marriage  efi  une  grand  male but  I  will 

marry  you. 

Ltire.  Your  Word,  Sir,  isnot  to  berely'd  on  ;  if  a  Gentle^ 
man  will  forfeit  his  Honour  in  Dealings  of  Bulinefs,  we  ma] 
reafonably  rufpe6t  his  f^idelity  in  an  Amour. 

Wild.  My  Honour  in  Dealings  of  Bufniefs!  why,  Madam- 
I  never  had  any  Bulinefs  \\\  all  'my  Life. 

Litre.  Yes,  Sir  Flarry^  I  have  heard  a  very  odd  Story,  and 
am  forry  that  a  Gentlcmim  of  your  Figure  Ihould  undergo  thfE 
Scandal. 

Wild 
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/f 7//  Out  with  it,  Madam. 

Lure.  Why,  the  Merchant,  Sir,  that  tranfmitted  your  Bills 
of  Exchange  to  you  in  fr^;/^^,  complains  of  Ibme  indired  and 
dilhonourable  Dealings. 

Wild.  Who,  old  ^V//^^/c"r  / 

Lure.  x\y,  ay,  you  know  him  I  find, 

Wtld.  I  have  no  leis  than  Reafon,  I  think;  why  the  Rogue 
has  cheated  me  of  above  five  hundred  Pound  within  thefe 
three  Years. 

Lure.  'Tis  your  Bufinefs  then  to  acquit  your  felf  publickly ; 
for  he  fpreads  the  Scandal  every  where. 

Wild.  Acquit  my  felf  publickly  !  — Here  Sirrah,    my 

Coach  ;  I'll  drive  inilantly  into  the  City,  and  cane  the  old 
Villain  round  the  Royal-Exchange  ;  he  fhall  run  the  Gauntlet 
through  a  thoufand  b'rufht  Beavers  and  formal  Cravats. 

Lure.  Why,  he  is  intheHoufeiiow,  Sir. 

•/F/7^.  What,  in  this' Houfe? 

Lure.  Ay,  in  the  next  Room. 

Wild.  Then,  Sirrah,  lend  me  your  Cudgel. 

Lure.  Sir  Harry^  you  won't  raife  a  Dillurbance  in  my 
Houfc.> 

W^ild.  Diflurbance,  Madam,  no,  no,  Pll  beat  him  with  the 
Temper  of  a  Philofopher  :  Here,  Mrs.  P^r/y,  fliew  me  the 
aentleman.  [Exit  vjtth  Parly- 

Lure.  Now,  fhall  I  get  the  old  Monfler  well  beaten,  aiid 
>ir  Harr\  peiler'd  next  Term  wirhBloodlhcds,  Batteries,  Coils 
md  Damages,  Sollicitors  and  Attornles  ;  and  if  they  don't 
eize  him  out  of  his  good  Humour,  Fll  never  plot  agen.  [Exit, 

SCENE  changes  to  another  Roq77i  in  the  fame  Houfe. 

E-ntcr  Smuggler. 
S;?:ug.    O,  this  damiu'd  Tide-waiter !    A   Ship  and  Cargo 
vorth  five  thoufand  Pound!  why,   'tis  richly  worth  live  hun- 
Ircd  Perjuries. 

Ij  Enter  Wiidair. 

'  tVild.  Dear  Jvlr.  Alderman,  I'm  your  mod  devoted  and 
liumbie  Servant. 

\\  Smug.  My  bed.  Fiicnd,  Sir  Kirry^  you're  welcome  to 
^  England. 

,  Wtld.  Pll  afTiire  you.  Sir,  there's  not  a  Man  in  the  King's 
>  Oomiuions  Pm  gladder  to  meet. 

r^^ig.  O  Lord,  Sir,  you  Travellers  have  the  moft  obliging 
^  with  you. 
lytld.  There  is  a  Bullncfs,  Mr.  Alderman,  fall'n  out,  which 
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you  may  oblige  me  infinitely  by I  am  very  forry  that  Vva,\ 

forc'd  to  be  troublefome ;  but  Neceffity,  Mr.  Alderman.         ' 

Smug,  Ay,  Sir,  as  you  fay,  Neceffity But  upon  my'! 

word,  Sir,  I  am  very  fhort  of  Money  at  prefent,  but —         -! 

IVtld,  That's  not  the  matter,  Sir,  I'm.  above  an  Obligation 
that  way  ;  but  the  Bufinefs  is,  I'm  reduc'd  to  an  indifpen- 
iibie  Neceffity  of  being  oblig'd  to  you  for  a  Beating  —  Here, 
take  this  Cudgel. 

Smug.  A  Beating,  Sir  Harry  !  ha,  ha,  ha  ;  I  beat  a  Knight 
Baronet;  an  Alderman  turn  Cudgel-Player  !  ha,  ha,  ha.' 

IVtld.  Upon  my  word,  Sir,  you  mull  beat  me,  or  I  cudgel 
you  ;  take  your  choice. 

Smug.  Pfhaw,  pfhaw,  youjeft. 

Wild.  Nay,  'tisasfureas  Fate:  fo,  Alderman,  I  hope  you'll 
pardon  my  Curiofity. 

Smug,  Curiofity  !  Duce  take  your  Curiofity,  Sir;  what  d'ye 
mean. 

Wild.  Nothing  at  all ;  I'm  but  in  jcft.  Sir. 

Smug.  O,  I  can  take  any  thing  in  jefl  ;  but  a  Man  might 
imagine  by  the  fmartnefs  of  the  Stroak,  that  you  were  in 
down-right  earnefl. 

Wild.  Not  in  the  leaft,  Sir ;  \Strtkcs  him.']  not  in  the  leaf] 
indeed,  Sir. 

Smug.  Pray,  good  Sir,  no  more  of  your  Jefts  ;  for  they  are 
the  bluntefl  Jcfls  that  I  ever  knew. 

Wild.  [^Strikes.']  I  heartily  beg  your  pardon,  with  all  my' 
Heart,  Sir. 

Smug.  Pardon,  Sir  !  well.  Sir,  that  is  Satisfaclion  enougl 
from  a  Gentleman  :  but  ferioufly  now,  if  you  pafs  any  more 
of  your  Jells  upon  me,  I  fhall  grow  angry. 

W^ild.  I  humbly  beg  your  PcrmiiTion  to  break  one  or  tw( 
more.  [_Strtking  him 

Smug.  O  Lord,  Sir,  you'll  break  my  Bones:  Are  you  mad 
Sir?  Murder,  Felony, Manflaughtcr.   \y\[\\di.knockshimdowyi 

Wild.  Sir,  I  beg  you  teji  thoufand  Pardons  ;  but  I  am  ab 

folutely  compeird  to't,  upon  my  Honour,  Sir,   nothing  ca; 

be  m.ore  averfe  to  my  Inclinations,  than  to  jeft  v/ith  my  honef^ 

dear,  loving,  obliging  Friend,  the  Alderman,     \Striking  him  a 

this  vjhile^  Smuggler  tumbles  over  and  over.,  and  pake  s  ou 

hisPocket-Book  on  the  Floor '^  Lurewell  enters.,  takes  it  up. 

Lure.  The  oldRoguc's  Focket-book;this  may  be  of  ufe.[///rt2'i 
O  Lord,  Six  Harry- i  murdering  the  poor  old  Man. 

Smug.  O  dear/ Madam,  I  was  beaten  in  jefl,  'till  I  ai}] 
murder'd  in  good  earneit, 

Lure.  Well,  well,  V\\\>x\r\g^joyxoW.,Senior  —  Frap^Z^Frape'^ 

Smud 
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Smug.  O  I   For  Charity's  fake,  Madam,  refcue  a  poor  Ci- 
zen. 

Xare.  O  you  barbarous  Man!    Hold,    hold,   Fra^cz^  plus 
riidemeyit^ 
rapcz.,  I  wonder  you  arc  not  alliam'd,  [HoUwg  Wild. 

\  poor  reverend  honcll:  Elder [^Hclps  Smug.  up. 

:  makes  me  weep  to  fee  him  in  this  Condition,  poor  Man  I 

sow  the  Devil  take  you,  Sir  Harry For  not  beating 

lim  harder  :  Well,   my  Dear,  you  fliall  come  at  Night  and 
'11  make  you  amends.  \_Here  Sir  Harry  takes  Snujh, 

Smug.  Madam,  I  will  have  amends  before  I  leave  the  Place^ 
Sir; 
low  durfl:  vou  ufe  me  thus  ? 
'  Wtld.  Sir? 

Smug.  Sir,  I  fay  that  I  will  have  Satisfadlion. 

Wild.  With  all  my  Heart.         \^T"hro-vjs  Snujh  iyifo  his  Eyes. 

Smug.  O!    Murder,  Blindncfs,  Fire;  O  Madam,  Madam, 
;ct  me  fome  Water,  Water,  Fire,  Fire,  Water. 

S^Ex'it  with  Lurewell. 

JVild.  How  plcafant  is  refenting  an  Injury  without  PalTion? 
ris  the  Beauty  of  Revenge. 

Let  St  at  e f men  plot  .^  und  tinder  Bufinefs  g^ro  an  .^ 
And  fctth'ng  puhlick  Quiet  lofe  their  ovjn  ; 
het  Soldiers  drudge  and  fight  for  Vav  or  Fame^ 
For  when  thefrejhot.^  I  think  "'tis  'much  the  fame. 
Let  Scholars  vex  their  Brains  with  Mood  and 'Tenfe., 
And  mad  with  Strength  of  Reafon.^  Fools  commence^ 
Lofing  their  IVits  in  fe arching  after  Senfe  ; 
Thetr  Summum  Bonum  they  mufl  toil  to  gain.. 
And  fee  king  Pleafure.^  fpend  their  Life  in  Fain^ 
I  make  the  mo  ft  of  Life  .^  no  Hozir  mifpend^ 
Fleafure'^s  the  Means .^  and  Pleafure  is  my  End, 
No  Spleen.^  no  "Trouble  Jh all  my  time  deflros^ 
Lifers  but  a  Span  ;  /'//  euery  Inch  enjoy.  [Exit 

The  End  of  the  Second  ACT. 
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ACT     IIL 

SCENE,  "the  Street. 

Enter  Standard  and  Vizard. 
Stand.  T  Bring  him  word  where  fhc  lodg'd  !  I  thecivilefl 
J-  val  in  the  World  !  'Tis  impoflible. 

Viz.  I  fhail  urge  it  no  farther,  Sir;  I  only  thought,  Sir, 
That  my  Charafter  in  the  World  might  add  Authority 
To  my  Words  without  fo  many  Repetitions. 

Stand.  Pardon  me,  dear  V:zard Our  Belief  ftruggk 

hard. 
Before  it  can  be  brought  to  yield  to  the  Difadvantage 
Of  what  we  love  ;  'tis  fo  great  an  Abufe  to  our  Judgment 
That  it  makes  the  Faults  of  our  Choice  our  awn  Failing. 
But  what  fitid  Sir  Harry  ? 

Viz.  He  pitied  the  poor  credulous  Collonel,  laughMheartilj, 
Flew  away  with  all  the  Raptures  of  a  Bridegroom,  repeatifl 
thefe  Lines. 

A  Miflrefs  ne'er  can  ^ all  her  Lover^s  Joys.^ 
U'loofe  U'tt  can  --whet  whene'er  her  Beauty  cloys. 

"  Stand.  A  Miftrcfs  ne'er  can  fall }  By  all  my  Wrongs  he 
Whores  her  !  And  I'm  made  their  Property.   Vengeance  ! 
zard.,  you  m.uft  carry  a  Note  for  me  to  Sir  Harry. 

Viz.  What  !  a  Challenge  !  I  hope  you  don't  defign  to  fighti 

Stand.  What!  Wear  the  Livery  of  my  King,  and  pocket  a 
Affront  !  'Twere  an  Abufe  to  his  Sacred  Majefly,  a 
Soldier's  Sword,  Vizard.^  lliould  Hart  of  it  felf  to' 
Redrefs  it's  Mailer's  Wrong. 

ViZ.  How^ever,  Sir,  I  think  it  not  proper  for  me  to  can 
any  fuch  MelFage  between  Friends. 

Stand.  I  have  ne'er  a  Servant  here,  w^hat  fliall  I  do.^ 

ViZ.   There's  Tom    Errand^   the  Porter,    that  plies  at  ti 
Blew-Pofts, 
And  who  knows  Sir  Harry  and  his  Haunts  very  well, 
You  may  fend  a  Note  by  'him. 

Stand.  Here,  you,  Friend. 

Viz.  I  have  now  ibme  Bufinefs,  and  muft  take  my  Leav 
I  wou'd  advife  you  nevertnelefs  againfl:  this  Attair. 

Stand.  No  whifpering  now,  nor  telling  of  Priends  to  pr; 
vent  us.    He  that  difappoints  a  iVian  or  an  honourable   R 

veng 
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Ixnge,  may  love  him  fooliOily  like  a  Wife,   but  never  value 
am.  as  a  Friend. 

Viz.  Nay,  the  Devil  take  him  that  parts  you,  fay  I. 

{Exit, 
'Enter  Porter  ru'/ining. 

Err.  Did  your  Honour  call  a  Porter  ? 

Staf7d.  Is  your  Name  'Tom  Errand'^. 

Err.  People  call  me  fo,  an't  like  your  Worfhip * 

'  ■  Stand.  D'ye  know  Sir  H^rrrv  IVild^iyr'^ 

■'  Err.  Ay,  very  well  Sir,    he's  one  of  m.y  Mafters:   many  a 

ound  Half-Crown  have  I  had  of  his  Woriliip,    he's  newly 

:ome  home  from  France.^   Sir. 

,  Stand.  Go  to  the  next  Coifee-Houfe,  and  vrait  for  m.e. 

I)  Woman,  Woman,  howbleftis  Man,  when  favour'd  by  vour 

miles,  and  how  accurll  when  all  thofe  Smiles  are  found 

)Ut  WTRcon  Baits  to  footh  us  to  Deilruction. 

''Thus  our  cJyief  Jo\s  with  bafe  Alhiys  are  curfl^ 

And  our  hefi  thhgs.^  -ivken  once  corruped^  ivo-rft.  [Exit. 

\  Enter  Wildair  and  Clincher  fenior  following. 

I  Clinch,  fen.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir,  having  fomeBulmefs  of  Importance 
>  communicate  to  you,  I  would  beg  your  Attention  to  a  tri- 
cing Affair  that  I  wou'd  impart  to  you. 
'iVi/d.  What  is  your  trifling  Bulinefs  of  Importance,    pray 
^eetSir? 
Clinch,  fen.  Pray  Sir,  are  the  Roads  deep  between  this  and 

^aris  ? 
mid.  Why  that  Queftion,  Sir  ? 

Clinch,  fen.  Becaufe  I  deiign  to  go  to  the  J///;//^^,  Sir;  lun- 
brftand  that  you  are  a  Traveller,  Sir;  there  is  an  Air  of  Tra- 

d  in  the  Tie  ofyour  Cravat,  Sir,  there  i?  indeed,  Sir 

fiippofe,  Sir,  you  bought  this  Lace  in  Flanders. 
Wild  No,  Sir,  this  Lace  was  made  in  Norway. 
Clinch,  fen.  Norway.^    Sir  ! 
Wild.  Yes  Sir,  of  the  Shavings  of  Deal-boards. 

Clinch,  fen.  That's  very  ftrange  now,  f.iith Lace  made 

'the  Shavings  of  Deal-boards  !  I  Gad,  Sir,  you  Travellers 
e  very  (Irange  things  nbroad,  very  incredible  things  abroad, 
deed.  Well,  I'll  have  a  Cravat  of  that  very  fame  h'i.cQ  he- 
re I  come  home. 

Wild.  But,  Sir,  what  Preparations  have  you  made  for  your 
>urney  } 

Clinch,  fen.  A  Cafe  of  Pocket-piftols  for  ^he  Eravo's and 

fwimT,ing  Girdle. 
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^/7Z  Whythefe,  Sir? 

Clinch,  fen.  O  Lord !  Sir,  I'll  tell  you — fnppofeusin/^o^^^ 
now  ;  away  goes  me  I  to  fome  Ball  —  for  PH  be  a  mighty  Bean. 
Then,  as  I  laid,   I  go  to  Ibme  Ball,    or  fome  Bear-baiting, 

'tis  all  one  you  know then  comes  a  fine  Italian  Bor^a  lioba^ 

and  plucks  me  by  the  Sleeve,  Seigniour  Angk.^  Setgniottr  An- 
gle^ — - —  file's  a  very  fine  Lady,  obferve  that Seigniour^ 

Angle.,  fays  file,  — —  Seigniora.,  fays  I,  and  trips  after  her  to 
the  Corner  of  a  Street,  fuppofe  it  R7iflci~Jlrect  here,  or  any 
other   Street  ;    then  you  know?,   I  mull  invite  her    to  the 

Tavern,   I  can  do  no  lefs. There  up  comes  her  Bravo ; 

the  Italian  grows  faucy,  and  I  give  him  an  EngUjh  Doufe  of 
the  Face.     1  can  box.   Sir,    box  tightly  ;    I  was  a  Prentice, 

Sir, but  then.  Sir,  he  whips  out  his  StHleto.,  and  I  whips, 

out  my  Bull  Dog Haps  him  through,    trips  down  Stairs, 

turns  the  Corner  of  Rujjcl-ftreet  again,  and  whips  me  into 
the  x^mballador's  Train,  and  there  I'm  fare  as  a  Beau  behind 
the  Scenes. 

M^ild.  Is  your  Piflol  charg'd,  Sir  > 

Clinch,  fen.  Only  a  Brace  of  Bullets,  that's  all,  Sir  ;  I  dc-j 
f.gn  to  fhoot  feven  Italians  a  Week,    Sir.  i 

I4^tld.  Sir,  you  won't  have  Provocation.  | 

Clin.  fen.  Provocation,  Sir!  Zauns,  Sir,  I'll  kill  any  Man' 
for  treading  upon  my  Corn ,  and  there  v/ill  be  a  devilift 
Throng  of  People  there  ;  they  fay  that  all  the  Princes  in  Ita- 
ly will  be  there.  _ 

Wild.  And  all  the  Fops  and  Fidlers  in  iLurope but  th( 

ufe  of  your  fwimming  Girdle,  pray  Sir  ? 

Clin.  fen.  O  Lord,  Sir!  That's  eaiie.  Suppofe  the  Ship  caf 
away ;  now,  whilft  other  foolilli  People  are  bufie  at  thci; 
Prayers,  I  whip  on  my  fwimming  Girdle,  clap  a  Month' 
Proviiion  into  my  Pocket,    and  fails  me  away  like  an  Egi 

in  a  Duck's  Belly. Andheark'e,  Sir,  Ihave  anewProjc^ 

in  my  Head.  Where  d'ye  think  my  fwimming  Girdle  fiiiil 
carry  me  upon  this  Occaf.on  ?  'Tis  a  new  Proje6l. 

M^tld.  Where,  S\x> 

Clin.  fen.  To  Civita  Vecchia^  Faith  and  Troth,  and  fo  fav, 
the  Charges  of  my  PaiTage.  Vv^ell,  Sir,  you  mufl  pardon  m 
now,  Fm  going  to  fee  my  Miihefs.  [^Exl 

I4'^ild.  This  Fellow's  an  accomplifh'd  Afs  before  he  go( 
abroad.  Well  !  This  Ar/gelica  has  got  into  my  Heart,  an 
I  can't  get  her  out  of  my  Head.  I  mull  pay  her  t'oth( 
Vifit.  ^  lExi 

SCEN 
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SCENE,  Lady  DarlingV  Houfi. 

Angelica  fola. 
Angel.  Unhappy  State  of  Woman  !  whofe  chief  Virtue 
IS  but  Ceremony,  and  our  much  boafted  Modefty  but  a  fla- 
vifh  Reflraint.  The  ftrift  Confinement  on  our  Words  makes 
our  Thoughts  ramble  more ;  and  what  preferves  our  out- 
ward Fame,  deftroys  our  inward  Quiet. 'Tis  hard  that 

Love  fhou'd  be  deny'd  the  Privilege  of  Hatred;  that  Scandal 
and  Detradion  fhou'd  be  fo  much  indulg'd,  yet  facred  Love 
and  Truth  debarr'd  our  Converfation. 

JE;^^^r  Darling,  Clincher  j'a;?.  ^;?.i' Dicky, 
Darl.  This  is  my  Daughter,  Coufin. 
f  Dick,  Now,  Sir,  remember  your  three  Scrapes. 

Clm.  y^//z?/;5?^  Angelica.]  OneJ  two,  three,  \Ki]J'ssh£r.'\  Your 
humble  Servant.     Was  not  that  right,  Dicky\ 

Dick.  Ay,  faith  Sir,  but  why  don't  you  fpeak  to  her  ? 
CUn.jun.  I  beg  your  Pardon,  Dicky ^  I  know  my  Diflanee* 
Wou'd  you  have  me  fpeak  to  a  Lady  at  the  firft  fight  ? 
Dick.  Ay,  Sir,  by  all  means,  the  firfi  Aim  is  the  fured. 
Clin.  jun.  Now  for  a  good  Jeft,  to  make  her  laugh  hearti- 
ly-r-By  Jupiter  Ammon  I'll  go  give  her  a  Kifs. 

\_Goes  tovjardsher. 
Enter  Wildair,  interpojing. 
Wild.  'Tis  all  to  no  purpofe,  I  told  you  fo  before ;  your 

pitiful  five  Guineas  will  never  do you  may  march.  Sir, 

for  as  far  as  five  hundred  Pounds  will  go,  I'll  out-bid  you. 
Clin.  jun.  What  the  Devil !  The  Mad-man's  here  again. 
Darl.  Blefs  me,    Coufin  !  What  d'ye  mean  ?   Affront  a 
Gentleman  of  his  Quality  in  my  Houfe ! 

CUn.jun.  Quality  !   Why,  Madam,    I   don't  know  what 
iyou  mean   by  your  Madmen,    and  your  Beaux,  and  your 

Quality. They're  all  alike  I  believe. 

Darl.  Pray,  Sir,  walk  with  me  into  the  next  Room^ 

{Exit  Darl.  leadingOXm.  Dicky  follow y. 
Angel.  Sir,    if  your  Converfation   be   no  more  agreeable 
than  'twas  the  lafi  time,  I  wou'd  advife  you  to  make  it  as 
Ihort  as  you  can. 

Wild.  The  Offences  of  my  lafl  Vifit,  Madam,  bore  their 
Punifhnv^nt  in  the  Comm.iflion ;  and  have  made  me  as  un- 
€afie  tili  I  receive  Pardon,  as  your  Ladyiliip  can  be  till  I  fuc 
for  it. 

Angel.  Sir  Harry^  I  did  not  well  underftund  the  Offence, 
and  muft  therefore  proportion  it  to  the  Greatnefs  of  your 

I  Apology  i 
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Apology  ;  if  you  wou'd  therefore  have  me  think  it  h'ght,  take 
no  great  pains  in  an  Exciifc. 

Wild.  How  fv/eet  mu(l  the  Lips  be  that  guard  that  Tongue ! 
Then,  Madam,  no  more  of  pail  Offences,  let  us  prepare  for 
Joys  to  come  ;  let  this  feal  my  Pardon.  [Kijj'esher  Ha?2d.']  And 
this  \^Agam.']  initiate  me  to  farther  Happinefs. 

Angel.  Hold,'  Sir, one  Queifion,  Sir  Harry^  and  pray 

anfwer  plainly,  D'ye  love  mc  ? 

M^ild.  Love  you!  Does  Fire  afcendr  Do  Hypocrites  diffem- 
ble  ?  Ufurers  love  Gold,  or  great  Men  Flattery  ?  Doubt  thefe, 
then  queilion  that  I  love. 

Angel.  This  fhews  your  Gallantry,  Sir,  but  not  your  Love. 

Wild.  View  your  own  Charms,  Madam,  then  judge  my 
Pailion ;  your  I3eauty  ravifhes  my  Eye,  your  Voice  my  Ear, 
and  your  Touch  has  thrill'd  my  melting  Soul. 

A}2geL  If  your  Words  be  real,  'tis  in  your  Pow'r  to  taife 
an  equal  Flame  in  me. 

M-^ild.  Nay,  then 1  feize 

Angel.  Hold,  Sir,  'tis  alfo  poffible  to  make  me  detefl:  and  i 
fcorn  you  worfe  than  the  moft  profligate  of  your  deceiving,  j 
Sex. 

JVild.  Ha!  Avery  odd  turn  this.  I  hope,  Madam,  you  only 
affed  i.\nger,  becaufe  you  know  your  Frowns  are  becoming^ 

A?igel.  Sir  Harry^  you  being  the  befl  Judge  of  your  own 
Defigns,  can  beft  underftand  whether  my  Anger  fliou'd  be" 
real  or  diffembled ;  think  what  ftricl  Modefly  fhou'd  bear, 
then  judge  of  my  Refentments. 

mid.  Stria  Modefty  ihou'd  bear !  Why  faith,  Madam,  I 
believe  the  ftricleft  Modefly  may  bear  fifty  Guineas, .  and  I 
don't  believe  'twill  bear  one  Farthing  more. 

Angel.  What  d'ye  mean,  Sir  .> 

Wild.  Nay,  Madam,  ,what  do  you  mean  ?  if  you  go  to 
that.  I  think  now  fifty  Guineas  is  a  very  fine  Offer  for  your 
firicf  Modefty,  as  you  call  it. 

Angel.  'Tis  more  charitable,  Sir  Harry.,  to  charge  the  Im- 
pertinence of  a  Man  of  your  Figure,  on  his  Defed  in  Un-  •• 

derllanding,  than  on  his  want  of  Manners I'm  afraid  I' 

you're  mad,  Sir. 

Wild.  Vv^hy,  Madam,  you're  enough  to  make  any  Man 
mad.     'Sdeath,  are  you  not  a— — 

Angel.  What,  Sir  ^ 

U'lld.  Why,  a  Lady  of— — ftrici  Modefty,  if  you  will 
have  it  fo. 

Angel.  I  fliali  never  hereafter  trufl  common  Report,  which 
3  reprefented 
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rcprefentedyou,  Sir,  a  Man  of  Honour,  Wit,  and  Breeding; 
for  I  find  you  very  deficient  in  them  all.  \_iLxit, 

Wild,  folus.  Now  I  find  that  the  tlrid  Pretences  .which  the 
Ladies  of  Pleafaremake  to  Uriel  Modefty,  is  the  reafon  why 
chofe  of  Quality  are  afham'd  to  wear  it. 
E'/2tcr  Vizard. 

Viz,  Ah!  Sir  Harry,  \\i\2  I  caught  you?  Well,  and  - l.t 
Succefs  f 

IViU.  Succefs!  'Tis  a  Sharne  for  you  young  Fellov:,  hi 
Town  here,  to  let  the  Wenches  grow  fo  faucy  :  loifcr'c;  htr 
fifty  Guineas,  and  fhe  was  in  her  Airs  prcfcntly.  I  cou'd 
have  had  two  Countelles  in  Paris  for  lialf  the  Money,  and  j^^ 
vous  remercie  into  the  Bargain. 

Viz.  Gone  in  her  x\irs,  fav  you?  And  did  not  you  follow 
her? 
'  Wild.  Whither  mould  I  follow  her  ? 

Viz.  Into  her  Bed-chamber,  Man  ;  fne  went  on  purpofe^ 
You  a  Man  of  Gallantry,  and  not  underftand  that  a  Lady's 
beft  pleas'd  when  fiie  puts  on  her  Airs,  as  you  call  it ! 

M^tld.  SheralkM  to  meof  ftric'l  Modefly,  and  Stuff: 

ViZ.  Certainly  moll:  Women  magnifie  their  Modefly,  fot 
the  fame  reafon  that  Cowards  boait  their  Courags.^  becaufe 
they  have  leail  on't.  Come,  come^  Sir  Harry,  when,  you 
make  your  next  AlTault,  incourage  your  Spirits  with  brisk 
Biirguy2dy\  if  you  fucceed,  'tis  well;  if  not,  you  have  a  fair 
Excufe  for  your  Rudenefs.     Pll  go  in,  and  m.ake  your  Peace 

for  what's  pad.     Oh  !  I  had  almoif  forgot Coll.  Standard 

wants  to  fpeak  with  you  about  fomeBufinefs. 

Wild.  Pll  wait  upon  him  prefently,  d'ye  know  where  he 
may  be  found  ? 

Viz.  In  thcPiiizza  ol  Cove nt^Gar den,  about  an  Hour  hence, 
I  promifed  to  fee  him,  and  there  you  may  meet  him ;  to  have 
your  Throat  cut.  \^Afidc. 

I'll  go  in  and  intercede  for  you. 
I     Wild.  But  no  foul  Play  with  the  Lady,  Vizards         {Exit. 

Vtz.  No  fair  Play,  I  can  aiTarcyou.  {Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E,  T'he  Street  befrre  Lurev/ell'j  Lodgi^rgs  ;  Cliiicherjl7% 
and  Lurewell  cociucti?:g  in  the  Balcony. 

Enter  Standard, 
Stand.  How  Vs^cak  is  Reafon  in  Difputes  of  Love  ?   That 
daring  Reafon  which  fo  oft  pertends  to  queftion  Works  of 
hi^h  Om.nipotencc,  yet  poorly  truckles  to  ^our  wcakeft  PafTi- 
i|>ns,  and  yields  iinpiicitc  Faith  to  fooliih  Love,  paying  blind 

I  2  Zeal 
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Zeal  to  faithlefs  Womens  Eyes.     Fve  heard  her  Falfhood 

•vvith  fuch  prelTing  Proofs,  that  I  no  longer  fhouM  diftruft  it. 

Yet  ftill  my  Love  wouM  baffle  Demonflration,   and  make 

ImpolTibilities  feem  probable.  [^Looksup.']  Ha!  That  Fool  too! 

What,  ftoop  fo  low  as  that  Animal  r™ — 'Tis  true,  Women 

once  fairn,  like  Cowards  in  Defpair,  will  (tick  at  nothing, 

there's  no  Medium  in  their  A61ions.     Theyinufl  be  bright  as 

Angels,  or  black  as  Fiends.     But  now  for  my  Revenge,  I'll 

kick  her  Cully  before  her  Face,  call  her  a  Whore,  curfe  the 

whole  Sex,  and  fo  leave  her.  [Goes in, 

Lurewell  comes  down  wkh  Clincher.     T'he  Scene  changes  to  a 

Dining- Room, 

Lure.  O  Lord,  Sir,  'tis  my  Husband  !  What  will  become 

of  you  .^ 

Clin,  Eh !  Your  Husband  !  Oh  ^  I  fhall  be  murder'd  : , 
What  fhall  I  do?  Where   Ihall  I  run.^   I'll  creep  into  an 

Oven;  I'll  climb  up  the  Chimney;  Fll  fly  ;  Fll  fwim; 

I  wifli  to  the  Lord  I  were  at  the  Jubilee  now. 

Lure.  Can't  you  think  of  any  thing,  Sir } 

Enter  Tom  Errand. 
What  do  you  want,  Sir  ? 

Err.  Madam,  I  am  looking  for  Sir  Harry  WtUair\  I  fav^ 
him  come  in  here  this  Morning,  and  did  imagine  he  might 
be  here  ftllL 

Lure.  A  lucky  hit!  Here,  Friend,  change  Cloaths  with 
this  Gentleman,  quickly,  ftrip.  \ 

Clin,  Ay,  ay,  quickly,  ilrip :  Fll  give  you  half  a  Crown^ 
Come,  here:  So.  \7hcy  change  Cloaths* 

Lure,  Now  flip  you  [To  Clinch]  dow^n-ftairs,  and  wait 
at  the  Door  till  my  Husband  be  gone ;  and  get  you  in  there 
[To  the  Porterl  till  1  call  you. 

l^Puts  Errand  into  the  next  Room, 
Enter  Standard. 
Oh^  Sir!  Are  you  come  .^  I  wonder,  Sir,  how  you  have  the 
Confidence  to  approach  me  after  fo  bafc  a  Trick  ?  ^ 
Stand.  O  Madam,  all  your  Artifices  won't  prevail. 
Lure,  Nay,   Sir,   your  Artifices  won't  avail.     I  thought^ 
Sir,   that  I  gave  you  Caution  enough  againft  troubling  me 
-with  Sir  Harry  JVildair's  Company  when  I  fcnt  his  Letters 
back  by  you;  yet  you,  forfooth,  muft  tell  him  where  I  lodg'd, 
and  expofe  me  again  to  his  impertinent  Courtlliip, 
Stand.  I  expoft  you  to  his  Courtfhip ! 
Lure.  Fll  lay  my  Life  you'll  deny  it  nov/ ;  Come,  come, 
Sir  5  a  pitiful  Lie  is  as  fcandalous  to  a  Red  Coat  as  an  Oath 
I  to. 
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a-o  a  Black.  Did  not  Sir  Harry  himfelf  tellme,  that  he  found 
out  by  you  where  I  lodg'd  ? 

Stand.  You're  all  Lies:  Firft,  your  Heart  is  falfe,  your  Eyes 
are  double;  one  Look  belies  another :  And  then  your  Tongue 
^does  contradict  them  all. — Madam,  I  fee  a  little  Devil  jult 
now  hammering  out  a  Lie  in  your  Pericranium. 

Lure.  x\s  I  hope  for  Mercy,  he's  in  the  right  on't.  \_AfJe.'\ 
Hold,  Sir,  you  have  got  the  Play-houfe  Cant  upon  your 
Tongue;  and  think,  that  Wit  may  privilege  your  Railing: 
But  I  mull:  tell  you,  Sir,  that  what  is  Satyr  upon  the  Stage, 
is  ill  Manners  here. 

Stand.  What  is  feign'd  upon  the  Stage,  is  here  in  Reality 

real  Falfliood.     Yes,  yes,  Madam,- 1  expos'd  you  to  the 

Courtfnip  of  your  Fool  Clincher.,  too  :  I  hope  your  Female 
Wiles  will  impofe  that  upon  me alfo 

Lure.  Clincher  I  Nay,  now  you're  (lark  mad.  I  know  no 
fuch  Perfon. 

Stand.  O  Woman  in  Perfe61:ion !  not  know  him !  'Slife, 
Madam,  can  my  Eyes,  my  piercing  jealous  Eyes,  be  fo  de- 
luded >  Nay,  Madam,  my  Nofe  could  not  millake  him  ;  for 
I  fhielt  the  Fop  by  his  Pnhilio  from  the  Balcony  down  to  the 
Street. 

Lure.  The  Balcony !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Balcony !  I'll  be 
hang'd  but  he  has  milfaken  Sir  Harry  l{^ildair\  Footman  with 
a  new  French  Livery,  for  a  Beau. 

Stand.  'Sdcath,  Madam,  what  is  there  in  me  that  looks  like 
a  Cully !  Did  I  not  fee  him  > 

Lure.  No,  no,  you  cou'4  not  fee  him  ;  you're  dreaming, 
Collonel.     Will  you   believe   your  Eyes,  now  that  I  have 

rubb'd  them  open ! Here,  you,  Friend- 

Enter  Errand  in  ClincherV  Cloaths. 

Stand.  This  is  Illulion  all ;  my  Eyes  confpire  againft  the^i" 
felves.     'Tis  Legerdemain. 

Lure.  Legerdemain!  Is  that  all  your  Acknowledgment  for 
your  rude  Behaviour  ?— —  Oh,  what  a  Curfe  is  it  to  love  as 

I  do  ! But  don't  prefume  too  far.  Sir,   on  my  AtFcdion  : 

For  fuch  ungenerous  Ufage  will  foon  return  my  tir'd  Heart, 
— -Be  gone,  Sir,  [To  the  Forter']  to  your  impertinent  Mafter, 
and  tell  him  I  fhall  never  be  at  leifure  to  reccrve  any  of  his 

troublefome  Vilits; -Send  tome  to  know,  whenlfhouM 

be  at  home! Be  gone.  Sir; lamfurc  he  has  made  me 

an  unfortunate  Woman.  \_lVccps. 

Stand.  Nay,  then  there  is  no  certainty  in  Nature;  an4 
Truth  is  only  Fallliood  well  difguis'd. 

I  a  Lure, 
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Lure.  Sir,  had  not  lown'd  my  fond  fool ifhPalTion,  Ifhou'd 
not  have  been  fubjed  to  fuch  unjuft  Sufpicions:  But  'tis  an 
ungrateful  Return.  {JVeeping, 

Sta?/d.  Now,  where  are  all  my  firm  Refolves  ?  I  will  believe 
her  jufl.  My  PaiTion  rais'd  my  Jealoufie  ;  then  why  mayn't, 
Love  be  as  blind  in  finding  Faults,  as  in  excufing  them? — I. 
hope,  Madam,  you'll  pardon  me,  fmce  Jealoufie  that  magni- 
fy'd  my  Suipicion,  is  as  much  the  EfFeci  of  Love  as  myEa- 
linefs  in  being  fatisfy'd. 

Lure.  Eafmefs  in  being  fatisfy'd  !  You  Men  have  got  an  in-  » 
fqlent  way  of  extorting  Pardon,  by  perfifting  in  your  Faults,  i 
No,  no.  Sir,  cherifii  your  Sufpicions,  and  feed  upon  your  Jea^  ■ 
loufie:  'Tis  fit  Meat  for  your  fqueamilli  Stomach. 

.1 
.    With  we  dlWom en  ftj oil' d  this  Rule  purfue :  / 

Who  thinks  usfalfe^  jhoiCd never  find  us  true,     \Extt  in  a  Rage. 

'Enter  Clincher  in  the  Porter'^s  Cloaths. 

Clin.  Well,  Intriguing  is  the  prettieft,  pleafanteft  thing,  for 

a  Man  of  my  Parts: How  iliall  we  laugh  at  theHusband, 

when  he  is  gone? — How  fiUily  he  looks!  He's  in  labour  of 

Horns  already. Tomal^eaCollonel  a  Cuckold!  'Twill  be- 

rare  News  for  the  Alderman.  '  [Jftde, 

Stand.  All  this  Sir  Harry  has  occafiou'd;  but  he's  brave,  and;. 

•will  afford  me  jufl  Revenge: O  !  this  is  the  Porter  I  fent 

the  Challenge  by : Well,  Sir,  have  you  found  him? 

Clin.  What  the  Devil  does  he  mean  now  ? 

Stand.  Have  you  given  Sir  Harry  the  Note,  Fellow  ? 

Clin.  The  Note  !  What  Note.> 

Stand.  The  Letter,  Blockhead,  which  I  fent  by  you  tO' 
Sir  Harry  Wildair\  have  you  feen  him  ? 

Clin.  O  Lord,  what  fiiall  I  fay  now  ?  Seen  him?  Yes,  Sir — 
No,  Sir. — I  have,  Sir. 1  have  not.  Sir. 

Stand.  The  Feilov/'smad.  Anfwerme  dire6lly,  Sirrah,  or 
ril  break  your  Head. 

Clin.  I  know,  S\r  Harry  very  w^ell,  Sir;  but  as  to  the  Note,; 
Sir,  I  can't  remem.ber  a  word  on't :  Truth  is,  I  have  a  very, 
bad  Memory. 

Stand.  O  Sir,  I'll  quicken  your  Memory.  [^Strtkeshim. 

Clin.  Zauns,  Sir,  hold ; — -I  did  give  him  the  Note. 

Stand.  And  what  Anfwer? 

Clin.  I  m.ean  I  did  not  give  him  the  Note. 

Sta7:d.  What,  d'ye  banter,  P^afcal  ?  \_Sirikes  hifu  again. 

Clin.  Hold,  Sir,  hold :  He  did  fend  an  Anfwer. 

Stand.  What  was>,  Villain  > 

Clr^^ 
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CUn>  Why,  truly  Sir  I  have  forgot  it  :  I  told  you  that  I 
had  a  very  treacherous  Memory. 

Stand.  I'll   engage  you  fhail  remember   me  this  Month, 
Rafcal.  {Beats  htm  off ^  ^/7^Exit. 

£w/^rLurewell  and  Parly. 

hure.  Forthqon^  fortboon.^  fortboon :  This  is  better  than  I  cx- 
pe6led;  but  Fortune  (till  helps  the  Induftrious. 
Enter  Clincher. 

Clin.  Ah  I  The  Devil  take  all  Intriguing,  fay  I,  and  him 

[who  firfl:  invented  Canes. That  curs'd  Collonel  has  got 

fuch  a  knack  of  beating  his  Men,  that  he  has  left  the  jMark 
of  a  Collar  of  Bandileers  about  my  Shoulders. 

Lure.  O  my  poor  Gentleman  !  And  vt^as  it  beaten  > 
.   Clin.  Yes,  I  have  been  beaten  :  But  ^vhcre's  m.y  Cloaths  ? 
my  Cloaths  > 

■   Lure.  What,  you  won't  leave  me  fo  foon,  my  Dear,  will 
ye? 
r   Cltn.  Will  ye  >  If  ever  I  peep  into  a  Collonel'sTent  agen, 

may  I  be  forc'd  to  run  the  Gauntlet. But  my  Cloarhs, 

Madam. 

Lure.  I  fent  the  Porter  down-llairs  with  them :  Did  not  you 
meet  him  ? 

Clin   Meet  him!  No,  not  I. 
^   Par.  No !  He  went  out  of  the  Back-door,  and  is  run  clear 
away,  Pm  afraid. 
•    Clin.  Gone,  fay  you  !  and  with  my  Cloaths !  my  fine  Jn- 

h'ilee  Cloaths ! O,  the  P>.ogue,  the  Thief  I I'll  have 

him  hangM  for  Murder. iiut,  how  fhall  I  get  home  in 

this  Pickle. 

Par.  I'm  afraid.  Sir,  the  Collonel  will  be  back  prefentiv; 
for  he  dines  at  home. 

Clm.  O,  then  I  muft  fneak  off  !  Was  ever  Man  fo  m.a- 
Jiag^d ;  to  ha^e  his  Coat  well  thrafn'd,  and  lofe  his  Coat  too  > 

{Exit. 

Lure.  Thus  the  Noble  Poet  fpoke  Truth : 

Nothingfutes  worfe  with  Vice  than  want  of  Senje  : 
Fools  are  fiill  zuicked  at  their  own  Ex^ence. 

Par.  Methinks,  Madam,  the  injuries  you  have  fufferM  by 
Men,  muft  be  very  great,  to  raife  fuch  heavy  Refentments 
againft  the  whole  Sex. 

Lure.  The  greateft  injury  that  Woman  cou'd  fuftain;  they 
robb'd  me  of  that  Jevv  el,  which  prcferv'd,  exalts  our  Sex  al- 
moft  to  Angels ;  but  deftroy'd,  debafes  us^below  thcworilof 
Brutes,  Maiikind. 

I  4  Far. 
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Par,  But  I  think,  Madam,  your  Anger  Ihou'd  beonlycon-t 

fn'd  to  the  Author  of  your  Wrongs. 

Ijure.  The  Author  !  x'llas,  I  know  him  not,  which  make^ 
my  Wrongs  the  greater.  ^ 

Par.  Not  know  him!  'Tisodd,  Madam,  thataManfliould 
rob  you  of  that  fame  Jewel  you  mcntiou'd,  and  you  not  know 
him. 

Lure.  Leave  trifling;— 'tis  a  Subje6l  that  always  fours 

my  Temper :  But  fince,  by  thy  faithful  Service,  I  have  fome 
reafon  to  confide  in  your  Secrefie,  hear  the  ftrange  Relation, 

— Some  twelve,  twelve  Years  ago,  I  liv'd  at  my  Father's 

Houfe  in  Oxfordjhire.,  bleft  with  Innocence,  the  ornamental,  I 
but  weak  Guard  of  blooming  Beauty :  I  was  then  juft  Fifteen, 
an  Age  fatal    to  the  Female  Sex  :  Our  Youth  is  tempting, 
our  Innocence  creduft)us,  Romances  moving,  Love  power? 

ful,  and  Men  are Villains.     Then  it  hapned,  that  three 

young  Gentlemen  from  the  Univerfity  coming  into  theCouur 
try,  and  being  benighted,  and  Strangers,  call'd  at  my  Father's: 
He  was  very  glad  of  their  Company,  and  ofFer'd  them  the  En-: 
tertainment  of  his  Houfe. 

Par.  Which  they  accepted,  no  doubt :  Oh  !  thefe  flrouling 
(^ollegians  are  never  abroad,  but  upon  fome  Mifchief. 

Lure.  They  had  fome  private  Frolick  or  Defign  in  their 
Heads,  as  appear'd  by  their  not  naming  one  another,  which 
my  Father  perceiving,  out  of  Civility,  made  no  enquiry  into, 
their  Affairs  ;  two  of  them  had  a  heavy,  pedantick,  Univerfi- 
ty Air,  a  fort  of  difagrecable  Scholaftick  Boorifhnefs  in  their- 
Behaviour;  but  the  third  ! 

Par.  Ay !  the  third.  Madam ;— — the  third  of  all  things, 
they  fay,  is  very  Critical. 

Lzire.  YIq-wos but  in  fhort,  Nature  cut  him  out  for  my 

undoing; he  feem'd  to  be  about  Eighteen. 

Par.  A  fit  Match  for  your  Fifteen  as  cou'd  be. 

Lure.  He  had  a  genteel  Sweetnefs  in  his  Face,  a  graceful 
Comelinefs  in  his  Perfon,  and  his  Tongue  was  fit  to  fopth 
fofr  Innocence  to  mine.  His  very  Looks  vv^ere  witty,  and  his 
€xprefive  Eyes  fpoke  fofter,  prettier  things,  than  Words  cou'd 
frame. 

Par.  ^There  will  be  Mifchief  by  and  by  ;  I  never  heard  a  Wo- 
man talk  fo  much  of  Eyes,  but  there  were  Tears  prefently  after. 

Lure.  His  Difcourfe  was  direded  to  my  Father,  but  his. 
Looks  to  me.  After  Supper  I  went  to  my  Chamber,  and 
read  Cajfandra^  then  went  to  Bed,  and  dreamt  of  him  all 
Night,  rofe  in  the  Morning,,  and  made  Verfes,  fo  fell  defpc- 
?ate]y  in  Love.— —My  Father  was  fo  well  ple;^§'d  with  hia 

Conver- 
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Converfation,  that  he  beg'd  their  Company  next  Day  ;   they 
confented,  and  next  Night,  Varly  - — 

I    Par.  Ay,  next  Night,  Madam, — next  Night  (I'm  afraid) 
was  a  Night  indeed. 

Lure.  He  brib'd  my  Maid,  with  his  Gold,  out  of  her  Ho- 

ncfty  ;  and  me,   with  his  Rhetorick,  out  of  my  Honour. 

She  admitted  him  to  my  Chamber,   and  there  he  vow'd,    and 
fwore,  and  wept,  and  ligh'd  —  and  conquer'd.  llFecps. 

Par.  Alack-a-day,  poor  Fifteen  !  [IVeeps, 

Lure.  He  fwore  that  he  wou'd  come  down  from  Oxford  hi 
a  Fortnight,  and  marry  me. 

Par.  The  old  Bait  !  the  old  Bait !— -I  was  cheated  juftfo 
my  felf;  ly^/idc.']  But  had  not  you  the  Wit  to  know  his  Name 
all  this  while  ? 

Lure.  Alas !  what  Wit  had  Innocence  like  mine  ?  He  told 
me,  that  he  was  under  an  Obligation  to  his  Companions  of 
iconcealing  himfelf  then ,  but  that  he  wou'd  write  to  me  in 
two  Days,  and  let  me  know  his  Name  and  Quality.  After 
all  the  binding  Oaths  of  Conftancy,  joining  Hands,  exchan- 
ging Hearts,  I  gave  him  a  Ring  with  this  Motto,  Love  arid 
Jtionour.,  then  we  parted,  but  I  never  faw  the  dear  Deceiver 
more. 

Par.  No,  nor  never  will,  I  warrant  you. 

Lure.  I  need  not  tell  my  Griefs,  which  my  Father's  Death 
made  a  fair  pretence  for  ;  he  left  me  fole  Heirefs  and  Execu- 
trix to  three  thcufand  Pounds  a  Year :  At  lail,  my  Love  for 
this  iingle  Dilfemblerturn'd  to  a  hatred  ofthe  whole  Sex  ;  and 
refolving  to  divert  my  Melancholy,  and  make  my  large  For- 
tune fubfervient  to  my  Fleafure  and  Revenge,  I  went  toj:ra- 
vei,  where,  in  moft  Courts  oiEmope^  I  have  done  fome  iixe^ 
cution.  Here  I  will  play  my  lafi  Scene  ;  then  retire  to  my 
Country-Houfe,  live  folitary,  and  die  a  Penitent. 

Par.  But  don't  you  ftill  love  this  dear  E)iirembler  ? 

Lure.  Moft  certainly  :  'Tis  Love  of  him  that  keeps  my  An- 
ger warm,  reprefenting  the  Bafcnefs  of  Mankind  full  in  view; 

and  makes  my  Refentments  work. We  lliall  have  that 

old  impotent  Lecher,  Smuggler.,  here  to  Night;  I  have  a  Plot 
to  fwinge  him ,   and  his  precife  Nephew,  Vizard. 

Par.  1  think,  Madam,  you  manage  every  body  that  comes 
in  your  way. 

Lure.  No,  P^r.^',  thofeMen,  whofePretenfionsIfoundjufi 
and  honourable,  1  fairly  difmils'd,  by  letting  them  know  my 
'lirm  Refolutions  never  to  marry.  But  thofe  Villains  that 
jWou'd  atttmpt  m.y  Honcur,  Pve  feldom  faii'd  to  manage. 

Par. 
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'Par,  What  d'ye  think  of  the  Collonel,  Madam  >  I  fuppofe 
iiis  Defigns  are  honourable. 

Lure.  That  Man's  a  Riddle  ;  there's  fomething  of  Honour 
in  his  Temper  that  pleafes :  Fm  fure  he  loves  me  too,  beaufe ; 
he's  foon  jealous,  and  foon  fatisfied.    But  he's  a  Man  ftill.l 

When  I  once  try'd  his  Pulfe  about  Marriage,  his  Blood 

ran  as  low  as  a  Co^vard's.  He  fwore  indeed,  that  he  lov'd  me, 
but  cou'd  not  marrry  me,  forfooth,  becaufe  he  was  engag'd  elfe-*- 
where.  So  poor  a  Pretence  mademedifdainhisPairion^  whichi 
Otherwife  might  have  been  uneafie  to  me.  —  But  hang  him,i 

1  have  teiz'd  him  enough. Befides,  Parly ^  1  begin  to  be  tir'dj 

of  my  Revenge  ;  —  But  this  Bufs  and  Guinea  I  mull:  maul! 
once  more.  I'll  hanfel  his  Woman's  Cloaths  for  him.  Go,' 
get  me  Pen  and  Ink ;  I  mufl  write  to Ftzard  too. 

Fortune^  this  once  ajjift  me  as  before ; 

*Tvjo  fuch  Machines  can  never  work  in  vain, 

As  thy  propitious  Wheels  and  my  projeSiing  Brain. 

the  End  of  the  third  ACT. 


A  C  T     IV. 
SCENE,    Co'vent-Garden. 

Wildair  and  Standard  meeting. 
Stand.  T  Thought,  Sir  Harry.,  to  have  met  you  e'er  this  in  a 
-^  more  convenient  Place;  butfince  my  Wrongs  were 
without  Ceremony,  my  Revenge  fhall  befotoo.   Draw,  Sir. 

Wild.  Draw,  Sir!  What  lliall  I  draw  > 

Stand.  Come,  come,  Sir,  I  like  your  facetious  Humour  well 
enough ;  it  (hews  Courage  and  Unconcern.  I  know  you  brave; 
and  therefore  ufe  you  thus.     Draw  your  Sword. 

Wild.  Nay,  to  oblige  you,  I  will  draw;  but  the  Devil  take"! 

.me  if  I  fight. Perhaps,   Collonel,  this  is  the  prettieil  Blade- 

youhavefeen. 

Stand.  I  doubt  not  but  the  Arm  is  good;  and  therefore  think 
both  worth  my  Refenrment.     Come,  Sir. 

Wild.  But,  prithee  Collonel ,  doft  think  that  I  am  fuch  a 
Madmian,  as  to  fend  my  Soul  to  the  Devil,  and  my  Body  to  the 
Worm-S  upon  every  FooFs  Errand  ? 

St  Mid.  I  hope  you're  no  Coward,  Sir^ 

Wild. 
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■Wild.  Coward,  Sir,  I  have  eight  thouf^d  Pounds  a  Year, 

iir. 

^and.  You  fought  in  F/^WfTj-,  to  my  knowledge. 

Wild.  Ay,  for  the  fame  reafon  that  I  wore  a  red  Coat ;  be- 
aufe  'twas  fafhionable. 

Stand.  Sir,  you  fought  a  French  Count  in  Paris. 

Wild.  True,  Sir!  he  was  a  Beau,  like  my  felf.  Now  you're 
Soldier,  Collonel,  and  Fighting's  your  Trade;  and  I  think 
-  downright  Madnefs  to  contend  with  any  Man  in  his  Pro- 
effioii. 

Stand.  Come,  Sir,  no  more  dallying :  I  fhalltake  very  un- 
cemly  Methods,  if  you  don't  fhew  your  felf  a  Gentleman. 
I  Wild.  A  Gentleman  !  Why  there  agen  now  ?  A  Gentleman  \ 
tell  you  once  more,  Collonel,  that  I  am  a  Baronet,  and  have 
:ight  thoufand  Pounds  a  Year.  I  can  dance,  fing,  ride,  fence, 
mderftand  the  Languages.  Now,:  'p can't  conceive  how  run- 
ling  you  through  the  Body  fhou'd  contribute  one  jot  more  to 
■ny  Gentility.  But,  pray  Collonel,  I  had  forgot  to  ask  you : 
iVhat's  the  Quarrel  ? 

Stand.  A  Woman,  Sir. 

Wild.  Then  I  put  up  my  Sword.    Take  her. 

Stand.  Sir,  my  Honour's  concern'd. 

W'ild.  Nay,  if  your  Honour  be  concern'd  with  a  Woman, 
;jet  it  out  of  her  Hands  as  foon  as  you  can.  An  honourable 
Lover  is  the  greatell  Slave  in  Nature  ;  fome  will  lay,  the 
^reatefl  Fool.  Come,  come,  Collonel,  this  is  fomcthing  a- 
Dout  the  Lady  Ltrrezvel!^  I  warrant  ;  I  can  give  you  Satisfa- 
Slion'in  that  Affair. 

Stand.  Do  fo  then  immediately. 

Wild.  Put  up  your  Sword  firlt';  you  know  I  dare  fight:  But 
I  had  much  rather  make  you  a  Friend  than  an  Enemy.  I  can 
aifureyou,  this  Lady  will  prove  too  hard  for  one  of  your  Tem- 
per. You  have  too  much  Honour,  too  much  in  Confcience, 
to  be  a  Favourite  with  the  Ladies. 

Stand.  I'm  almr'd.  Sir,  fhe  never  gave  you  any  Encourage- 
jment.  — 

i  Wild.  A  Man  can  never  hear  Reafon  with  a  Sword  in  hk 
Hand.  Sheath  your  Weapon  ;  and  then  if  I  don't  latisfieyou. 
fficath  it  in  my  Body. 

Stand.  Give  me  but  Demonftration  of  her  granting  you  any 
Favour,  and 'tis  enough. 

Wild.  Will  you  take  my  Word  > 

Stand.  Pardon  me.    Sir,   I  cannot. 

Wud,  Will  you  bc^if^^e  your  own  Eyes  f 
■,  ?  .■■* . 
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Stand.  'Tis  ten  to  one  whether  I  ftiall  or  no,  they  have  de« 
ceiv'd  me  already. 

Wild.  That's  hard. But  fome  means  I  fhall  devife  for 

your  Satisfadtion.-r—- We  mud  fly  this  Place,  elfe  that  clufter 
of  Mob  will  overwhelm  us.  \_Exeunt. 

'Enter  MoIpj  Tom  ErrandV  Wtfe  hurrying  in  Clincher  fenior,^ 
in  Errand' J  C loath. 

Wife.  O,  the  Villain,  the  Rogue,  hehasmurder'd  myHuf- 
band :  Ay,  my  poor  Ttmothy  !  [^Crying. 

Clin.  Dem  your  T'irnothy., your  Husband  has  murder'd 

me,  Woman;  forhehascarry'daway  my  ^nt  Jubilee  Cloaths'. 

Wife.  Ay,  you  Cut-Throat,  have  you  not  got  his  Cloaths 
iipon  your  Back  there  r  —  Neighbours,  don't  you  know  poor 
Tr/iwthfs  Coat  and  Apron  ? 

Mob.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  the  fame. 

FirftMob.  What  fliall  we  do  with  him,  Neighbours  ? 

Second  Mob.  We'll  pull  him  in  pieces. 

Firfi  Mob.  No,  no ;  then  we  may  be  hang'd  for  Murder 
but  v^^e'll  drown  him. 

Clin.  Ah,  good  People,  pray  don't  drown  me  ;  for  I  never 
iearn't  to  fwim  in  all  my  Life.     Ah,  this  plaguy  intriguing! 

Mob.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him  to  the  Tfh 

Clin.  Oh,  ii  I  had  but  my  Swimming  Girdle.^  now 
Enter  Conftable. 

Co;^ft.  Hold,  Neighbours,  I  command  the  Peace. 

Wife.  O,  Mr.  Conftable,  here's  a  Rogue  that  has  murder'd  i, 
my  Husband,  and  robb'd  him  of  his  Cloaths 

Conft.  Murder  and  Robbery  I  then  he  muft  be  a  Gentleman.  . 

Hands  off'there;  he  muftnotbe  abus'd. Give  an  Account 

of  your  felf :  Are  you  a  Gentleman  } 

Clin.  No,  Sir,  I  am  a  Beau. 

Co?!jr.  Then  you  have  kill'd  no  body,  Fm  perfuaded,  How 
came  you  by  thefe  Cloaths,  Sir  ? 

Clin.  You  muft  know.  Sir,  that  walking  along,  Sir,  I  don't 
know  how,  Sir  ;  I  can't  tell  where,  Sir  ;  and  —  fo  the  Por- 
ter and  I  chang'd  Cloaths,  Sir. 

Coy^fi.  Very  well,  the  Man  fpeaks  Reafon  and  like  a  Gen- 
tleman. 

Wfe.  But  pray,  Mr.  Conftable,  ask  him  how  he  chang'd 
Cloaths  with  him. 

Confl.  Silence,  Woman,  and  don't  difturb  the  Court. 

Well,  Sir,  how  did  you  change  Cloaths  ? 

Clin.  Why,  Sir,  hepull'd  orfmy  Coat,  and  I  drew  ^off  his : 
So  I  put  on  his  Coat,  and  he  Duts  on  mine., 

Conjl. 
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Confi.  Why  Neighbour,  I  doa't  find  that  he's  guilty :  Search 

imi    and  if  he  carries  no  Arms  about  him,  we'll  let  him  go. 

\\t hey  fear ch  his  Pockets ^  and  pull  out  his  Pijiols^ 

Clin.  OGemini'i.   My  Jubilee  Piftols  ! 

Conft.  What,  a  Cafe  of  Piftols  !  Then  the  Cafe  is  plain, 
peak,  what  are  you,  Sir  ?  Whence  came  you,  and  whither 
Q  you? 

Cltn.  Sir,  I  came  from  Rujfel-ftrect.^  and  am  going  to  the 
'uhilee. 

Wtfe.  You  lliall  go  to  the  Gallows,  you  Rogue. 

Conft.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him  to  Newgate  , 
raight. 

Clin.  I  Ihall  go  to  the  Jubilee  now  indeed.  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  ^\\^-ix\v  and  Standard. 
I  IVtld.  In  fhort,  Collonel,   'tis  all  Nonfenfe :    Fight  for  a 
iVoman  !  Hard  by  is  the  Lady's  Houfe  ;   if  you  pleafe,-  we'll 
yait  on  her  together  :  You  fhall  draw  your  Sword,  I'll  draw 
aySnuff-Box:   You  fhall  produce  your  Wounds  recciv'd  irf 

i/V"ar  ;  I'll  relate  mine  by  Cupid\  Dart : -You  fhall  look 

ig  ;  I'll  ogle  ; You  fhall  fwcar  ;  I'll  iigh: You 

haliy^,  fa^  and  I'll  Coupee  ;  and  if  ihe  flies  not  to  my  Arms 

ike  a  Hawk  to  its  Perch,  my  Dancing-Mafter  delerves  to  be 

,amn'd. 

;  Stand.  With  the  generality  of  Women,   I  grant  you,  thefe 

\rts  may  prevail. 

.  IVild.  Generality  of  Women!  Why  there  agen  you're  out. 

They're  all  alike.   Sir  ;    I  never  heard  of  any  one  that  was 

'•articular,  but  one. 

Stand.  Who  was  flie,  pray  ? 

Wild.  Penelope^  I  think  fhe's  call'd ;  and  that's  a  Poetical 
)tory  too.  When  will  you  find  a  Poet  in  our  A^c:,  make  a 
Woman  fo  chafle  ?   , 

I  Stand.  Well,  Sir  Harry.,  your  facetious  Humour  can  d\^- 
;;uife  Faifhood,  and  make  Calumny  pafs  for  Satyr  ;  But  you 
lave  promis'd  me  ocular  Demonfiration  that  fhe  favours 
r'ou :  Make  that  good,  and  I  fhall  then  maintain  Faith  and 
?emale  to  be  as  inconliilcnt  as  Truth  and  Faifhood. 

Wild.  Nay,  by  what  you  have  told  me,  I  am  iatisfied  that 
Tie  impofes  on  us  all  ;  and  Vizard  too  feems  what  I  Hill  fu- 
rpeded  him  :   But  his  Honefty  once  miflrufted ,    fpoils  his 

Ivnavery  : But  will  you  be  convinc'd,    if  our  Plot  luc- 

:eeds  f* 

\  ^  Stand.  I  rely  on  your  Word  and  Honour,  Sir  Harry,  which 

{if  I  doubted,  my  Diftrull  wou"d  cancel  the  Obligation  of  their 

Security, 

Wsld. 
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Wild.  Then  meet  me  half  an  Hour  hence  at  the  Rummer  , 
You  mufl  oWige  me  by  taking  a  hearty  Glafs  with  me  to 
ward  the  fitting  me  out  for  a  certain  Projed,  whiclithis  Nigh 
I  undertake.  j 

Stand.  I  guefs  by  the  Preparation,  that  Woman's  the  De-^ 
%n. 

Wild.  Yes,  faith. I  am  taken  dangeroufly  ill  with  twcji 

foolifli  Maladies,  Modefty  and  Love;  the  firft  I'll  cure  witl; 
Burgundy.,  and  my  Love  by  a  Night's  Lodging  with  the  Dainij 
fcl.     Afure  Remedy.     Probatum  eft.  I 

Stand.  I'll  certainly  meet  you.  Sir.  [Exeunt  feverdlki 

Enter  Clincher  junior  and  Dicky. 

Clw.  Ah  !  Dicky.,  this  London  is  a  fad  Place,  a  fad  vicious 
Place  :  I  wilh  thai:  I  were  in  the  Country  agen  :  And  this  Brot| 
ther  of  mine  !  I'm  forry  he's  fo  great  a  Rake  :  I  had  ratha 
fee  him  dead  than  fee  him  thus. 

Die.  Ay,  Sir,  He'll  fpend  his  whole  Eflate  at  this  fame  Jti'* 
bilee.    Who,  d'ye  think,  lives  at  this  fame  Jubilee.^ 

Clin.  Who,  pray  .^ 

Die.  The  Pope. 

Clin.  The  Devil  he  does !  My  Brother  go  to  the  Place  wherCi 
the  Pope  dwells !  He's  bewitch'd  fure ! 

Enter  Tom  Errand  in  Clincher  fenior'j-  Cloaths. 

Die.  Indeed,  I  believe  he  is,  for  he's  llrangely  alter'd. 

Clin.  Alter'd  !  Why  he  looks  like  a  Jcfuit  already. 
,  Err.  This  Lace  will  fell.  What  a  Blockhead  was  the  Fel-! 
low  to  truft  me  with  his  Coat !  If  I  can  get  crofsthe  Garden^ 
down  to  the  Water-fide,   I'm  pretty  fccure.  [Afide\ 

Clin.  Brother ! Alaw  !    O  Gemini !  Are  you  my  JBro- 

ther  > 

Die.  I  feize  you  in  the  King's  Name,  Sir.  ,? 

Err.  O  Lord  i  Shou'd  this  prove  fome  Parliament  M^ 
now  ! 

Clin.  Speak,  you  Rogue,  what  are  you  ? 

Err.  A  poor  Porter,  Sir,  and  going  of  an  Errands 

Die.  What  Errand  ?    Speak,  you  Rogue. 

Err.  A  Fool's  Errand,  I'm  afraid, 

Clin.  Who  fent  you  ? 

Err.  A  Beau,  Sir. 

Die.  No,  no,  the  Rogue  has  murder'd  your  Brother,  and 
(Iript  him  of  his  Cloaths. 

Clin.  Murder'd  my  Brother  !  O  Crimini !  O  my  poor  Jubi- 
lee, Brother  ! Stay,   by  Jupiter  Ammon.,  Pm  Heir  tho'  : 

Speak,  Sirrah,  have  you  kill'd  him  >  Confefs  that  you  have 
Ivill'd  him,  and  I'll  give  you  Half  a  Crown,  j 

Err, 
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Err.  Who  I,  Sir?  Alack-a-day,  Sir,  1  never  killM  any  Man, 

.it  a  Carrier's  Horfe  once. 

Clin.  Then  you  (hall  certainly  be  hang'd;  but  confefsthat 

ou  kiirdhim,  and  we'll  let  you  go. 

Err.  Telling  the  Truth  hangs  a  Man,  but  confefTinga  Lye. 

m  do  no  harm ;  befides,  if  the  worlt  come  to  the  worft,  I  can 

jt  deny  ii-agen Well,    Sir,   fince  I  muft  tell  you,  I  did 

ill  him. 

Clin.  Here's  vour  Money,  Sir, But  are  you  fure  you 

ill'd  him  dead  > 

Err.  Sir,  I'll  fwear  it  before  any  Judge  in  England, 

Die.  But  are  you  fure  that  he's  Dead  tn  Law  ? 

Err.  Dead  in  Law  .^   I  can't   tell  whether  he  he  Dead  m 
Lata. 
iut  he's  as  dead  as  a  Door-Nail ;  for  I  gave  him  feven  knocks 
:n  the  Head  with  a  Hammer. 
1  Die.  Then  you  have  the  Eftate  by  Statute. 

Any  Man  that's  knock'd  o'th'  Head  is  Dead  i?^  Law. 

Clin.  But  are  vou  fure  he  was  CoMpos  Mentis  when  he  was 

ill'd  ? 

Err.  I  fuppofe  he  Vv'as,  Sir ;  for  he  told  me  nothing  to  the 
ontrary  afterwards. 

C//;^.'Hey  ! Then  I  go  to  the  JribiL^e Strip,   Sir, 

flrip. 
ly  Jnpiter  Ar/irnnn.  ftrip. 

Die.  Ah  !    Don't  fwear,  Sir.        [P/v/t  on}:>i.^  Brother^ s  Chaths, 

Clin.  Swear  Sir,  Zoons,  han't  I  got  rhcEftate,  Sir  }  Come, 
ir^  now  I'm  in  Mourning  for  my  Brother. 

Err.  I  hope  you'll  let  me  go  now,  Sir. 

Clin.  Yes,  yes,  Sir  ;  but  you  muft  do  m.e  the  Favour  to 
jwear  pofitively  before  a  Magiilrate,  that  you  kill'd  him  dead, 
hat  I  may  enter  upon  the  Eltate  without  any  Trouble.  By 
fupiter  Ar/imon.,  all  my  Religion's  gone,  iince  I  put  on  thele 
me  Cloaths  — Hey,  call  m.e  a  Coachfome  body. 

Err.  Ay,  Mailer,  let -me  go,  and  I'll  call  one  immediately. 
;  CUn.  No,  no;  Dtcky^  carry  this  Spark  before  ajuftice,  and 
ivhen  he  has  made  Oath,  you  may  difcharge  him. 
IVnd  I'll  go  fee  Angcliea.  {^Ei^eunt  Dick  and  Errand. 

:<"ow  that  I'm  an  elder  Brother,   I'll  court,    and  fwear,   and 
ant,  and  rake,  and  go  to  the  Jubilee  with  the  belt  of  them. 

{Exit. 
SCENE,   Lurewelj'j  Houfe. 

E'Hr.-  I-.-'irewcU  and  Parly. 
Lure.  Are  you  inreihut  k^iZ^rd  had  my  Letter  ? 

.  ^  '  Par. 
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Far,  Yes,  yes,  Madam ;  one  of  your  LadylTiip's  Footitletj 
gave  it  to  him  in  the  Park,  and  he  told  the  Bearer ,  witli 
all  Tranfports  of  Joy,  that  he  wou'd  be  pundual  to  i 
Minute. 

Lure.  Thus  mod  VillainSj  fome  time  or  other,  are  pundlual; 
to  their  Ruine ;  and  Hypocrifie^  by  impofing  on  the  Wor^ 
at  laft  deceives  it  felf.  Are  all  things  prepared  for  his  Re- 
ception ? 

Par.  Exa61:ly  to  your  Ladyfhip's  Order  ;  the  Alderman  toe 
is  juli  come,  drefs'd  and  cook'd  up  for  Iniquity. 

Lure.  Then  he  has  got  Woman's  Cloaths  on. 

Var.  Yes,  Madam^  and  has  pafs'd  upon  the  Family  foi 
your  Nurfe. 

Lure.  Convey  him  into  that  Clofet,  and  put  out  the  Can-* 

dies,  and  tell  him,  I'll  wait  on  him  prefently*         \_As  Parl^' 

goes  to  put  out  the  Candle ^  fome  body  knocks. 

'    Lure.  This  muft  be  fome  Clown  without  Manners,    or  a 

Gentleman  above  Ceremony.    Who's  there  > 

Wild.  Sings. 

Thus  Damon  knocked  at  Celia'j  Door., 
HeJigJo'd^  and  begged.,  and  wept .^  andfwore^ 
I'he  Sign  was  fo^ 

[knocks] 
She  anfiver'^d^  No 

[knocks  thrice.] 

iVo,    no.^  no. 

Again  he  Jigh'd.^  again  he  pray^dy 

iVo,  Damon,  no.,  I  am  afraid  \ 

Conjider^  Damon,  Vm  a  Maid, 

Canjider^ 

No, 
Vm  a  Maid. 

No,  &C.  ;-^ 

At  laft  his  Sighs  and  Tears  made  way^ 

She  rofe,  and  foftly  turned  the  Key  ; 

Come  in,  faidjhe,    but  do  not  flay. 

I  may  conclude 

Tou  will  be  rude, 

But  if  you  are,  you  may.  \;, 

Enters.  [Exit  Parly. 

Lure.  'Tis  too  early  for  Serenadins:,  Sir  Harry. 
IVild.  Whereibever  Love  is,  there  Muiick  is  proper,  there'ijf 

an 
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an  harmonious  Confent  in  their  Natures,  and  when  rightly 
joynM,  they  make  up  the  Chorus  of  Earthly  Happinefs. 

Lure.  But,  Sir  Harry^  what  Tempcft  drives  you  here  at 
this  Hour? 

li^tld.  No  Tempeft,  Madam,  but  as  fair  Weather  as  ever 
enrich'd  a  Citizen's  Wife  to  Cuckold  her  Husband  in  frefh 
Air.    Love,  Madanl. 

[Wild,  taking  her  by  the  Hand. 

Lure.  As  pure  and  white  as  Angels  foft  Defires^  Is't  not  fo  ? 

Wild.  Fierce.,  as  when  ripe  consenting  Beauty  fires. 

Lure.  O  Villain  !  What  Privilege  has  Man  to  our  Deflru- 
£tion,  that  thus  they  hunt  our  Ruine?  [_AJidc.']  If  this  be  a 
Love  Token,  [Wild,  drops  a  King.^  jhe  takes  it  up~\  your  Miflref- 
iz%  Favours  hang  very  loofe  about  you,  Sir. 
i  Wild,  i  can't  juftly,  Madam,  pay  your  Trouble  of  taking 
|it  up  by  any  thing,  but  defiring  you  to  wear  it. 
i  Lure.  You  Gentlemen  have  the  cunningeft  ways  of  play- 
ing the  Fool,  and  arc  fo  ijidAiftrious  in  your  Profufenefs. 
Speak  ferioufly,  am  I  beholding  to  Chance  or  Defign  for  this 
Ringi* 

Wild.  To  Defign,  upon  my  Honour,  aiid  I  hope  my  Defign 
will  fucceed.  \_Ajide. 

Lure.  And  what  pall  I  give  you  fur  fuch  a  fine  thing  ?  [Bothjing. 

Wild.  Toii^ll  give  me  another.,  you"* II  give  me  another  fine  thing. 

Lure.  Shall  I  be  free  with  you.  Sir  Harry '^. 

Wild.  With  all  my  Hearty  Madam,  fo  I  may  be  free  with 

'OU. 

Lure.  Then  plainly.  Sir,  I  fhall  beg  the  Favour  to  fee  you 
bnie  other  time,  for  at  this  very  Minute  I  have  two  Lovers  in 
he  Houfe. 

Wild.  Then  to  be  is  plain,  Imufl:  be  gone  this  Minute,  for 
mufl:  fee  another  Miftrefs  within  thefe  two  Hours. 

Lure.  Frank  and  free. 

Wild.  As  you  with  me — Madam,  your  mofi  humble  Ser- 
ant.  '  [Exit, 

Lure.  Nothing  can  diflurb  his  Humour.  Now  for  my 
lerchant  and  Fizard.  [_Exit  and  takes  the  Candles  with  her. 

£;^^^r  Parly,  /f^.^/;^ /;^  Smuggler,  drefs''d  inWoman^sCloaths. 

P^r.  This  way,  Mr.  Alderman. 

Smug.  Well,  Mrs.  Parly., — — Pm  oblig'd  to  you  for  this 
'rouble,  here  are  a  couple  of  Shillings  for  you.  Times  are 
;ard,  very  hard  indeed,  but  next  time  Pll  fteal  a  pair  of  Silk 
tockings  from  my  Wife,  and  bring  them  to  you — —What 
'c  you  fumbling  about  my  Pockets  for — ? 
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Par.  Only  fetling  the  Pleats  of  your  Gowit  ;  here,  Sir, 
get  into  this  Clofct,  and  my  Lady  will  wait  on  you  pre- 
Icntly. 

\_Piitshiyyi  into  the  Clofct.,  rum  out.,  and  returns  withVmx^, 

Viz.  Where  would'ft  thou  lead  me,  my  dear  aufpicious  lit- 
tle Pilot? 

Par.  YouVe  almoftin  Port,  Sir,  my  Lady's  in  the  Clofet, 
and  will  come  out  to  you  immediately. 

V'tz.  Let  me  thank  thee  as  I  ought.  [Kijfes  her. 

Par.  Pfhaw,  who  has  hirM  me  beft  ?  A  couple  of  Shillings 
or  a  couple  of  Kifles. 

Fiz.  Propitious  Darknefs  guides  the  Lovers  Steps,  and, 
Night  that  fliadows  outward  Senfe,  lights  up  our  inwardj 
Joy.  Night !  The  great  awful  Ruler  of  Mankind,  w^hich, 
like  the  Perfian  Monarch  hides  its  Royalty  to  raife  the  Vene- 
ration of  the  World.  Under  thy  ealie  Reign  DifTemblers 
may  fpeak  Truth  ;  all  flavifli  Forms  and  Ceremonies  laid 
alide,  and  generous  Villany  may  a61:  without  Conflraint. 

Srnug.  [Peeping  out  of  the  Clofet.']  Blefs  me  !  What  Voice  is, 
this?  ■  '-■■j 

Viz.  Our  hungry  Appetites,  like  the  wild  Beafts  of  PreyJ 
Slow  fcour  abroad,  to  gorge  their  craving  Maws ;  thePleafufd 
of  Hypocrific,  likeachain'd  Lyon,  once  broke  loofe,-  wildly 'j 
indulges  its  new  Freedom,   ranging  through  all  unbounded 
Joys. 

Smug,  My  Nephew's  Voice,  and  certainly  pofTefs'd  with 
an  Evil  Spirit ;  he  talks  as  prophanely,  as  an  Aclor  poiTcfs'd 
With  a  Poet. 

Viz.  Ha!  I  hear  a  Voice;  Madam, — -my  Life,  my  Hap 
pinefs,  where  are  you.  Madam  ? 

Smug.  Madam !  He  takes  me  for  a  Woman  too,  Pll  try 
him.    Where  have  you  left  your  San6tity,  Mr.  Vizard"^. 

Viz.  Talk  no  more  of  that  ungrateful  Subjed 1  left  it 

w^here  it  has  only  Bufinefs,  with  JDay -light;  'tis  needlefs  tc 
Wear  a  Mask  in  the  dark. 

Smug.  O  the  Rogue,  the  Rogue ;— -The  World  takes  you 
for  averyfober,  virtuous  Gentleman. 

Viz.  Ay,  Madam,  that  adds  Security  to  all  my  Pleafurdj 

vv^ji-h  i^-^e  a  Cully-Squire  may  fquander  his  Eftate,  and 

ne'er  be  thought  a  Spend-thrift — With  me  a  holy  Elder  ma} 
^ealoully  be  drunk,    and  toaft  his  tuneful  Nofe  in  Sack,  tc 

make  it  hold  forth  clearer- But  what  is  moft  my  Praife 

\  the  formal  Rigid,  fhe  that  rails  at  Vice  and  Men,  with  mc 
fecures  her  loofeil:  Pleafures,  and  her  ftri6leit  Honour — -^ 
fhe  who  with  fcornful  Mien,  and  virtuous  Pfide,  difdaini 

th( 
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tlie  Name  of  Whore,  with  me  can  wanton,  and  laugh  at  the 
deluded  World. 

Smug.  How  have  I  been  dccciv'd!  Then  you  are  very  great 
among  the  Ladies. 

Viz.Yo.^^  Madam,  they  know  that  like  a  Mole  in  the 
Earth,  I  dig  deep  but  invilible ;  not  like  thofe  fluttering  noiiie 
Sinners,  whole  Plcafure  is  the  Proclamation  of  their  Faults; 
thofe  empty  Flafhcs  w^ho  no  fooner  kindle,  but  they  mufl 
blaze  to  alarm  the  World.  But  come,  Madam,  you  delay 
Dur  Pleafures. 

Smug.  He  furcly  takes  me  for  the  Lady  Lnrevjell — fhe  has 

made  him  an  Appointment  too but  Pil  be  revengM  of 

both — Well,  Sir,  what  are  thofe  you  lire  fo  intimate  with  } 

Viz.  Come,  come.   Madam,   you  know  very  well 

thofe  who  Hand  fo  high,  that  the  Vulgar  envy  even  their 
Crimes,  whofe  Figure  adds  Privilege  to  their  Sin,  and  makes 
ft  pafs  unqucflionM ;  fair,  high,  pampcr'd  Females,  whofe 
fpeaking  Eyes,  and  piercing  Voice,  wouM  arm  the  Statue  of 
a  Stoick^  and  animate  his  cold  Marble  with  the  Soul  of  an 
Epicure,  all  ravilliing,  lovely,  fofr,  and  kind,  like  you. 

Smug.  Pm  very  lovely  and  foft  indeed,  you  (hall  find  me 

much  harder  than  you  imagine.   Friend Well,  Sir,  but 

I  fuppofe.  your  Diifimulation  has  fome  other  Motives  befides 
Pleafure. 

Vtz.  Yes,  Madam,  the  honeftcft  Motive  in  the  World,  In- 

terefl -you  muft  know,  Madam,   that  I  have   an  old 

Uncle,  K[^Q.xm^\\  Smuggler.,  you  have  feen  him,  I  fup- 
pofe. 

Smug.  Yes,  yes,  I  have  fome  fmall  Acquaintance  with 
him. 

Vtz.  'Tis  the  moft  knavilh,  precife,  covetous  old  Rogue, 
that  ever  died  of  a  Gour 

Smug.  Ah  !  Tlvc  young  S  .n  of  a  Whore.  Well,  Sir,  and 
what  of  him? 

Viz.  Hell  hungers  not  more  for  wretched  Souls,  than  he 

for  ill-got  Pcif--— and  yet  (what's  wonderful)   he  that 

wou'd  Dick  at  no  profitable  Villany  himfelf,  loves  Holinefs 
in  anothcr^-hc  prays  all  Sunday  for  the  Sins  of  the  Week  pad— 
hefpcnds  all  Dinncr-tlhie  in  too  tedious  Graces,  and  what  he 
dcfigns  a  Bkiiinfi^  to  the  Meat,  proves  a  Cuife  to  hi^  Fami- 
ly  he's  the  moft 

1    '^^^^■^^•^Wcl],  well,  Sir,  I  know  him  very  well. 

Viz.  1  hen.  Madam,  he  has  a  fvvinging  Eftarc,  which  I 
idelign  to  purchafe  as  a  Saint,  and  fpend  like  a  Gentleman. 
He  got  it  by  chea^:IK^  and  Ihou'd  lofc  it  by  Deceit.    By  the 

K  3.  pretence 
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pretence  of  my  Zeal  and  Sobriety,  Pll  co2en  the  old  Mifer, 
One  of  thefeDays,  out  of  a  Settlement,  and  Deed  of  Convey- 
ance—— 

Smug.  It  fhall  be  a  Deed  to  convey  you  to  the  Gallov^s, 
then,  ye  young  Dog.  [AJide, 

FiZ-  Andnofooner  he's  dead,  but  Til  rattle  over  hisGravQ 
with  a  Coach  and  Six,  to  Inform  his  covetous  Ghoft  how  gen- 
teelly I  fpend  his  Money. 

Smug  I'll  prevent  youBoy,  for  Til  have  my  Money  bury'd 
\vith  mc.  [_j^/ide. 

Viz-  Blefsme,  Madam!  Here's  a  Light  coming  this  v^ay, 
I  mull  fiy  immediately,  vv^hen  fhall  I  fee  you,  Madam? 

Smiig'  Sooner  than  you  expe6i:,  my  Dear. 

Viz.  Pardon  me,  dear  Madam,  I  wou'd  not  be  feen  for  the 
World.  I  wou'd  fooner  forfeit  my  Life,  nay  my  Pleafure, 
than  my  Reputation.  [^Extt: 

Smug.  Reputation !  Reputation !  That  poor  Word  fuffers 

ac^reafdeal Well!  Thou  art  the    moft  accomplifh'd 

Hypocrite  that  ever  made  a  grave  plodding  Face  over  a  Difli 
of  Coffee  and  a  Pipe  of  Tobacco ;  he  owes  me  for  feven  Years 
Maintenance,  and  Ihall  pay  me  by  feven  Years  Imprifon- 
ment ;  and  when  I  die,  I'll  leave  him  to  the  Fee-fimple  of  a 
Rope  and  a  Shilling.  Who  are  thefe?  I  begin  to  be  afraid  of 
fome  Mifchief- — I  wifli  that  I  were  fafe  within  the  City  Li- 
berties  -Pn  hide  my  felf.  [^Stayids  Clofe. 

Enter  Butler,  with  other  Servants  and  Lights. 

But.  I  f-Aj  there  are  two  Spoons  wanting,  and  I'll  fearch 
the  whole  Houfe — Two  Spoons  will  be  no  fmall  Gap  in  my 
Quarters  Wages — 

Serv.  When  did  you  mifs  'em,  James  ? 

But.  Mifs  them!  Why  I  mifs  them  now  ;  in  fhort  they 
mud  be  among  you,  and  if  you  don't  return  them,  Pll  go  to 
the  Cunning-Man  to  Morrow  Morning;  my  Spoons  I  want, 
and  my  Spoons  I  will  have. 

Serv.  Come,  come,  fearch  about.  {^Search  and  difcm>er' 

Ah  !  Who's  this  ?  Smuggler. 

But.  Hark'e,  good  Woman,  what  makes  you  hide  your 
felf?  What  are  you  afham'd  of  > 

■  Sr/ing.  Afiiam'd  of!  OLord,  Sir,  I'm  an  honefl  old  Wo- 
man that  never  was  afham'd  of  any  thing. 

But.  What  are  you,  a  Midwife  then  ?  Speak,  did  not  you 
fee  a  couple  of  ftray  Spoons  in  your  Travels  ? 

Smug.  Stray  Spoons  ? 

But.  Ay,  ay,  Itray  Spoons;  in  fliort  you  ilok  them^  and, 
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ril  Hiake  your  old  Limbs  to  pieces,  if  you  don't  deliver  them 
prefently. 

Smug.  Blefs  me;  a  Reverend  Elder  of  Seventy  Years  old 

accus'd  for  Fetty  Larceny ! Why  fearch  me,  good  People, 

fearch  me;  and'if  you  nnd  any  Spoons  about  me,  you  Ihall 
burn  me  for  a  Witch. 

Buf.  x\y,  we  will  fearch  you  Miflrefs, 

\Tbey  fearch  and  pull  the  Spoons  out  of  his  Pockets. 

Smug.  Oh !  the  Devil,  the  Devil ! 

But.  Where,  where  is  he?  Lord  blefs  us !  fhe  is  a  Witch  in 
good  earnell:,  may  be. 

Smug.  O,  it  was  fome   Devil,   feme    Covent-Gardev^    or 
St-^^i^^-i's  Devil,  that  put  them  in  my  Pocket. 

But.  Ay,  ay,  you  fhall  be  hang'd  for  a  Thief,  burnt  for  a 
Witch,  and  then  carted  for  a  Bawd.     Speak,  what  are  you  ? 
Enter  Lurewell. 

Smug.  I'm  the  Lady  LureweWs  Nurfe. 

Lure.  What  Noife  is  this  ? 
•'  But.  Here  is  an  old  Succuhus^  Madam,  that  has  dole  two 
Silver  Spoons,  and  fays  fhe's  your  Nurfe. 

Lure.  My  Nurfe  I  O  the  impudent  old  Jade,  I  never  faw 
the  witherM  Creature  before. 

Smug.  Then   I  am  finely   caught.     O  Madam  !    Madam, 
don't  you  know  me.?, don't  you  remember  Bufs  and  Guinea? 

Lure.  Was  ever  fuch  Impudence  }  I  know  thee  !  why  thou'rt 

as  Brazen  as  a  Bawd  in  the  Side-Box. Take  her  before  a 

jjudice,  and  then  to  Newgate.,  away, 
t     Smug.  O !  confider.  Madam,  rhat  I'm  an  Alderman. 
'     Lure.  Confider,  Sir,  that  you're  a  Compound  of  Covetouf- 
nefs,  Hypocriiie,  and  Knavery,  and  mu(l  be  punifhM  accor- 
dingly.  You  mud  be  in  Pettecoats,  Gouty  Monftcr,  muft 

ye  I  You  m.uft  Bufs  and  Guinea  too ;  you  muft  tempt  a  La-- 
|dy*s  Honour,  old  Satyr,  away  wi^h  him,         IHuny  him  off. 


Still  may  our  Sex  thus  Frauds  of  Men  oppofe^ 
Still  may  our  Arts  delude  thcfe  tempting  tues. 
May  Honour  rule.,  and^  never  fall  betray* d., 
But  Vice  be  caught  in  Nets  for  Virtue  laid. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth    ACT- 

K  5  ACT 
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A  C  T     V. 

SCENE,    Lady  Vi'xxXm^ s  Houfe^, 

Darling  and  Angelica. 
Darl.  T%  Aughter,  fince  you  have  to  deal  with  a  Man  of  fo  pe- 
■^  culiar  a  Temper,  you  mud  not  think  the  general  Arts 
of  Love,  can  fecure  him. ;  you  may  therefore  allow  fuch  a 
Courtier  fome  Encouragement  extraordinary,  without  re- 
proach to  your  Modefty. 

Ang.  I  am  fenfible.  Madam,  that  a  formal  Nicety  makes 
our  Modefly  fit  awkard,    and  appears  rather  a  Chain  to  en-» 

Have,  than  Bracelet  to  adorn  us ; —it  fhou'd  fhew,  when 

unmolefled,  eafie  and  innocent  as  a  Dove,  but  ftrong  and  vi-f 
gorous  as  a  Faulcon,  when  allaulted. 

Da-fl.  I'm  afraid,  Daughter,  you  miflake  Sir/Z'^rrys  Gaiet)^ 
for  Difhonour. 

Ang.  Tho'  Modefly,  Madam,  may  wink,  it  mufl  not  fleep, 

^vhen  powerful  Enemies  are  abroad -I  mufl  confefs,  that: 

of  all  Men's,  I  wou'dnotreeSir//^zr;T//^^/7^^/>'s  Faults;  nay,' 
I  cou'd  wred  mofl  fufpicious  Words"^  a  thoufand  ways,   td 

make  them  look  like  Honour But,  Madam,  in  fpight  oti 

Love  I  mufl  hate  him,  and  curfc  thofe  Praftices  which  taint, 
our  Nobility,  and  rob  all  virtuous  Women  of  the  braveff 
Men.-— 

Darl.  You  mufl  certainly  be  miftaken,  Angelica^  for  I'm  fa- 
tisfy'd  Sir  Harry's  Deligns  are  only  to  court,  and  marry  you 

Ang.  His  pretence,  perhaps,  was  fuch ;  but  Women  now, 
like  Enemies,  are  attack'd;  whether  by  Treachery,  or  fairly, 
Conqucr'd,  the  Glory  of  Triumph  is  the  fame. — Pray,  Ma-_' 
dam,  by  what  means  were  you  made  acquainted  with  hi^ 
Defigns  > 

Darl.  Means,  Child !  why,  my  Coufin  Vizard.,  who,  I'm 
fure,  is  your  fincere  Friend,'  fent  him.  He  brought  me  this 
Letter  from  my  Coufin.— [Gi-zr/  her  the  Letter  ^-ujhtchjhe  opens', 

Ang.  Ha!  Ftzard!  then  Em  abus'd  in  earnefl.- Wou'd: 

Sir  Harry.,  by  his  Infligation,  fix  a  bafe  Affront  upon  me?  No, 
I  can't  liilpe6l  him  of  fo  ungentcel  a  Crime -This  Let- 
ter iTiall  trace  the  Truth.- —  \Afide.']  My  Sufpicions,  Ma- 
dam, are  much  clcar'd;  and  I  hope  to  fitisfie  your  Ladyfhip_| 
in  my  Management,  w^hen  next  1  fee  Sir  Harry. 
Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  here's  a  Gentleman  below  calls  himfelf 
WHdair.     -         ' 

DarL 
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Darh  Condudl  him  up.  Daughter,  I  won't  doubt  your 
Difcretion.  {Exit  Darling. 

Enter  Wildair. 

''Wild,  O,  the  Delights  of  Love  ^c^^Burgundyl Madam, 

I  have  toaded  yourLadyllilp  rifteen  Bumpers  lucceifively.  and 
fwallow'd  Cupids  like  Loches  to  every  Glafs. 

jlfig.  And  what  then,  Sir  ? 

H'^ild.  Why  then,  Madam,  the  Wine  has  got  into  my  Head, 
and  the  Cupids  i^ito  my  Heart;  andunlcfs  by  quenching  quick 
my  Flame,  you  kindly  eafe  the  Smart,  I'm  a  loft  Man,  Ma- 
dam. 

j^ng.  Drunkennefs,  Sir  Harry ^  is  the  worft  Pretence  a  Gen- 
tleman can  make  for  Rudenefs :  for  the  Excufe  is  as  fcanda- 

lous  as  the  Fault. Therefore,   pray   coniider  who  you 

ore  fo  free  with.  Sir ;  a  Woman  of  Condition,  that  can  call 
half  a  do7:en  Footmen  upon  Occafion. 

U'lld.  Nay,  Madam,  if  you  have  a  mind  to  tofs  me  in  a 
Blanket,  half  a  do7en  Chamber-maids  would  do  better  Ser- 
vice.  Come,  come,  Madam,  tho'  the  Wine  makes  me 

lifp,  yet  has  it  taught  me  to  fpeak  plainer.  By  all  the  Duft 
of  my  ancient  Progenitors,  Im'uft  this  Night  quarter  my  Coat 
pf  Arms  with  yours. 

jifig.  Nay  then,  who  waits  there  ?  [_Efiter  Footme'4. 

Take  hold  of  that  Mad-man,  and  bind  him. 
•   Wild.  Nay,  then  J3/^r^^;2^y's  the  Word,  and  Slaughter  will 
cnfue.    Hold, — do  you  know.  Scoundrels,  that  I  have  been 
drinking  victorious  Burgundy  ?  [^Dra-ivs. 

Servants.  We  know  you're  drunk,  Sir. 

Wild,  Then,  how  have  you  the  Impudence,  Rafcals,  to  af-- 
fault  a  Gentleman  with  a  couple  of  Flasks  of  Courage  in  his 
Head? 

-  Servants.  Sir,  we  muft  do  as  our  young  Miftrcfs  commands 
us. 

Wild,  Nay,  then  have  among  ye,  Dogs. 

[T'hrows  Money  among  them :  T'hey  fcrarnble  and  take  if 
up.  He  pelting  them  oiit^  JJjutsthe  Door^  and  returns. 

Rafcals,    Poultrons,— 1  have  charm'd  the  Dragon,  and 

now  the  Fruk's  my  own. 

Ang.  0,the  mercenary  Wretches  I  This  was  a  Plot  to  be- 
tray me. 

Wild.  I  have  put  the  whole  Army  to  flight:  And,  now  take 
l^he  General  Priforier.  [^Laying  hold  on  her. 

Ang.  I  conjure  you,  Sir,  by  the  facred  Name  of  Honour, 
by  your  dead  Father's  Name,  and  the  fair  Reputation  of  your 
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Mother^s  Chadity,  that  you  offer  not  the  leafl:  Offence. — —^^ 

Already  you  have  wrong'd  me  pad  Redrefs. 

U'^ild.  Thou  art  the  moft  unaccountable  Creature. 

Ang.  What  Madnefs,  Sir  Harry\  what  wild  Dream  of 
loofe  Defirecou'd  prompt  you  to  attempt  this  Bafenefsr'  View 

ine  well. The  Brightnefs  of  my  Mind,  methinks,  fhould 

lighten  outVv^ards,  and  let  you  fee  your  Miftake  in  my  Beha- 
viour. I  think  it  Ihines  with  fo  much  Innocence  in  my  Face, 
that  it  fhould  dazzle  all  your  vicious  Thoughts :  Think  not 
I  amdefencelefs  'caufe  alone.  Your  very  felt  is  Guard  againft 
your  felf:  I'mfure,  there's  fomething  generous  in  your  Soul; 
my  Words  fhall  fearch  it  out,  and  Eyes  fhall  fire  it  for  my  own 
Defence. 

Wild.^  {^Mimicking.'\  Tal  tidum,  ti  dum,  tall  ti  di-di,  didum. 
A  Million  to  one  now,  but  this  Girl  is  juft  come  fiulli  from 
reading  the  Rival  Que  em. — - — -I  gad,  I'll  at  her  in  her  own 
Cant.— — - 

0  my  Statyra^  0  my  angry  Dear,  turd  thy  Eyes  on  me^  behold 
thy  Beau  in  Buskins. 

A'/2g.  Behold m.e.  Sir;  view  me  with  a fober Thought,  free 
from  thofe  Fumes  of  Wine  that  throw  a  Mift  before  your  Sight, 
and  you  fhall  find  that  every  Glance  from  my  reproaching 
Eyes,  is  arm'd  with  fharp  Refentment,  and  with  a  virtuous 
Prid^  that  looks  Difhonour  dead. 

:  IVild.  This  is  the  firft  Whore  in  Heroicks  that  I  have  met 
with ;  \^AfJe.~]  Look  ye.  Madam,  as  to  that  flender  Particular 
of  your  Virtue,  we  Iha'n't  quarrel  about  it ;  you  may  be  as 
virtuous  as  any  Woman  mEngland,  if  you  pleafe;  you  may 

fay  your  Pray'rs  all  the  time : But  pray.  Madam,  be  : 

pleas'd  to  confider  what  is  this  fame  Virtue  that  you  make  fuch  i 
a  mighty  Noife  about :  Can  your  Virtue  befpeak  you  a  Front ; 
Kow  in  the  Boxes  ?  No ;  for  the  Players  can't  live  upon  Vir-  • 
tue.     Can  your  Virtue  keep  you  a  Coach  and  Six  ?  No,  no  ;. 

your  Virtuous  Women  walk  a-Foot. Can  your  Virtue 

hire  you  a  few  in  a  Church.^  Why,  the  very  Sexton  will  tell: 
you,  No.     Can  your  Virtue  flake  for  you  at  Picquet?   No  :' . 

Then,  what  bufincfs  has  a  Woman  with  Virtue  ? Come, . 

come.  Madam,  I  offer'd'  you  fifty  Guineas, there's  a  hunT  ■ 

dred.- The  Devil!  Virtuous  fli  11 !  Why,  'tis  a  hundred, . 

iive  fcore,  a  hundred  Guineas. 

Ang.  O  Indignation !  Were  I  a  Man,  you  durfl:  not  ufe 
me  thus;  but  themeauj  poor  Abufeyou  thro  w  on  ];ne,  reflc6t5 
upon  your  felf;  our  Sex  ftill  flrikes  an  awe  upon  the  Brave> 
and  onIyCowards4are  affront  a  Woman. 

Wild.  AffroiU !  S'death,  Madam,  a  hundred  Guineas  will 

"   •  ■  ^'    ^-  ■'■■■■  •  fet' 
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'fet  youupat  Baflet,  a  hundred  Guineas  will  furnifh  out  your 
Lodgings  with  China  ;  a  hundred  Guineas  will  give  you  an 
Air  of  Quality  ;  a  hundred  Guineas  will  buy  you  a  rich  Efcri- 
torc  for  your  Billet  deux^  or  a  fine  Common  Prayer  Book  for  your 
Virtue.  A  hundred  Guineas  will  buy  a  hundred  fine  things, 
and  fine  things  are  for  fine  Ladies  ;   and  fine  Ladies  are  for 

fine  Gentlemen;    and  fine  Gentlemen  are 1  Gad,   this 

Biirgundy  makes  a  Man  fpeak  like  an  Angel. — Come,  come, 
Madam,"  take  it,  and  put  it  to  what  ufe  you  pleafe. 
f    Ang,  ril  ufe  it  as  I  wou'd  the  bafe  unworthy  Giver,  thus  : 
j  \\throws  down  the  Purfe  and  [lamps  upon  if. 

'  Wild.  I  have  no  mind  to  meddle  in  State  Afi^airs;  butthele 
Women  will  make  me  a  Parliament  Man  Tpightof  myTeeth, 
on  purpofe  to  bring  in  a  Bill  againfl:  their  Extortion.  She 
tramples  under-foot  that  Deity  which  all  the  World  adores. 
— rOthe  blooming  Pride  of  beautiful  Eighteen  ;  Pfhaw,  I'll 
talk  to  her  no  longer  ;  Til  make  my  Markets  with  the  old 
Gentlewoman;  fhe  knows Bufinefs better ;  —  [Gfi?£'j^o?>6^Z)oor.3 
Here,  you,  Friend,  pray  defire  the  old  Lady  to  walk  in.  — -. 
Hearkee,  by  Gad,  Madam,  Pll  tell  your  Mother. 
1  Enter  Darling. 

j    Darl.  well,  Sir  Harry.,    and  how  d'ye  like  my  Daughter, 
pray? 

Wild.  Like  her,  Madam  ! Hearkee,  will  you  take  it? 

Why,  faith.  Madam  !  —  take  the  Money,   1  fay,  or  1  gad, 

all's  out. 

I    Ang.  All  fhall  out  ;  Sir,  you're  a  Scandal  to  the  Name  of 

Gentleman. 

H^ild.  With  all  my  Heart,  Madam: In  fhort.  Madam, 

pur  Daughter  has  us'd  me  fomewhat  too.  familiarly,    tho'  I 
nave  treated  her  lik^a  Woman  of  Quality. 

Darl.  How,  Sir? 

Wild.  Why,  Madam,  Ihaveotfer'd  her  a  hundred  Guineas. 

Darl.  A  hundred  Guineas !  upon  what  Score  .^ 

Wild.  Upon  what  Score!  Lord,  Lord,  howthefe  old  Wo- 
men love  to  hear  Bawdy.  Why,  faith.  Madam,  I  have  ne'er 
^  double  Entendre  ready  at  prefent,  but  I'll  fing  you  a  Song. 

Behold  the  Goldfinches..^  tall  al  de  rail., 
And  a  Man  of  my  Inches .^  tall  al  de  rall^ 
I  To:i  jhall  take  um.,  believe  me.,  tall  al  de  r.al.^ 

\  If  you  will  gi-ve  me  your  tail  al  de  rail. 

h  modlfh  Minuet,  Madam,  that's  all. 
DarU  Sir,  I  don't  underftand  you. 

Wild, 
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U^tld.  Ay,  flie  will  have  it  in  plain  terms ;  then,  Madam, 
in  downright  Engltjh  ^  I  offer'd  yonr  Daughter  a  hiindre4 
Guineas,  to 

Ang,  Hold,  Sir,   flop  your  abufive  Tongue,    too  loofe  fop 

inodefi  Ears  to  bear. Madam,   I  did  before  fufped  that 

his  Deligns  were  bafe,  now  they're  too  plain;  this  Knight,  thi$ ' 
mighty  Man  of  Wit    and  Humours,   is  made  a  Tool  to  a 
Knave:  Vizard  has  fent  him  of  a  Bully's  Errand,  to  affront  a. 
Woman  ;  but  I  fcorn  the  Abufe,  and  him  that  offer'd  it.     .1; 

DarL  How,  Sir,  come  to  affront  us!  D'ye  know  who  wqi 
arc,  Sir? 

Wild.  Know  who  you  are !  Why,  your  Daughter  there  is.i 
Mr.  Vizard'^  Coulin,  I  fuppofe  :  — —  And  for  you,  Madaniji 

now  to  call  her  Procurefs  Alamode  France,     \Afide^ 

yeftime  votre  OccupatiofZ. 

DarL  Pray,  Sir,  fpeak  £^^////:?. 

Wild.  Then  to  define  her  Office,  Alamode  LoWr^j  /  \^Afide,'\ 
I  fuppofe  your  Ladyfhip  to  be  one  ofthofe  civil,  obliging,  diw 
creet,  old  Gentlewomen,  who  keep  their  viiiting  Days  for  the 
Entertainment  x)f  their  prefenting  Friends,  whom  they  treat 
with  Imperial  Tea,  a  private  Room,  and  a  Pack  of  Cards. 
Now  I  fuppofe  you  do  underftand  me. 

DarL  This  is  beyond  Sufferance  ;  but  fay,  thou  abufive  Man, 
-what  Injury  have  you  everreceiv'd  from  me  or  mine,  thus  to 
engage  you  in  this  fcandalous  Afperfion  ? 

Ang.  Yes,  Sir,  what  Caufe,  what  Motives,  could  induce 
you  thus  to  debafe  your  felf  below  your  Rank } 

Wild.  Hey  day,  Now  dear  Koxana,,  and  you  my  fair  Sta^ 
iyra.^  be  not  fo  very  Heroick  in  your  Styles  ;  Vizard''^  Letter 
may  refolve  you,  and  anfwer  all  the  impertinent  Queftionj 
you  have  made  me. 

Both  Women.  We  appeal  to  that. 

Wild.  And  I'll  fiand  to't ;  he  read  it  to  me,  and  the  Con- 
tents were  pretty  plain  I  thought. 

Ang.  Here,  Sir,  perufe  it,  and  fee  how  much  we  are  injured, 
and  you  deceiv'd. 

Wild.  [(Jpenlng  the  Letter.']  But  hold,  Madam,  [To  Darling.'] 
before  I  read,  I'll  make  fome  Condition :  — -—  Mr.  Vizard. 
fays  here,  that  I  won't  fcruple  3,0  or  40  Pieces.  Now,  Ma- 
dam, if  you  have  clapt  m  another  Cypher  to  the  Account,  and 
inade  it  3  or  4  hundred,  by  Gad,  I  will  not  ftandto't. 

Ang.  Now,  can't  I  tell  whether  Difdain  or  Anger  be  the 
moft  juft  Rcfcntmcnt  for  this  Injury. 

DarL  The  Letter,  Sir,  fhall  anfwer  you, 

WtU.  Well  then   \ Reads.'] 

■X  Ota 
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put  of  my  carnefl  Incltnatio/2  to  fcrve  your  LadvJJjip^  and  my 

Coufin  Angelica, x\y,  ay,  the  very  Words,   I  can 

fay  it  by  Heart. Ihave  fcnt  Sir  Harry  Wildair 

tJ  court  my.  Coufin. What  the  Devil's  this  ?    Sent 

»S'/>  Harry  Wildair /^^ro/^r/z-^y  Coufia\  —  He  read  tome 

quite  a  different  thing. Hc^s  a  Gentleman  of  great 

parts   and  Fortune. He's  a  Son  of  a  Whore,   and 

a  Rafcal. And-vjou\i  make  your  Daughter  very  Haj)- 

py  [ff^'hiflles.']  in  a  Husband.  \fLooks  foolijh^  and  hums  a 
Song.^^  Oh,  poor  Sir  Harry!  y.'hat  have  the  angry  Stars 
defign'd? 

Ang.  Now,  Sir,  I  hope  you  need  no  Inftigation  to  redref$ 
>ur  Wrongs,  fince  even  the  Injury  points  the  way. 

Darl.  Think,  Sir,  that  our  Blood  for  many  Generations,  has 
un  in  the  pureffc  Channel  of  unfully'd  Honour. 
.  Wild.  Ay,  Madam.  [Bovjs  to  her. 

'  Ang.  ConfiderwhatatenderElofToni  is  Female  Reputation, 
vhich  the  lead  Air  of  foul  Detraftion  blalls. 

Wild.  Yes,  Madam    [Bovjs  to  t'other. 
:  Darl.  Call  then  to  mind  your  rude  and  fcandalous  Behaviour. 
1  Wtld.  Right,  Madam.  ^Bgvjs  again. 

1  Af2g.  Remember  the  bale  Price  you  offer'd  me.  [^Exit^ 

f  Wild.  Very  true,  Madam ;  was  ever  Man  fo  catechiz'd } 

Darl.  Then  think  that  Vizard.^    Villain  Vizard.^   caus'd  all 

his,  yet  lives  :  that's  all  ;  farev/cl.  [Going. 

I  Wild.  Stay,  Madam,    [To  Darling]  one  Word  ;  is  there  no. 

'thcr  way  to  redrefs  your  Wrongs,  but  by  fighting? 

Darl.  Only  one.  Sir,  which  if  you  can  think  of,  you  may 

0  ;  you  know  the  Buiinefs  I  enrertain'd  you  for. 

1  U^iid.  I  underlland  you,  Madam.  [£a-/>  Darling.]  Here  am 
i  brought  to  a  very  pretty  Dilemma  ,  I  mull  commit  Murder, 
•r  commit  Matrimony;  which  is  bcfi:  now  ?  A  Licenfe  from 
'^oSiors  Comrnons^  or  a  Sentence  from  the  Old  Bail)  ?  If  I  kill  m.y 
4an,  the  Law  hangs  me:  If  I  marry  my  Woman,  I  fhallhang 
ay  felf.  —  But,  Dam  it,  — Cowards  dare  right;  I'll  marr)"^, 
hat's  the  mod  daring  Adion  of  the  two  :  So  mydearCoufm 
jn^elica.^  have  at  you. 

\   "" 

SCENE  Ncivgatey  Clincher  fcnior  fvlus. 

Clin.  How  fevercand  melancholy  are  KcwgateReficttiom> 
^aftWeek  my  Father  died  ;   yeilerday  I  turn'd  Beau;   to  dav 

am  laid  by  the  Heels,  and  to  morrow  fhall  be  hung  by  thcr 

^eck. I  was  agreeing  with  a  Bookfellcr  about  printing 

n  Account  of  my  Journey  through  France  to  Italy ;  but  now, 

tfcie 
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the  Hiflory  of  my  Travels  thro'  Holhoum  to  Tyburn^ — T'helajh 
and  dying  Speech  of  Beau  Clincher,  that  was  going  to  the  Jubilee. 
^^.^-Come  a  Half-fenny  apiece.  A  fad  Sound,  a  fad  Sound, 
faith.  'Tis  one  way  to  have  a  Man's  Death  make  a  great 
Noife  in  the  World. 

Enter  Smuggler  and  Goalcr. 

Smt{g.  Well,  Friend,  I  have  told  you  who  I  am  :•  So  fend 
thcfe  Letters  into  'Thames-Jlrcet.^  as  dire6led ;  they  are  to  Geii' 
tlemen  that  will  bail  me.  [Exit  Goaler.'\ 
Eh  !  this  Newgate  is  a  very  populous  Place  :  Here'5  Robbe^- 
ry  and  Repentance  in  every  Corner.  —  Well,  Friend,  what 
are  you  ?  a  Cut-Throat  or  a  Bum-Bailiff  ? 

Clin.  What  are  you,  Miftrefs  ?  a  Bawd  or  a  Witch  ? 
Hearkee,  if  you  are  a  Witch,  d'ye  fee,  I'll  give  you  a  hun- 
dred Pounds  to  mount  me  on  aBroomilaff,  and  whip  me  away 
to  the  Jubilee. 

Smug.  The  Jubilee!  O,  you  young  Rake-hell,  what  brought 
you  here  } 

Clin.  Ah,  you  old  Rogue,  what  brought  you  here,  if  you  j 
go  to  that  ? 

Smug.  I  knew.  Sir,  what  your  powdering,  your  prinking,! 
yoyr  dancing,  and  your  frisking,  wou'd  corae  to. 

Clin.  And  I  knew  what  your  Cozening,  your  Extortion,! 
and  your  Smugling  wou'd  come  to. 

Smug.  Ay,  Sir,  you  mull:  break  your  Indentures ,  and  run? 
to  the  Devil  in  a  full  Bottom  Wig,  mufl  you  ? 

Clin.  Ay,  Sir,  and  you  muft  put  off  your  Gravity,  and  riitt': 
to  the  Devil  in  Petticoats :  —  You  delign  to  fwing  in  Maf- 
querade.  Mailer,  d'ye  ? 

Smug.  Ay,  you  muftgoto  Plays  too,  Sirrah:  Lord,  Lord  II, 
What  Bufinefs  has  a  Prentice  at  a  Play-houfe,  unlefs  it  be  to  " 
hear  his  Mafter  made  a  Cuckold,  and  his  Miftrefs  a  Whore  > 
'Tis  ten  to  one  now,    but  fome  malicious  Poet  has  my  Cha^ 
ra61:er  upon  the  Stage  within  this  Month  :  'Tis  a  hard  matter 
now,  that  an  honeft  fober  Man  can't  fin  in  private  for  this 
plaguy  Stage.     I  gave  an  honeft  Gentleman  five  Guineas  my 
felf  towards  writing  a  Book  againft  it  :   And  it  has  done  no  J 
good,  we  fee.  1 

Cltn.  Well,  well,  Mafter,  take  Courage  !  our  Comfort  is, 
we  have  liv'd  together,  and  fhall  die  together,  only  with,  this 
difference,   that  1  have  liv'd  like  a  Fool,  and  (hall  die  like  a 
Knave  ;  and  you  have  liv'd  like  a  Knave,  and  fliall  die  like  a; 
Fool. 

Smug.  No,  Sirrah!  IhavefentaMefTenger  for  my  Cloaths,J 

and  fhall  get  out  immediately,  and  Ihall  be  upon  your  Jury 

I  "  by 
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)y  and  by. Go  to  Prayers  you  Rogue,   <^o  to  Prayers. 

I  [Exit  Smug. 

i  Clin.  Prayers  !    'tis  a  hard  taking,   when  a  Man  muH:  fay 
jrace  to  the  Gallows.  — -  x\h,  this  curfed  Intriguing!  Had 

fwung  hatidfomcly  in  a  filken  Garter  now,  1  had  died  in 
ny  Duty ;  but  to  hang  in  Hemp,  like  the  Vulgar,  'tis  very 
jigenteel. 

Er^ter  Tom  Errand. 

A  Reprieve  !  a  Reprieve !  thou  dear,  dear.  —  damn'd  Rogue, 

Vherehave  you  been?  Thou  art  the  molt  welcome Son 

jfja  Whore;  where's  my  Cloaths? 

•'Err.  Sir,  I  fee  where  mine  are :  Come,  Sir,  flrip.  Sir,  (Irip. 

Clin.  What,  Sir,  will  you  abufe  a  Gentleman  ? 

Err.  A  Gentleman!  Ha,  ha,  ha,  d'ye  know  where  you  arc, 

')ir  }   We're  all  Gentlemen  here ; I  Hand  up  for  Liberty 

nd  Property. Ne-vjg.^.ti s  a  Comm.on-wealth.     No  Cour- 
ier has  Bulinefs  among  us;  come,  Sir. 

C//.V.  Well,   but  Hay,   Itay  till  1  fend  for  my  own  Cloaths : 

Ihall  get  out  prefe;itly. 

Err.  No,  no,  Sir  !  Til  ha'  you  into  the  Dungeon,  and  un- 
afe  you. 

:  Clin.  Sir,  you  can't  mafter  mc  ;  for  I'm  twenty  thoufand 
:rong.  \Y.\Qm\X.  ftruggUng. 

SCENE,   changes  to  Lady  Darling  V  Houfe. 

Enter  Wildair  vjlth  Letters.^  Servants  following. 

Wild.  Here  fly  all  around,   and  bear  thefe  asdirevSled  ;    you 

3  We[lminjler^ you  to  St.  James'' s.,  and  you  into  the  City. 

—  Tell  all  my  Friends,  a  Bridegroom.'s  Joy  invites  their 
'refence.  Look  all  of  ye  like  Bridegrooms  alfo  :  All  appear 
vith  hofpitable  Looks,  and  bear  a  Welcome  in  your  Faces. 
- —  Tell  'cm  I'm  marry'd.  If  any  ask  to  whom,  make  no  Re- 
ly ;  but  tell  'em  that  I'm  marry'd,  that  Joy  Hiall  crown  the 
)ay,  and  Love  the  Night.  Begone,  fly. 
Enter  Standard. 

A  thoufand  Welcomxcs,  Friend;  my  Pleafure's  now  com- 
lete,  flnce  I  can  fhare  it  with  my  Friend  :  Brisk  Joy  fliall 
ound  from  me  to. you.  Then  back  agen ;  and,  liketheSuDj 
'row  warmer  by  Refle6rion. 

Stand.  You're  always  plcafmt,    Sir  Harr-j  ;  but  this  tranf- 
ends  your  felf :   Whence  proceeds  it  ? 
■■  U-'ild.  Canir  thou  not  gucfs,    my  Friend  ?  Whence  flows 
il  Earthly  Joy  ?    What  is  the  Life  of  Man,   and  Soul   of 
le^fure.^  — — IVoman.  — ^-  What  ures  the  Heart  v/ith  Tranf- 

port, 
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port,  and  the  Soul  with  Raptures  ?  Lovely  Woman What 

is  the  Miifter-ftroke  and  Smile  of  the  Creation,  but  charming}^ 
'vertttous  Woman  ?  - —  When  Nature  in  the  general  Compop 
iition,  firfl:  brought  Woman  forth,  like  a  flulh'd  Poet,  ra- 
vifh'd  with  his  Fancy,  with  Extalie  ;  the  bleft,  the  fair  Pro 

duclion. Methinks,  my  Friend,  you  reliflinot  my  Joy; 

What  is  the  Caufe?  -\ 

Stand.  Canft  thou  not  guefs  > What  is  the  Bane  oi 

Man,  and  Scourge  of  Life,    but  Woman  ? What  is  t ' 

Heathenilli  Idol  Man  fets  up,  and  is  damn'd  for  worfhippin 

Treachcrotis  Woman  ? What  are  thofe,   whofe  Eyes,  li! 

Bafilisks,  Ihine  beautiful  for  lure  Dellru61:ion,  whofe  Smile 
are  dangerous  as  the  Grin  of  Fiends,   hvitfalfc  deluding  Woman 

- Woman  !  whofe  Compofition  inverts  Humanity ;  their  Bi 

dy's  Heavenly,  but  their  Souls  are  Clay. 

Wild.  Come,  come,  Colloncl,  this  is  too  much  :  I  kno^l 
your  Wrongs  received  from  Lzirewcll^  may  excufe  your  Rei 
ientments  againft  her.     But  'tis  unpardonable  to  charge  the 

F'ailings  of  a  fmgle  Woman  upon  the  whole  Sex. 1  have 

found  one,  whole  Vertues 

Stand.  So  have  I,  Sir  Harry  ;  I  have  found  one,  whoff; 
Pride's  above  yielding  to  a  Prince.  And  if  Lying,  DifTem- 
bling,  Perjury  and  Falfhood,  be  no  Breaches  in  a  Woman-S' 
Honour,  flie's  as  innocent  as  Infancy. 

Wild.  Well,  Collonel,  I  find  your  Opinion  grows  Wronger 

by  Oppofition  ;    I  fhall  now  therefore  wave  the  Argumenl^ 

and  only  beg  you  for  this  Day  to  make  a  Shew  of  Compl^ii 

fance  at  leaS. —  Here  comes  my  charming  Bride.  ; 

Enter  Darling  and  Angelica. 

Stand.  [Saluting  Angelica.)^  I  wifh  you,  Madam,  all  the 
Joys  of  Love  and  Fortune. 

Enter  Clincher  junior. 

CUn.  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  I'm  juft  upon  the  Spur,  and 
have  only  a  Minute  to  take  my  Leave. 

Wild.  Whither  are  you  bound.  Sir  s* 

Clin.  Bound,  Sir!  I'm  going  to  the  Jubilee.,  Sir. 

Darl.  Blefs  me,  Couhn  !   how  came  you  by  tHefe  Cloaths  ?i 

Clin.  Cloaths  !  Ha,  ha,  ha :  the  rareft  J  eft  !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  1 
ihall  burft,  by  Jupiter  Ammon.,   I  fhall  burft. 

Darl.  What's  the  matter,  Coulin  ? 

Clin.  The  matter  !  Ha,  ha,  ha  :  Why,  an  honeft  Porter, 
lu,  ha,  ha,  has  knock'd  out  my  Brother's  Brains,  ha,  ha,  ha 

Wild.  A  very  good  Jell,  i'faith,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Clin.  Ay,  Sir,  but  the  beft  Jell  of  all  is,  he  knock'd  out 
his  Brains  with  a  Hammer,  andfo  he  is  asd^-adas  a  Door-nail, 
ha,  ha,  ha»  Oad 
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barl.  And  do  you  laugh,  Wretch  ? 

Clin.  Laugh  !  ha,  ha,  ha,  let  me  fee  e'er  a  younger  Brother 
in  England  that  won't  laugh  atfuch  a  Jeft. 

Ang.  You  appear'd  a  very  fober  pious  Gentleman  fome 
Hours  ago, 

Clin.  Pfhaw,  I  was  a  Fool  then :  But  now.  Madam,  I'm 
i  Wit :  I  can  rake  now,  —  As  for  your  part.  Madam,  you 
•night  have  had  me  once :  — —  But  now.  Madam,  if  you  fliou'd 
:hance  fall  to  eating  Chalk,  or  gnawing  the  Sheets,  'tis  none 
3f  my  Fault  —  Now,  Madam —  I  have  got  an  Eflate,  and 

(I  muft  go  to  the  Jubilee, 

'  Enter  Clincher  fcnior  in  a  Blanket. 

Clin.  [en.  Muft  you  fo,  Rogue,  muft  ye  >.  - —  You  will  go 
O  the  Jubilee^  will  you  ? 

Clin.  jtin.  A  Ghoft,  a  Ghoft  I  — —  Send  for  the  Dean  and 
!]hapter  prcfently. 

C I'm.  fen.  A  Ghoft  I  No,  no,  Sirrah,  Pm  an  Elder  Brother  J 
logue, 

Clin.  jtm.  I  don't  care  a  Farthing  for  that ;  I'm  fure  you^re 
lead  in  Law. 

Clin.  fen.  Why  fo,  Sirrah,  why  fo  ? 

Clin.  jun.  Becaufe,  Sir,  I  can  get  a  Fellow  to  fwear  he  knodc'd 
ut  your  Brains. 

U  "lid.  An  odd  way  of  fw earing  a  Man  out  of  his  Life ! 

Clm.'pm.  Smell  him,  Gentlemen,  he  has  a  deadly  Scent  a- 
.out  him. 

Clin.  fe?7.   Truly   the  Apprehenfions  of  Death   may  have 

lade  me  favour  a  little O  Lord,  — -the  CoIIonel  ! 

"he  Apprchenfioii  of  him  may  make  me  favour  worfe,  I'm 
Taid. 

Clin.  jun.  In  fnort.  Sir,  were  you  a  Ghoft,  or  Brother,  or 
)evil,  I  will  go  to  the  Jubilee .^  by  Jupiter  Ammon. 

Stand.  Go  to  the  Jubilee  !    Go  to  the  B ear-Garden the 

Travel  of  fuch  Fools  as  you  doubly  injure  our  Country,  you 
xpofe  our  Native  Follies,  which  ridicules  us  among  Str'an- 
crs,  and  return  fraught  only  with  their  Vices,  which  you 
•end  here  for  faihionable  Gallantry  ;  a  travelling  Fool  is  as 
langerous  as  a  home-bred  Villain  —  Get  you  to  your  Native 

lough  and  Cart,  converfe  with  Animals,  like  your  fclvcs, 
heep  and  Oxen;  Men  are  Creatures  you  don't  underftand. 

ll^d.  Let 'em  alone,  Colloncl,  their  Folly  will  be  nowdi- 
-rting.     Come,   Gentlemen,   we'll  difpute  this  Point  fome 
ther  time  ;  I  hear  fome  Fiddles  tuning,  let's  hear  hovv^  they 
'  in  entertain  us :  Be  pleas'd  to  lit. 
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Here  Sirring  and  Dancing.     After   which  a  Servant  whijpers 

Wildair. 

i^W,  Madam,  fhall  I  beg  you  to  eiitertain  the  Company  in 
the  next  Room  for  a  Moment  ?  [To  Darling. 

DarL  With  all  my  Heart -^- Come,  Gentlemen. 

[Exeunt  omnes  but  Wildaiti 

W'lU.  A  Lady  to  enquire  for  me  !  Who  can  this  be  ? 
Enter  Lure  well. 

O  I  Madam,  this  Favour  is  beyond  my  Expe6l:ation,  to 
come  uninvited  to  dance  at  my  Wedding- — What  d'ye  gaze 
at,  Madam?  ^ 

Lure.  A  Monfter  — —  If  thou'rt  marryM  thou'rt  the  moft^ 
pcrjur'd  Wretch  that  e'er  avouch'd  Deceit, 

Wild.  Hey  day !  Why,  Madam,  I'm  fure  I  never  fv^ore  to 
marry  you,  I  made  indeed  a  flight  Promife,  upon  Condition' 
of  your  granting  me  a  fmall  Favour,  but  youv^'^ould  notcon- 
fent,  you  know. 

Lure.  How  he  upbraids  me  with  my  Shame —  Can  you  deny 
your  binding  Vows  when  this  appears  a  Witncfs  'gainft  your 
Falfhood.  [Shews  a  Ring.']  Methinks  the  Motto  of  this  Sacred 
Pledge  fliou'd  flafh  Confuiion  in  your  guilty  Face  ~ —  read, 
read  here  the  binding  words  of  Love  and  Honour,  Words  riot' 
unknown  to  your  perfidious  Eyes.  —  tho'  utter  Strangers  to 
your  treacherous  Heart. 

fFiId.  The  Woman's  flark  flaring  mad,  that's  certain. 

Lure.  Was  it  malicioufly  deligh'd  to  let  me  find  my  Mifery 
when  paft  Redrefs  ;  to  let  me  know  you,  only  to  know  you 
falfe  ? —  had  not  curfed  Chance  fhew'd  me  the  furprizing  Mot- 
to, I  had  been  happy  —  The  firfi  Knowledge  I  had  of  you  was 
fatal  to  me,  arid  this  fecorid  worfe. 

Wld.  What  the  Devil's  all  this  !  — -~  Madam,  I'm  not  at 
leifure  for  Raillery  at  prefent,  I  have  weighty  Affairs  upon 
my  Hands ;  the  Bufinefs  of  Plcafure,  Madam,  any  other 
time  —  [Going. 

Z.//r^.  Stay,  I  conjure  you  flay. 

IFild.  Faith  I  can't,  my  Bride  experts  me ;  but'  hark'c,  wher 
the  Honey-Moon  is  over,  about  a  Month  or  two  hence,  ] 
may  do  you  a  fmall  Favour.  [Exit 

Lure.  Grant  me  Ibrhe  wildExprefllons,  Heav'ns,  or  I  fhall 
burft — Woman's  Weaknefs,  Man's  Falfhood,  my  owr 
Shame,  and  Love's  Difdain,  at  once  fwell  up  my  Breaft  — 
Words,  Words,  or  I  lliall  burft.  [Going. 
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Enter  Standard. 

Stand.  Stay,  Madam,  you  need  not  fhun  my  Sight ;  for  if 
ou  arc  perfeft  Woman,  you  have  Confidence  to  out-face  a 
]rime,  and  bear  the  Chars^e  of  Guilt  without  aBluih. 

Lure.  The  Charge  of  Guilt !  What  ?  Making  a  Fool  of  you  > 
Ve  don't,  and  glory  in  the  AR,  the  height  of  Female  Juftice 
/ere  to  make  you  all  hang  or  drown;  dillembling  to  the  Pre- 
iidice  of  Men  is  Virtue;  and  every  Look,  or  Sign,  or  Smile,  Jr^ 
r  Tear  that  can  deceive  is  meritorious.  ^    -^  *• 

Stand.  Very  pretty  Principles  truly \i  there  be  Truth  in        \^ 

Voman,  'tis  now  in  thee Come,   Madam,    you  know 

hat  you're  difcovered,  and  being  fenfible  you  can't  efcape, 
ou  wou'd  nov/  turn  to  Bay. 

That  Ring,  Madam,  proclaims  you  guilty. 

Lure.  O  Monller,  Villain,  perfidious  Villain!  Has  he 
old  you  ? 

Stand.  I'll  tell  it  you,  and  loudly  too. 

Lnre.  Oname  it  not yes,  fpeak  it  out,  'tis  fo  juft  a 

'unifhment.for  putting  Faith  in  Man,  that  I  will  bear  it  all; 
ndlet  credulous  Maids  that  trufi  their  Honour  to  the  Tongues 

)f  Men,  thus  hear  their  Shame  proclaim'd Speak  now, 

vhat  hisbufie  Scandal,  and  your  improving  Malice  both  dare 
itter. 

Stand.  Your  Falfhood  can't  be  reach'd  by  Malice  nor  by 

^atyr ;  your  Aclions  are  the  jufreft  Libel  on  your  P^ame 

our  Words,  your  Looks,  your  Tears,  I  did  believe  in  fpight 
if  common  Fame.  Nay,  'gainft  my  own  Eyes,  Ifiill  main- 
ain'd  your  Truth.  I  imagin'd^^z/^^;r's  boafting  of  your  Fa- 
'ours  to  be  the  pure  Refult  of  his  own  Vanity:  At  la(l  he 
irg'd  your  taking  Prefenrs  of  him,  as  a  convincing  Proof  of 
-vhlch  you  yellerday  from  him  rccciv'd  that  Ring — —which 
ling,  that  I  might  be  fure  he  gave  it,  I  lent  it  him  for  that 
^urpofe. 

Lure.  Ha !  You  lent  him  for  that  Purpofe ! 

Stand.  Yes,  yes,  Madam,  I  lent  him  for  that  Purpofe 

.0  denying  it 1  know  it  well,  for  I  have  worn  it  long, 

.nd  defire  you  now,  Madam,  to  rellore  it  to  the  jult 
3w«icr. 

Lure.  The  juft  Owner  !  Think,  Sir,  think  but  of  what  Im- 
X)rtance 'tis  to  own  it;  if  you  have  Love  and  Honour  in 

our  Soul ,    'tis  then  molt  jufily  youri,  if  not,  you  are  a 

iobbcr,  and  have  (lorn  it  bafely. 

•..      •  L  Sia/jd. 
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Stand.  Ha your  Words,   like  ineeting  Flints,   have 

ilruck  a  Light  to  fhew  me  fomerhrrig  flrange but  tell  mc 

inftantly,  is"  not  your  real  Name /flw/y-? 

Lure.  Anfwer  me  firft,  did  not  you  receive  this  Ring  about 
twelve  years  ago ?  ,.....„, 

Stand.,  I  did.  '.vi.oi.;:  .'  ilCS 

Lure.  And  v^ere  not  you  about  that  time  entertain'd  rvfo 
Nights  at  the  Ploufe  of  Sir  Oiivf^r  Manly  in  Oxfordpirel: 

Stand.  I  v/as,  I  was.     [_Runs  to  her  and  embraces  her.~]  T 

bleft Remembrance  fires  my  Soul  with  Tranfport 1  kno 

the  reft— you  are  the  charming  She,  and  I  the  happy! 

Man. 

Lure.  How  has  blind  Fortune  ftumbled  on  the  right  !- 

But  where  have  you  wander'd  fincc? 'twas  cruel  to  fo 

fake  me. 

Stand.  The  Particulars  of  my  Fortune  v/ere.  too  tedious 
now:  But  to  difcharge  my  felf  from  the  .Stain  of  Diflionouf ,, 
I  mud  tell  you,  that  immediately  upon  my  return  to  i 
Univerlity,  my  Elder  Brother  and  I  quarrell'd :  My  Father,| 
to  prevent  farther  Mifchief,  pcfts  me  away  to  travel  :  I  wrij^i 
to  you  from  London.,  but  fear  the  Letter  came  not  to  yoiii: 
^ands. 

L^dre.  I  never  had  the  leaft  account  of  you ,  by  Letter  or 
otherwife. 

Stand.  Three  Years  I  liv'd  abroad  ,  and  at  my  returriV 
found  you  were  gone  out  of  the  Kingdom  ;  tho'  none  cou-d 
tell  me  whither:  Miffing  you  thus,  I  wtnt  to  Flanders.,  ferv'd 
my  King  till  the  Peace '  comm.enc'd ;  then  fortunately  goin^  ' 
on  Board  at  Amflerdam.,  one  Ship  tranfported  us  both  to  En- 
gland.    At  the  firft  fight  I  lov'd,  tho'  ignorant  of  the  hidden 

Caufe— You  may  remember,  Madam,  that  talking  once 

of  Marriage,  I  told  you  I  was  engag'd  ;  to  your  dear  felf  I 
meant. 

Lure.  Then  Men  are  ft  ill  mo  ft  generous  and  brave— 

and  to  reward  your  Truth ,  an  Eftate  of  Three  Thoufand 
Pounds  a  Year  waits  your  Acceptance  ;  aiid  if  I  can  fa- 
tisfie  you  in  my  paft  Conduft,  and  the  Reafons  that  engag'd 
rne  to  deceive  all  Men,  I  Ihall  exped  the  honourable  Per- 
formance of  your  Promife,  and  that  you  wou'd  ftay  with  mej 
in  England.  \ 

Stand.  Stay!  not  Fame,  nor  Glory,  e'er  fliall  part  us 
inore.  My  Honour  can  be  no  v/here  more  concerned  than 
h^re 


ferffi 
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&^fr  Wildair,  Angelica,  both  Clinchers. 

".'  Oh !  Sir  Harry^   Fortune  has  aded  Miracles,  the  Story's 
ftrange  and  tedious,   but  all  amounts  to  this ,,  That  Woman's 
iiind  is  charming  as  her  Perfon,  and  I  am  made  a  Convert 
too  to  Beauty. 
;  IVild.  I  wanted  only  this  to  make  my  Pleafure  perfe6l. 

•^  Enter  Smuggler. 

Smug.  So  Gentlemen  and  Ladies,  is  my  Gracious  Nephew 
f^izard  among  ye  ? 

>    Wild,  Sir,  he  dares  not  fliew  his  Face  am.ong  flich  honouxa- 
ble  Company,  for  your  Gracious  Nephew  is 

Smiig.  What,  Sir  ?  Have  a  care  what  you  fay. 
.    Wild.  A  Villain,  Sir. 

Smug.  AVith  all  my  Heart I'll  pardon  you  the  beat- 
ing me  for  that  very  Word.  And  pray,  Sir  Harry ^  when  you 
fee  him  next,  tell  him  this  News  from  me,  that!  have  difm- 
herited  him,  that  I  will  leave  him  as  poor  as  a  disbanded 
Quarter -mafter.  And  this  is  the  pofitive  and  ftiff  Refolution 
ofThreefcore  and  Ten;  an  Age  that  flicks  as  obftinately  to 
its  purpofe,  as  of  the  old  Fafiuon  of  its  Cloak. 

IVtld.  You  fee,  Madamx,  [To  Angel.]  how  induflrloufiy 
Fortune  has  puniHi'd  his  Otfcnce  to  you. 

/i^^gel.  I  can  fcarcely.  Sir,  reckon  it  an  Offence,  condder- 
ing  the  happy  Confequence  of  it. 

Sraug.  O  J  Sir  Harry.,  he  is  as  hypocritical 

Lure.  As  your  feif,'  Mr.  Alderman  :  How  fares  my  good  old 
Nurfe,  pray  Sir.^ 

Srn^ig^  O  Madam.,  I  fnall  be  even  with  you  before  I  part 
with  your  Writings  and  Money,  that  I  have  in  m.y  Hands. 

Sta^^d.  A  word  with  you,  Mr.  Alderman ;  do  you  know 
this  Pocket-Book. 

Syn'^.g.  O  Lord,  it  contains  an  Account  of  all  my  fecret 
Pradliccs  in  Trading  14/^de.']  How  came  you  by  it.  Sir? 

Stafid.  Sir  Harry  here  duftcd  it  out  of  your  Pocket,  at  this 
Lady's  Houfe  Yelkrday  :  It  contains  an  Account  of  fome  fe- 
cret  Practices  in  your  Merchandizing  ;  among  the  reft  the 
Counterpart  of  an  Agreement  with  a  Correfpondcnt  at  Bour- 

deaux.,  about  tranfporting  French  "Wine  in  Sfanijh  Casks 

Firfl:  return -this  Lady  all  her  Writings,  then  ffjiall  conlider 
whether  I  Ikiall  lay  your  Fiocecdings  before  the  Pariiam.ent 

L  2  or 
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or  not  whofe  Juflice  will  never  fuffer  your  fmuggling  to  go 
unpunifh'd,  '  , 

Smug.  O  my  poor  Ship  and  Cargo ! 

Cltn  fin.  Hark'c,  Mailer,  you  had  as  good  come  along 
with  me  to  the  Julnke^  now. 

Ar.gel.  Come,  Mr.  Alderman,  for  once  let  a  Woman  ad- 
vife  :  Wou'd  you  be  thought  an  honeft  Man,  baniih  Cove- 
toufnefs,  that  worft  Gout  of  Age;  Avarice  is  a  poor  pilfering^ 
Quality  of  the  Soul,  and  will  as  certainly  cheat,  as  a  Thief 

wou'd  fleal Wou'd  you  be  thought  a  Reformer  of  the 

Times,   be  lefs  fevere  in  your  Cenfures,  lefs  rigid  in  your 
Precepts,  and  more  firi6l  in  your  Example, 

IVtld.  Right,  Madam,  Virtue  flows  freer  from  Imitation, 
than  Compulilon ;  of  which,  Collonel,  your  Converiion  and 
mine  are  juft  Examples, 

In  vain  are  mufty  Morals  taught  in  Schools^ 
By  rigid  T'eachers.^  and  as  rigid  Rules^ 
l^^here  Virtue  with  a  frownwg  AfpeB  ftands^ 
And  frights  the  Pupil  from  its  rough  Commands, 

But  IVoman ■ 

Charming  IVoman  can  true  Converts  make^ 
JVe  love  the  Precepts  for  the  Teacher"* s  fake. 
Virtue  in  them  appear  fo  bright,,  fo  gay^ 
We  hear  with  Tranfport^  and  with  Pridff  obey, 

TheEndoftheffthhCT, 
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EPILOGUE: 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Wilks. 


^17(9  IV  all  depart  each  his  refpec^he  If^ay^ 

•^^    To  fp end  an  Even'r/i^s  Chat  upon  the  Flay  ; 

Some  to  HippolitoV;  o>2e  homeward  goes  ^ 

And  one  -with  loving  Jhe  retires  to  th""  Rofe* 

The  amorous  Fair  in  all  things  frank  and  free ^ 

Perhaps  may  faVe  the  Play^  in  number  Three. 

The  tearing  dpark^  //Phil lis  ought gainf ays ^ 

Breaks  th^  Drawer'' s  Head^  kicks  her>^  and  murders  Bay&r 

To  Coff&e fome  retreat  to  fave  their  Pockets^ 

Others^  more  generous^  damn  the  Play  at  LocketS, 

But  the  re  ^  I  hope^  the  Author'' s  Fears  are  Z'ain^ 

Malice  ne^erfpoke  in  generous  Champain. 

That  Poet  merits  an  ignoble  Death^ 

Who  fears  to  fall  over  a  brave  Moiltfeth. 

The  Privilege  of  Wine  -we  only  ask^ 

Tou^ll  tajle  again^  before  you  damn  the  Flask, 

Our  Author  fears  not  you ;  but  thofe  he  may^ 

Who  in  cold  Blood  murder  a  Man  in  Tea. 

Thofe  Men  of  Spleen  who  fond  the  World  Jhould  know  k^ 

Sit  down^  and  for  their  Twopelice  damn  a  P'jet, 

Their  Critictfrri's  good^    that  we  can  fay  for''t^ 

They  zmderfiand  a  Plaf loo  well  to  payfor''t. 

From  Box  to  St  age  ^  from  Stage  to  Box  they  run^ 
Firfi  jieal  the  Play^  then  damn  it  when  they^ve  done. 
Buz  now,,  to  know  what  Fate  may  us  betide^ 
Among  our  Friends^  in  Cornhil  and  Cheapiide : 
But  thofey  I  thtnk^  have  but  one  Rule  for  Plays ; 
They"* It  fay  they'' re  good^  iffo  the  World  but  fays* 
If  it  Jhould  pleafe  them  and  their  Sponfes  know  it. 
They  Jlra'it  enquire  vjhat  kind  of  Mart  s  the  Poet, 


EPILOGUE. 

'But  from  Side-box  we  dread  afearfid  Doom^ 

yill  the  good  natur''d  Beaux,  are  gone  to  Rome.  ... 

I'he  Ladies  Cenfure  Pd  aim  oft  forgot ^ 

Then  for  a  Line  or  two  f  engage  their  Vote: 

But  that  wafs  old^  hehw  our  Author'' s  Aim^ 

No  lefs  than  his  whole  Play  is  Compliment  to  them. 

For  their  fakes  then  the  Play  canH  mifs  fucceeding^ 

T^ho'  Criticks  may  want  JVit^  they  have  good  Breedingj 

They  won't^  Vm  fur e^  forfeit  the  Ladies   Graces^ 

By pevjing  their  ill-nature  to  their  Faces'^ 

Our  Bufinefs  with  good  Manners  may  he  done^    -   _  - 

Flatter  us  here^  and  damn  us  when  yoiCre  gon'e 


-.  «SV  W  iA  ^' 


V. 


Il 


"^ihrri/  f/i/i/Jifj^ 


E.Xn!jhcI> 


SirHJRRT  TFILDJIRt 

Being  the  Seqjljel  of  the 

Trip  to  the  Jubilee. 

A 

COMEDY. 

A^  it  is  Aded  at  the 
THE  A  TRE-R  OYAL 

I  N 

DRURT-LAJ^E, 

By  Her  Majesty's  Servants. 


LONDON: 
Printed  for  James   Knapton,    1714' 


iV 


o    ( 


.^  \^    \. 


To  the  Right  Honourable  the 

Earl  of  Albemarle ,    &c. 

Knight  of  the  moft  Noble  Order  of  the  Garter. 

My  LORD, 

MY  Pen  is  both  a  Novice  in  Poetry,  anc!  a  Stranger  at 
Court,  and  can  no  more  raile  it  Iclf  to  the  Stile  of  Pa- 
ncgyrick^  than  it  can  lloop  to  iht  Art  of  Flattery  \  but 
if  in  the  plain  and  fimple  Habit  of  Truth,  it  may  prefume  to 
mix  with  that  Crowd  of  Followers  that  daily  attend  upon  your 
Lordfhip's  Favour,  pleafe  to  behold  a  Stranger,  with  this  dif- 
ference, that  he  pays  more  Homage  to  your  Worth,  thanx\do- 
■  ration  to  your  Greatnefs. 

This  Diilin6t:ion,  my  Lord,  will  appear  too  nice,  andikTi-- 
taphsficalto  the  World,  who  know  your  Lordn^jp's  Merit  and 
Place  to  be  fo  infeparable,  that  they  can  only  differ  as  the  Cauie 
from  the  Effect ;  and  this,  my  Lord,  is  as  much  beyond  Dif- 
pute,  as  that  your  Royal  Mafler,  who  has  made  the  noble 
Choice,  is  the  moft  wife,  and  moft  difcerning  Prince  in  the 
Univerfe. 

To  prcfent  the  World  with  a  lively  Draught  of  your  Lord- 
Ihip's  Perfe6lions,  I  iliould  enumerate  the  Judgment,  Con- 
dud,  Piety  and  Courage  of  our  great  and  gracious  King,  who 
can  only  place  his  Favours  on  thofe  fliining  Qualifications 
for  which  his  Majcfly  is  fo  eminently  remarkable  himfelf  ; 
but  this,  my  Lord,  will  prove  the  Buiinefs  of  voluminous 
Hijiory,  and  your  Lordihip's  Chara6ler  mult  attend  the  Fame 
of  your  great  Mafler  in  the  Mcmoircs  of  Futurity,  as  your 
faithful  Service  has  hitherto  accompanied  the  noble  Adions  of 
his  Life. 

The  greateft  Princes  in  all  Ages,  have  had  their  Friends  and 
Favourites ,  with  them  to  communicate  and  debate  their 
Thoughts,  fo  to  exercifc  and  ripen  their  Judgments;  or  fome- 
times  to  eafe  their  Cares  by  imparting  them.  The  great  An- 
gtijiiis,  we  read  in  his  Projcd  of  fettling  the  unweildy  liomnn 
Conquefls  on  a  fixMBalis  of  Government,  had  the  Deiign  laid, 
not  in  his  Counfel,  but  his  Clofet ;  there  we  find  him  with  his 
two  Friends  Meuvnas  and  Agrippa^  his  Favourite  Friends, 
Perfons  of  found  Judgment,  and  unqueliionable  Fidelity; 
3  there 
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there  the  great  Queftion  is  freely  and  reafonably  debated,  with- 
out the  noife  oi"  Faction,  and  conllraint  of  Formality  ;  and 
there  was  laid  that  prodigious  Scheme  of  Government,  that 
foon  recovered  their  bleeding  Country,  heai'd  the  Wounds  of 
the  Civil  War,  blefr  the  Empire  with  a  lafting  Peace,  and 
flil'd  its  Monarch,  Pater  PatrLe.  £ 

The  Parallel,  my  Lord,  is  eaiily  made ;  we  have  our  C^ar 
too,  no  lefs  renowned  than  the  forementionM  Auguftus  ;  he 
firft  afTertcd  our  Liberties  at  home  againft  Popery  and  1  hrak- 
dom,  headed  our  x\rmies  abroad  with  Bravery  and  Succefs, 
gave  Peace  to  Europe^  and  Security  to  our  Religion.  And  you, 
my  Lord,  are  his  Mecanas^  the  private  Counfellor  to  thofe 
great  Tranfaftions  which  have  made  E^ighmd  fo  formidable 
to  its  EnemJes,  that  (which  1  blufh  to  own)  it  is  grown  jia- 
lous  of  its  Friends. 

But  here,  my  Lord,  appears  the  particular  Wifdom  and 
Circumfpedion  of  your  Lordlhip's  Condu6l,  that  youfo  firm- 
ly retain  the  Favour  of  your  Maftcr  without  the  Envy  of  the 
Subje6l: ;  your  Moderation  and  even  Deportment  between  both, 
has  fecur'd  to  your  Lordfliip  the  Ear  of  the  King,  and  the  Heart 
of  the  People  ;  the  Nation  has  voted  you  their  Good  Ayigd  in 
all  Suits  and  Petitions  to  their  Prince,  and  their  Succefs  fills 
the  three  Kingdoms  with  daily  Praifes  of  your  Lordihip's  Good- 
nefs,  and  his  Majefty's  Grace  and  Clemency. 

Andnow,  my  Lord,  give  me  leave  humbly  to  beg,  that  a- 
mong  all  the  good  Actions  of  your  Lordfhip's  high  and  happy 
Station,  the  encouragement  of  Arts  and  Literature  may  not  be 
folely  excluded  from  the  influence  of  your  Favour.  The  Po- 
lite l\lec<£nas^  whom  I  prefum'd  to  make  a  Parallel  to  your 
Lordfhip  in  the  Favour  of  his  Prince,  had  his  Vtrgd^  and  his 
Horace^  and  his  Time  was  moffly  divided  between  the  Empe- 
ror and  the  Poet  ;  he  fo  mianag'd  his  Stake  of  Royal  Favour, 
that  as  Auguftus  made  him  great,  fo  the  Mufes  fix'd  him  im- 
mortal;  and  Tl^^ro's  Excellency,  m.y  Lord,  will  appear  the  lefs 
Wonder,  when  we  confider  that  his  Pen  was  fo  cheriih'd  with 
Bounty,  and  infpir'd  by  Gratitude. 

But  I  can  lay  no  Claim  to  the  Merits  of  fo  great  a  Perfort  \ 
for  my  Accefs  to  your  LordOiip  ;  I  have  only  this  to  recom^ 
mend  me  without  Art  void  of  Rhetorick,  that  1  am  a  true 
Lover  of  my  King,  and  pay  an  unfeigned  Veneration  to  a^l 
thofe  who  are  his  trufty  Servants,  and  faithful  Miniflers ;  which 
infers  that  I  am,  my  Lord,  with  all  SubmliTion, 

Tour  hordpifs  moft  devoted^ 
and  mofi  obedient  humble  Servant^ 

G.  FarquhaR*- 


PROLOGUE. 


O^JR  Authors  have^  \n  mo  ft  their  late  EffaySy 
Prulugii'd  their  ovj'/z^  by  damning  other  Plays ; 
Made  great  Harangues  to  teach  you  what  was  Jit- 
I'd  pa fs  for  Humour  and  go  down  for  Wit. 
Athenian  B.tiles  muft  forr/i  an  Englifh  Piece, 
And  Drury-Lane  compiv  with  ancient  Greece. 
ExaxSlnefs  only^fuch  as  Terence  writ, 
Mujl  pieafe  our  rnafqji'd  Liicretias  in  the  Pit. 
Our  To7ithful  Author  fvjears  he  cares  not  a  Pia 
Tor  Voffius,  Scaliger,  Hedelin,  or  Rapin : 
He  leaves   to  learned  Pens  fuch  laboured  LaySy 
Touarethe  Ruhrshy  which  he  writes  his  Plays, 
Frornmujiy  Books  let  others  take  their  Vie-w, 
He  hates  dull  Reading,  hut  he  ftudies  Tou. 
Firji,  from  you  Beaux,  his  he jfon  is  Formality, 

And  in  your  Footmen  there, rnoji  nice  Morality  : 

To  pleafure  them  his  Pegafus  muft  fly,  ^^i-  ^--^  - 

Becaufe  they  judge,  and  lodge,  three  Stories  higJj. 
From  the  Front-Boxes  he  has  picked  his  Stile,  . 
And  learns,  without  a  Blujh,  to  make  \m  Smile ; 
A  Lejfon  only  taught  us  by  the  Fair  ; 

A  waggijh  ABion but  a  modejl  Air. 

Among  his  Friends  here  in  the  Pit,  he  reads 
Some  Rules  that  every  modijjj  Writer  needs. 
He  learns  frora  ev*ry  'Co vent-Garden  Critick^s  Face, 
I  he  modern  Forms  o/A61:Ion,  Time,  and  Fl^Lce. 

The  ABion  he"* s  aJJjam'^d  to  name, d''''e  fee, 

The  Time  is  Seven,  the  Place  is  Number  Three. 

The  Mafques  he  only  reads  by  pajjant  Looks, 

He  dares  not  venture  far  into  their  Books. 

Thus  tJ^n  the  Pit  and  Boxes  are  his  Schools, 

Tour  Air,  your  Humour,  his  Dramatick  Rui.s. 

Let  Criticks  cenfure  then,  and  hifs  like  Snakes,  ry 

He  gains  his  Ends,  if  his  light  Fancy  takes  C 

|*Sf.  JamesV  Beaux,  «;?^Covent-Garden  Rakes.  j^' 

3  Drama- 


Dramatis  Perfonse- 

Sir  Harry  mUalr^  Mr.  Wilh. 

Col.  Standard^  Mr.  Mills.       y 

Fireball^  a  Sea  Captain,  Mr.  Johnfon. 

Monf.  Marquis.,  a  Iharping  Refugee,  Mr.  Cibher. 

Beau-Banter.  Mrs.  Rogers. 
Clincher .^  the  Jubilee-Beau  turn'd  Politician,    Mr.  Pinkethman. 

Dicky ^  Servant  to  Wddair^  Mr.  Norris. 

Sharks  Servant  to  Firphall,  Mr.  FairbanL  I 

Ghoft,  Mrs.  Rogers.    .^ 

Lord  Bellamy^  Mr.  Sim^fon, 

W  O   M   E   N. 

Lzdy  Lurewell,  Mxs.  Ferbruggen 

Angelica^  Mrs.  J^o^^rj.    . 

P^r^',  Mrs.  Lucas y 

Servants  and  Attendants. 

SCENE,   St.  y  J  M  E  S^'s, 
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CO  NSTA  NTCOUPL  E: 

O  R,    A 

Trip  to  the  Jubilee. 


A  C  T     I. 

SCENE,   T/je  Tark. 

T.-'^ter  Standard  a-n-a  Fireball  rnect'ing 
'itand.  Ii      I         ^1  M  [ '  Brother  Ftrcl;a/i!  Welcome  afliore. 
What !  Heart  whole  ?  Limbs  drm,  and 
Frigate  fjfe  ? 

F:rc.  All,  all,  as  my  Fortune  and  Friends 

cou'd  Willi. 

Siand.  And  what  News  from  th^Baltick  ? 

Fire.  Why,  yonder  are  three  or  four  young  Boys  i'th*  North, 

hat  have  got  Globes  and  Sceptrcb  to  play  with:  Theyreil  to 

-»oggerheads  about  their  Play-things ;  the  E-^gl ijh  cimc  in  like 

Kobm  GGGcifcUou:^  cry'd  Bob.,  and  made  'cm  be  quiet. 


%  Sir  Harry  Wildair  ;  l^eing 

Stand.  In  the  next  place  then,   you're  to  congratulate  my 
$iccefs  :  You  have  heard,  I  fuppofe,  that  I've  marry'd  a  fine 
iady  with  a  great  Fortune. 
\  Fire.  Ay,  ay,  'twas  my  firft  News  upon  my  Landing,  that 

Collonel  Sta-Jdard  had  marry'd  the  fine  Lady  Lurczvell A 

ifne  Lady  indeed !  A  very  fine  Lady  !  -^ —  But  Faith,  Brother, 
thad  rather  turn  Skipper  to  an  IndAan  Canoo^  than  manage  the 
¥effel  you're  Mafter  of. 
'-'•4^,;7«i.  Whyfo,"Sir? 

Fire.  Eecaufe  flie'll  run  adrift  with  every  Wind  that  blows : 

She's  all  Sail  and  no  Ballaft Shall  I  tell  you  the   Gha- 

ra^ler  I  have  heard  of  a  fine  Lady  }  A  fine  Lady  can  laugh 
at  the  Death  of  her  Husband,  and  cry  for  the  Lofs  of  a  Lap 
Dog.  A  fine  Lady  is  angry  without  a  Caufe,  and  pleas'd 
without  a  Reafon.  A  fine  Lady  has  the  Vapours  all  the 
Morning,  and  the  Cliolick  all  the  i\fternoon.  The  Pride  oj 
a  fine  Lady  is  above  the  Merit  of  an  underftanding  Head  ; 
yet  her  Vanity  will  ficop  to  the  Adoration  of  a  Peruke.  Anc 
in  fine,  a  fine  Lady  goes  to  Church  for  Fafhion's  fake,  anc 
to  the  BalTet-Table  with  Devotion;  and  her  Pafiion  for  Ga- 
ming exceeds  her  Vanity  of  being  thought  vertuous,   or  th( 

Defire  of  a6ting  the  contrary. Wc  Seamen  fpeak  plain 

Brother. 

Stcmd.  You  Seamen  are  like  your  Element,  always  tcmpc' 
fluous,  too  ruffling  to  handle  a  fine  Lady. 

Fire.  Say  you  fo  ?  Why  then,  give  me  thy  Hand,  honef 
Fra77k-^  and  let  the  World  talk  on,  and  bedamn'd. 

Stand.  The  World  talk,  fay  you  ?  What  does  the  Work 
talk  > 

Fire.  Nothing,  nothing  at  all They  only  fay  what's  u 

fual  upon  fuch  Occafions  :  That  your  Wife's  the  grcateil  Go 
quet  about  the  Court,  and  your  Worihip  the  greateil  Cuckok 
$bout  the  City  :  That's  all.  . 

Stand.  How,  hov/.  Sir? 
•    -FifV^.  That  Ihe's  a  Coquet,  and  you  a  Cuckold. 

■  Stand.  She's  an  Angel  in  her  felf,  and  a  Paradifc  to  me. 
Fire.  She's  an  Eve  in  her  felf,  and  a  Devil  to  you. 

■  '■■Stand.  She's  all  Truth,   and  the  World  a  Liar. 

Fire.  Why  then,  I  gad,  Brother,  it  ihall  be  fo  ;  I'll  bac 
again  to  White^s^  and  whoever  dares  mutter  Scandal  of  m 
Brother  and  Sifter,  Pll  dafh  hisRatifia  in's  Face,  and  callhir 
a  Liar.  [Goiri^ 

Stared.  Hold,  hold.  Sir.  The  World  is  too  flrong  for  m' 
Were  Scandal  and  Dctra61:ion  to  be  throughly  revcng'd,  w| 
jnufl  murder  ail  the  Beaux ,    and  poifon  half  the  Ladies 

Thof 
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Thafe  that  have  nothing  elfe  to  fay,  muft  tell  Stones ;  Fools 

c^tx  Burgtmdy^  and  Ladies  over  T^*/?,  muil  have  fomething 
that's  fharp  to  rcIilTi  their  Liquor  ;  Malice  is  the  piquant  Sauce 
of  fiieh  Converfation  ;   and  without  it,  their  Entertainment 

wou'd  prove  mighty  infipid. Now,  Brother,   why  fnou'd 

we  pretend  to  quarrel  with  all  Mankind  ? 
iFrre.  Becaufe  all  Mankind  quarrel  with  us. 

\     Stand.  The  woril  reafon  in  the  World. Wou'd  you 

pretend  to  devour  a  Lion,  becaufe  a  Lion  wou'd  devour  you  > 

pire.  Yes,  if  I  cou'd. 

Suvfid.  Ay,  that's  right;  if  you  cou'd  !  But  fince  you  have 
•ntkher  Teeth  nor  Paws  for  fuch  an  Encounter,  lie  quietly 
down,  and  perhaps  the  furious  Beail  may  run  over  you. 
^' Fire.  'Sdeath,  Sir  I  But,  I  fay,  that  whoever  abufcsniy 
Brother's  Wife,  tho'  at  the  back  of  the  King's  Chair,  he's  a 
I  Villain. 

I  -  Stand.  No,  no.  Brother,  that's  a  Contradi<51:ion ;  there's  no 
Juch  thing  as  ^^illainy  at  Court.  Indeed,  if  the  Pra61ice  of 
.Courts  were  found  in  a  finglePerfon,  he  m.ight  be  flill'd  Vil- 
lain with  a  vengeance;  but  Number  and  Powxr  authorises 
every  things  and  turns  the  Villain  upon  their  Accufers.  In 
f^ort,  Sir,  every  Man's  Morals,  like  his  Religion  now  adays, 
pleads  Liberty  of  Confcience;  every  Man's  Confcience  is  his 
Convenience,  and  we  know  no  Convenience  but  Preferment. 

—  As  for  inflance,  who  would  be  to  complaifint  as  to 
thank  an  Officer  for  his  Courage,  w^hen  that's  the  Condition 
of  his  Pay  >  And  w^ho  can  be  i^o  ill-natur'd,   as  to  blame  a 

ourtier  for  efpouling  that  w^hich  is  the  very  tenure  of  his 
Livelihood  ? 
•  Fire.  A  very  good  Argument  in  a'  very  damnable  Caufe  \ 

-i But,    Sir,  my  Bus'nefs  is  not  with  the  Court,  but  with- 

you  :  I  delire  you,  Sir,  to  open  your  Eyes;  at  leall,  be 
Dieas'd  to  lend  an  Ear  to  what  I  heard  jult  now  at  the  Choco- 
late-Houfe. 

Stand.  Brother. 

Fire,  Well,  Sir. 

Stayed.  Did  the  Scandal  pleafeyou  when  you  heard  it  ? 
•  ■  Fire.  No. 

Starnd.  Then  w^hy  fhou'd  you  think  it  fliou'dpleafeme?  Be 
";i€>tmore  uncharitable  to  your  Friends  than  to  your  felf,  fweet- 
Sir:  If  it  made  youunealie,  there's  no  qucllion  but  it  will  tor- 
nent  me,  who  am  fo  much  nearer  conccrn'd. 

Fire.  But  wou'd  you  not  be  glad  to  know  your  Enemies  ? 

Stand.  Pfhaw  I  If  they  abus'd  me  they  are  my  Friends,  my- 
Qtimate  Friends  J  my  Tabk-Companyj  and  Pot-Com.panions. 

Fire. 
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Fire.  Why  then,  Brother,  the  Devil  take  all  your  Acquain- 
tance. You  were  fo  rally'd,  fo  torn  !  there  was  a  hundred 
Ranks  of  fneering  white  Teeth  drawn  upon  your  Misfortunes 
at  once ;  which  fo  mangl'd  your  Wife's  Reputation,  that  Ihc 
can  never  patch  up  her  Honour  while  fhe  lives. 

Stand.  And  their  Teeth  were  very  white,  you  fay. 

Ftre.  Very  white  !  Blood,  Sir,  I  fay,  they  mangl'd  your 
Wife's  Reputation. 

Sta^d,  And  I  fay,  that  i?  they  touch  my  Wife's  Reputation 
with  nothing  but  their  Teeth,  her  Honour  will  be  ^-^^q.  enough. 
-  Fire.  Then  you  won't  hear  it. 

Stand.  Not  a  Syllable.     Liftning  after  Slander  is  laying  Nets    « 
for  Serpents,   which,  when  you  have  caught,   will  fling  you  -  t 
to  Death :  Let  'em  fpit  their  Venom  among  themfelves,  and 
it  hurts  no  body. 

Fire.  Lord  !  Lord!  How  Cuckoldom  and  Contentment  go 
together  !  — — Fye,  fye,  Sir  !  confider  you  have  been  a  Sol- 
dier, dignify'd  by  a  noble  Poll:  ;  dillinguifh'd  by  brave  Ani- 
ons, an  Honour  to  your  Nation,  and  a  Terror  to  your  Ene- 
mies.  Hell  !  that  a  Man  who  has  llorm'd  Namur.,   fhou'd 

become  the  Jed  of  a  Colfec-Table The  whole  Houfe  was 

clearly  taken  up  with  the  two  important  Quellions,  Whether 
the  Collonel  was  a  Cuckold  >  or  Kid  a  Pyrate  >. 

Stand.  This  I  can't  bear.  [AJide. 

Fire.  Ay,  (fays  a  fneering  Coxcomb)  the  Collonel  has  made. 
his  Fortune  with  a  Witnefs  ;   he  has  fecur'd  himfelf  a  good  f 
Eftate  in  this  Life,    and  a  Reverlion  in  the  World  to  come. . 
Then  (replies  anothei-)  I  prefame  he's  oblig'd  to  your  Lord- 
ihip's  Bounty  for  the  latter  part  of  the  Settlement.    There  are . 
others,  (fays  a  third)  that  have  play'd  with  my  Lady  Lurewell 
at  Piquet,  befidcs  my  Lord ;  I  have  capottcd  her  my  felf  two  or 
three  times  in  an  Evening.  Y 

Stand.  O  Matrimonial  Patience,  affin  mc._  .-i 

Fire.  Matrimonial  Patience!  Matrimonial Pcllilcnce! " 

Shake  ofFthefe  drowzy  Chains  that  fetter  your  Refentmcnts. 
If  your  Wife  has  wrong'd  ye,  pack  her  otf,  and  let  her  Per- 
fon  be  as  publick  as  her  Charader  :  If  flie  be  honelt,  revenge 

her  Quarrel. I  can  ftay  no  longer:  This  is  my  Hour  of 

Attendance  at  the  Navy-O/fice;  I'll  come  and  dine  with  you  ; 
in  the  mean  time,  Reveiigc ;  think  on't.  ^Exit  Fireball. 

Staled.  [Sol/is]  How  eafie  is  it  to  give  Advice,  and  howdif- 
ncult  to  obferve  it !  If  your  IVife  has  iuro}7jr''d ye^  pack  her  off. 
Ay,  but  how  ?  The  Gofpel  drives  the  Matrimonial  Nail , 
itn4  the  Law  clinches  it  fo  very  hard,  that  to  draw  it  again 

wou'd. 
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NTouM  tear  the  Work  to  pieces.— — That  her  Intentions  have 
vrong'd  me,  here's  a  young  Bawd  can  witnefs. 
Eater  Parley,  rmining  crof's  the  Stage. 

Here,  here,  Mrs.  'Parley.,  Whither  fo  fall  ? 

Far.  Oh  Lord  !  my  Mailer ! Sir,  I  was  running  toMa- 

amoifelle  Furbelo^  the  French  Milliner,  for  a  new  Burgundy  for 
ly  Lady's  Head. 

Stand.  No,  Child,  you're  employ'd  about  an  old  fafhion'd 
rjarniture  for  your  Mailer's  Head,  if  I  miftake  not  your  Er- 
and. 

Far.  Oh,  Sir!  there's  the  prcttiefl  Fafhion  lately  came  over  ! 

b  airy,  fo  French.,  and  all  that ! The  Pinners  are  double 

juffled  with  twelve  Pleats  of  a  fide,  and  open  all  from  the 
•'ace ;  the  Hair  \s  frizl'd  all  up  round  the  Head,  and  ilands 
Is  fliff  as  a  Bodkin.  Then  the  Favourites  hang  loofe  upon  the 
Temples,  with  alanguifhing  Lock  in  the  middle.  Then  the 
l^aule  is  extremely  wide,  and  over  all  is  a  Cor'net  rais'd  very 

ligh,  and  all  the  Lappets  behind. 1  muft  fetch  it  pre- 

ently. 

Stand.  Hold  a  little.  Child,  I  mufl  talk  with  you. 

Far.  Another  time.  Sir,  my  Lady  (lays  for  it. 

Stand.  One  Qucilion  lirfl :  What  Wages  does  my  Wife 
;ive  you  ? 

Far.  Ten  Pound  a  Year,  Sir;  which  God  knows  is  little 
inough,  conlidering  how  I  flave  from  Place  to  Place  upon 
ker  Occaiions.     But  then,  Sir,  my  Perquifites  are  confiderablc; 

make  above  two  hundred  Pound  a  Year  by  her  OldCloaths. 

Stand.  Two  hundred  Pound  a  Year  of  her  Old  Cloaths  \ 

I  Vhat  then  mufl  her  New  one's  cod  ? But  what  do  you 

!^et  by  vifiting  Gallants  and  Picket? 

Par.  About  a  hundred  Pound  more. 

Stand.  A  Hundred  Pound  more !  Now  who  can  expc61  to 
ind  a  Lady's  Woman  honed,  when  the  gets  fo  much  by  being 

jade? What  Religion  are  you  of,  Mrs*  Parky  \ 

Par.  I  can't  tell. 

Stand.  What  was  your  Father  ? 

Far.  A  Mountebank. 

Stand.  Where  were  you  born? 

Far.  In  Holland. 

Stand.  Were  vou  ever  Chriflen'd  ? 

Far.  No. 

Stand.  How  came  that  ? 

Far.  My  Parents  were  An  ah  apt  {[I  s :  they  dy'd  before  I  was 
iipt ;  I  then  forfook  their  Religion,  and  ha'  got  ne'er  a  new 
nie  fuicc. 

M  Stand. 
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Stafid.  rmvery  forry,  Madam,  that  I  had  not  the  Honour 
to  know  the  Worth  of  ycrur  Extradion  fooner,  that  I  might 
have  paid  you  theRefpea  due  to  your  Quality. 

Par.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant. 

Sta^d.  Have  you  any  Principles  ? 

Par.  Five  hundred.  tj 

Sfam-i.  Have  you  loft  your  Maidenhead? [Sbepufs  ojv 

herMafque.,  and  mds^  Do  you  love  Money  ? 

Par.  Yaw,  Mijn  Heer. 

Stand.  Well,  Mrs.  Parley^  now  you  have  becnfo  free  with 
me,  I  tell  you  what  you  muft  truft  to  in  return :  Never  to 

come  near' my  Hoafe  again.     Be  gone,  Monfter,  fly, 

Hell  and  Furies  !  never  Chriilen'd !  Her  Father  a  Mounte- 
bank! 

Par.  Lord,  Sir,  you  need  not  be  fo  furious.  Never  Chri- 
ften'd !  What  then  >  I  may  be  a  very  good  Chriftlan  for  all 
that  I  fuppofe. Turn  me  off!  Sfr,  you  Iha'n't.  Med- 
dle with  your  Fellows ;  'tis  my  Lady's  Bulinefs  to  order  hei 
Women. 

Stand.  Here's  ayouigWhoreforyou  now  !  A  fweet  Com- 
panion for  my  Wife!  Where  there's  fuch  a  helliih Confident 

there  muft  be  damnable  Secrets Be  gone,  I  fay. M\ 

Wife  (hall  turn  you  away. 

Par.  Sir,  ^^^  wo'n't  turn  me  away,  ftie  ftia'n't  turn  m( 
away,  nor  Die  can't  turn  me  away.  Sir,  I  fey,  ^^  dare  no^ 
turn  me  away. 

Stand.  Why,  you  Jade  >  Why  > 

Par.  Becaufe'l'mthe  Miftrefs,  notftie. 

Stand.  You  the  Miftrefs  ! 

Par.  Yes,  I  know  all  her  Secrets;  and  let  her  offer  to  tursj 
mc  off  if  file  dares-. 

Stand.  What  SecretfS  do  you  know. 

Par.  Humph! Tell  a  Wife's  Secrets  to  her  Husband 

^_ Very  pretty,  Faith ! Sure,  Sir,  you  don't  think  m( 

fuch  'ijew:  'Fho'  I  v/as  never  Chriften'd,  I  have  more  ReH 
gion  than  that  comes  to. 

Stand.  Are  you  fafthful  to  your  Lady  for  Affcclion  or  In 
tercft  ? 

Par.   Shall  I  tell  you  a  Chriftian  Lie,  or  a  Pagan  1  ruthr 

Stand.  Come,  I'ruth  for  once. 

Par.  Why  them-j  Intercft,  Intcreft.  I  have  a  great  Soul 
which  nothing  can  gniu  bur  a  great  Bribe. 

Stand.  Well,,  tho'  thou  art  a  Dcvii,  tliou  art  a  very  honef 

o^nc Give  ine  ihy  Hand,  'W'^cnch.     Should  not  Interei 

make  you  faithful  to  ir.c  a^  much  as  to  others  I 

Par. 
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Var.  Honcft  to  you  !  Marry  for  what?  you  gave  me  in- 
deed two  pitiful  Pieces  the  Day  you  were  marry'd,  bnt  not  a 
Stiver  fince.  One  Gallant  gives  me  Ten  Guineas,  another 
a  Watch,  another  a  pair  of  Pendants,    a  fourth  a  Diamond 

Ring;  and  my  Noble  Mailer  gives  me his  Linen  to 

mend. Faugh! I'll  teil   you  a  Secret,  Sir:  Stingi- 

nefs  to  Servants  makes  more  Cuckolds,  than  ill-nature  to 
Wives. 

Stand,  j^nd  am  I  a  Cuckold,  Parley"^. 

Par.  No,  faith,  not  yet ;  tho'  in  a  very  fair  way  of  having 
the  Dignity  conferred  upon  you  very  fuddenly. 

Stand.  Come,  Girl,  you  Ihall  be  my  Peniioner;  you  Diall 
have  a  glorious  Revenue;  for  every  Guinea  that  you  get  for 
keeping'' of  a  Secret,  I'll  give  you  two  for  revealing  it:  You 
Ihall  find  a  Husband  once  in  your  Life  out-do  all  your  Gal- 
lants in  Generofity.  Take  their  Money,  Child,  take  all  their 
Bribes ;  give  'em  Hopes,  make  'em  Alfignations ;  fervc  your 
Lady  faithfully,  but  tell  all  to  me.  By  which  means,  fhe  will 
be  kept  Chafte;  you  will  grow  Rich,  aud  I  fliall  preferve  my 
Honour. 

Par.  But  what  Security  fhall  I  have  for  Performance  of  x\r- 
ticles  ? 

Stand.  Ready  Payment,  Child, 

Par.  Then  give  me  Earncii:. 

Stand.  Five  Guineas.  [Giving  her  Money. 

Par.  Are  they  right?  No  Gray^s-Pnn  Pieces  amongll  'em. 

— ^11  right  as  my  Leg Now,  Sir,  I'll  give  you  an 

Earncfl:  of  my  Service.    Who  d'ye  think  is  come  to  Town  ? 

Stand.  Who  ? 

Par.  Your  old  Friend  Sir^ //i^rry  U'^tldair. 
■'    Stand.  Impoflible? 

Par.  Yes,  faith,  and  as  gay  as  ever. 
.;    Stand.  And  has  he  forgot  his  Wife  fo  foon  ? 

Par.  Why,  fhe  has  been  dead  now  above  a  Year. r— 

,He  appear'd  in  the  Ring  lalt  Night  with  fuch  Splendor  and 
Equipage,  that  he  eclips'd  the  Beaux,  dazzl'd  the  Ladies,  and 
made  your  Wife  dream  all  Night  of  Six /^/^7;?<^crJ■  Mares,  Seven 
French  Liveries,  a  Wig  like  a  Cloak,  and  a  Hat  like  a  Shittk- 
cock. 

Stand.  What  are  a  Woman's  Promifes  and  Oaths  ? 

Par.  Wind,  Wind,  Sir. 

Stand.  When  I  marry'd  her,  how  heartily  did  (he  condemn 
her  light  preceding  Conducl,  and  for  the  future  vow'd  her  ielf 
■  a  perfect  Pattern  of  Conjugal  Fidelity  !_^ 

Par.  She  might  as  fifely  fv/eai,  Sir,    i  hat  thi^-  dav  fc'night, 

Mi  '  ac 
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at  four  a  Clock,   the  Wind  will  blow  fair  for  Flanders.     'Tis 
prefuming  for  any  of  us  all  to  promife  for  our  Inclinations  a  % 
whole  Week.     Befides,  Sir,  my  Lady  has  got  the  knack  of 
Coquetting  it ;  andonce  a  Woman  has  got  that  in  her  Head, 
Ihe  will  have  a  touch  on't  every  where  elfe. 

Stand,  An  Oracle,  Child.  But  now  I  muft  make  the  befl 
of  a  bad  Bargain ;  and  lince  I  have  got  you  on  my  fide,  I 
havefome  Hopes,  that  byconftant  Difappointment  and  Crof- 
fes  in  her  Defigns,  I  may  at  lad  tire  her  into  good  Behaviour. 

Par.  Well,  Sir,  the  Condition  of  the  Articles  being  duly 
perform'd,  I  fland  to  the  Obligation;  and  will  tell  you  far- 
ther. That  by  and  by  Sir  Harry  Wildair  is  to  come  to  our  Houfe 
to  Cards,  and  that  there  is  a  Deiign  laid  to  cheat  him  of  his 
Money. 

Stand.  What  Company  will  there  be  befides? 

Far.  Why,  the  old  ^tt  at  the  BalTet-Table ;  my  Lady  Love- 
cards.,  and  the  ufual  Company :  They  have  made  up  a  Bank 
of  Fifteen  Hundred  Lo2^/j--i'(9rj- among  'em;  the  whole  Defign 
lies  upon  Sir  Harry' ^  Purfe,  and  the  French  Marquis,  you  know, 
conflantly  Tailles. 

Stand.  Ay,  the  Fr^;?^^  Marquis ;  that's  one  of  your  Benefa*  , 

€l:ors,  Parley, the  Perfecution  of  Bajfet  in  Paris  furnifli'al 

us  with  that  Ref/igee,  but  the  CharaScr  of  fuch  a  Fellow  ought 
not  to  relied  on  thofe  who  have  been  real  Sufferers  for  their 
Religion. — But  take  no  notice.     Befure  only  to  inform  me  of 

all  that  palles. There's  more  Earned  for  you  :  Be  rich  and 

faithful.  [^Exit  Standard. 

Par.  [.Solus.^  I  am  now  not  only  Woman  to   the  LacJy 
Lurewelly  but  Steward  to  her  Husband,  in  my  double  Capa- 
city of  knowing  her  Secrets,  and  commanding  his  Purfe.     A- 
very  pretty  Orfice  in  a  Family  ;  For  every  Guinea  that  I  get  for 

keeping  a  Secret.,  he'' II  give  me  two  for  revealing  it. My 

comings  in,  at  this  rate,  will  be  worth  a  Maftcr  in  Chancery''^ 

Place,   and  many  a  poor  Tempkr  will  be  glad  to  marry  ine 

with  half  my  Fortune.  [Going, 

Enter  Dicky,  meeting  her. 

Dick.  Here's  a  Man  much  fitter  for  your  purpofes. 
.  Par.  Eijlefs  me !  Mr.  Dicky ! 

Dick.  The  very  fame  in 'Longitude  and  Latitude;  not  a 

bit  diminilh'd,   not  a  Hair's  Breadth  increas'd. Dear 

Mrs.  P.^rley^  give  mc  a  Bufs,  for  I'm  ahnoil  ftarv'd. 

Par.  Why  lb  hungry,  Mr.  Dicky  ? 

Dick.  Why,  1  ha'n't  tafl:ed  a  bit  this  Year  and  half,  Wo- 
man ;  I  have  been  wandring  about  all  over  the  World,  tbl- 
Lwing  my  Mailer,  and  come  home  to  dear  London  but  two 

Day* 
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#Days  ago.     Now  the  Devil   take  me,    if  I  had  not  rather 
kifs   an  Engltjh  pair  of   Pattins,    than   the  fined    Lady  in 
France. 
I       Var.  Then  you're  ov€r-joyM  to  fee  London  again? 

D'tck    Oh!   I  was  juft  dead   of   a  Confumption,    till  the 
'  fweet  Smoke  oiChcapfidc,  and  the  dear  Perfume  of  Fiect-Ditch^ 
made  me  a  Man  again. 

Par.  But  how  came  you  to  live  with  Sir  Harry  Wildair  ? 

Dick.  Why,  feeing  me  a  handfome  Perfonable  Fellow, 
and  well  qualify'd  for  a  Livery,  he  took  a  Fancy  to  my  Fi- 
gure, that  was  all. 

Par.  And  what's  become  of  vour  old  Mafter? 

Dick.  Oh !  hang  him,  he  was  a  Blockhead,  and  I  turn'd 
him  off,  I  turn'd  him  away. 

Par.  And  were  not  you  very  forry  for  the  Lofs  of  your 
Miftrefs,  Sir  Harrfs  Lady  r  They  fay,  ilie  was  a  very  good 
:  Woman. 

Dick.  Oh !  the  fweeteft  Woman  that  ever  the  Sun  Ihin'd 
upon.     I  cou'd  almoll  weep  w^hen- 1  think  of  her. 

[JJ^'iping  his  Eyes. 
'  Par.  How  did  file  die,   pray?  I  cou'd   never  hear   How 
'twas. 
'■■   Dick.  Give  me  a  Bufs  then,  and  Pll  tell  ye. 

Par.  You  Ihall  have  your  Wages  when  your  Work'^s 
done. 

Dick.  Well  then Courage ! Now  for  a  doleful 

Tale. You  know  that  my  Mafter  took  afrcak  to  go  fee 

that  foolifh  Jubilee  that  made  fuch  a  Noifc  among  us  here ; 
and  no  fooner  faid  than  done ;  away  he  went,  he  took  his 
fine  French  Servants  to  wait  on  him ;  and  left  me,  the  poor 
EngUp  Puppy,   to  wait  upon  his  Lady  at  home  here. — - — 

Well ,   fo  far ,   fo  good But  fcarce  was  my  Mafter's 

back  turn"'d,  when  my  Lady  fell  to  fighing,  and  pouting,  and 
whining,  and  crying ;  and  in  fhort,  fell  fick  upon't. 

Par.  Wellj  well^  I  know  all  this  already  ;  and  that  flic 
pluck'd  up  her  Spirits  at  laft,  and  went  to  follow  him. 

Dick.  Very  well.  Follow  him  we  did,  far  and  far,  and 
farther  than  I  can  tell,  till  we  came  to  a  Place  call'd  Mont- 

felier.^  in  France',  a  goodly  Place  truly. But,  Sir  Harry 

was  ^ontto Rome  \  there  was  our  Labour  loft. But,  to  be 

fhort,  my  poor  Lady,    with  the  Tirefomncfs  of  Travelling, 
fell  fick- — and  dy'd. 
Par.  Poor  Woman  ! 

Pick.  Av,  but  that  was  not  all.    Here  comes  the  word  of 

M  ^  the 
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the  Story.— Thofc  curfed  barbarous  Devils,  the  French^  wouM 
not  let  us  bury  her. 

Par.  Not  bury  her ! 

Dick.  No,  flje  was  a  Heretick  Woman,  and  they  wou'd 
not  let  her  Corps  be  put  in  their  holy  Ground — Oh !  damn 
their  holy  Ground  for  me. 

Far.  Now  had  not  I  better  be  an  honeft  Pagan,  as  I  am, 

than  fuch  a  Chriliian  as  one  of  thefe? But  how  did  you 

difpofe  the  Body. 

Dick,  Vv'"hy  there  was  one  Charitable  Gentlewoman  that 
usMto  viiit  my  Lady  in  her  Sicknefs:  She  contriv'd  the  mat- 
ter fo,  that  fhe  had  her  bury'd  in  her  own  private  Chapel. 
This  Lady  and  m.yfelf  carry 'd  her  out  upon  our  own  Shoul- 
ders through  a  Back-door  at  the  Hour  of  Midnight,  and  laid 
her  in  a  Grave  that  I  dug  for  her  with  my  own  Hands ;  and 
if  we  had  been  catchM  by  the  Priefts,  we  had  gone  to  the. 
Gallows  without  the  Benefit  of  Clergy. 

Par.  Oh '  the  DeviJ  take  'em.  But  what  did  they  mean 
by  a  Heretick  Woman  ? 

Dick.  I  don't  know  ;  fome  fort  of  a  Canmhal^  I  believe.  I 
know  there  are  fome  Cannibal  Women  here  in  England^  that 
come  to  the  Plav-houfes  in  Mafques ;  but  let  them  have  a  care 
how  they  go  lo  trance,  (For  they  are  all  Hereticks,  I  believe) 
But  Pm  fure  my  good  Lady  was  none  of  thefe. 

Par.  But  how  did  Sir  Harry  bear  the  News  > 

Dick.  Why,  you  mAill  know,  that  my  Lady,  after  fhe  was 
bury'd  Pent  me 

Par.  How !  after  fhe  was  bury'd ! 

Dick.  Pfnaw!  Why  Lord,  Miflrefs,  you  know  what  I 
mean  :  I  went  to  Sir  Harry  all  the  way  to  Rome ;  and  where 
d'ye  think  I  found  him  ? 

Par,  Where  ? 

Dick.  Why,  in  the  middle  of  a  ?vIonaflery  among  a  hun- 
dred and ^ fifty  Nuns,  playing  at  Hot-cockles.  He  was  fur-^ 
priz'dto  fee  honc^  Dicky .^  you  m.ay  be  fure.  But  when  I  told 
him  the  fid  Story,  he 'roar'd  out  a  whole  Volley  of  &^//y^- 
Oaths  upon  the  Spot,  and  fwore  that  he  would  let  Fire  on 
the  Pope's  Palace  for  the  Injury  done  to  his  Wife.  He  thca 
ilew  av/ay  to  his  Chamber,  lock'd  himfelf  up  for  three  Days; 
we  thought  to  have  found  him  dead  ;  but  inftead  of  that,  he 
cali'd  for  his  beft  Linnen,  fine  Wig,  gilt  Coach;  and  laugh- 
ing very  heartily,  fv/ore  again  he  wou'd  be  reveng'd,  and  bid 
them,  drive  to  ili^  Nunnery ,  and  he  was  reveng'd  to  fome 
purpofe. 

Tar, 
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P^r.  How,  how,  dear  Mr.  Z)/<r/^>? 

Dick.  Why,  in  the  matter  of  five  Days  he  got  fix  Nuns 
with  Child,  and  left  'em  to  provide  for  their  Heretick  Ba- 

flards Ah  plague  on  'em,  they  hate  a  dead  Heretick,  but 

ihey  love  apiping  hot  warm  Heretick  with  all  their  Hearts. — 
So  away  we  came;  and  thus  did  he  jog  on,  revenging  him- 
felf  at  this  rate  through  all  tho-Catholick  Countries  that  we 
pafs'd,  till  we  came  home;  and  now,  Mrs.  P^r/^y,  I  tancy 
vhe  has  fome  Defigns  of  Revenge  too  upon  your  Lady. 

¥ar.  Who  cou'd  have  thought  diat  a  Man  of  his  light  airy 
Temper  wou'd  have  been  fo  revengeful } 

Dick.  Why,  faith,  I'm  a  little  malicious  too :  Where's  the 
Bufs  you  promis'd  me,  you  Jade  ? 

Par.  Follow  me,  you  Rogue.  {^Riws  off. 

Dick.  AUons.  [Folkivs.. 

The  End  of. the  Ftrfl  ACT.     - 


ACT     II. 
SCENE,     A  Ladys  Apartment., 


I  Cham. 


Enter  tivo  Chamber-maids . 

ARE  all  tMngs  fet  in  order?  The  Toilet fix'd,  the 
Bottlee  and  Combs  put  in  Form,  and  the  Cho- 
colate ready  ? 

2  Cham.  'Tisno  great  matter  whether  they  be  right  ornot^ 
for  right  or  wrong  we  Ihall  be  fure  of  our  Letlure;  I  wMh, 
for  my  part,  that  my  time  were  out. 

I  Cham.  Nay,  'tis  a  hundred  to  one  but  we  may  run  away 
before  our  time  behalf  expir'd;  and  ihe's  worlb  this  Morning 
ihan  ever. — Here  iTie  comes. 

Enter  Lurewell. 

L7ire.  Ay,  there's  a  couple  of  you  indeed  !  But  how^  tiow 
in  the  Name  of  Negligence  cou'd  you  two  contrive  to  make 
a  Bed  as  mine  was  lait  Night  ?  A  Wrinkle  on  one  lide,  and 
a  Rumple  on  t'other  ;  the  Pillows  awry,  and  the  Quilt 
-askew.- — > — I  did  nothing  but  tumble  about,  and  fence  witia 

ihe  Sheets  all  Night  long. Oh ! my  Bones  ake  this 

Morning  as  if  I  had  lain  all  Night  on  a  pair  of  Dutch  Stairs,. 

Go  bring  Chocolate. ---And,  d'ye  hear  ?  Be  fure  to 

itay  an  Hpiir  or  two  sx  leall. Weil .' '  i>*elb  Engi:jh  Ani- 

M  4  mals 
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■  mals  are  fo  unpolifh'd !  I  wifh  the  Perfecution  wouM  rage 
a  little  harder,  that  we  might  have  more  of  thefe  Frcf^ch  Re- 
fugees among  us. 

E??ter  the  Maids  with  Chocolate. 
Thefe  Wenches  are  gone  to  Smyrna  for  this  Chocolate. — 
And  what  made  you  flay  fo  long  ? 

Cham.  I  thought  we  did  not  flay  at  all,  Madam. 

Lure.  Only   an   Hour  and  half  by  the  flowed  Clock  itt 

Ckriftendom And  fuch  Salvers  and  Diflies  too  !  The  Lard 

be  merciful  to  me;  what  have  I  committed,  to  be  plagu'4' 

with  fuch  Anim.als? Where  are  my  new  Japan  Salvers  2 

. Broke,   o'  my  Confcience !  All  to  pieces,   I'll  lay  my 

Life  on't. 

Cham.  No,  indeed,  Madam,  but  your  Husband 

Lure.  How!  Husband,  Impudence!  I'll  teach  you  Man- 
ners. [Giles  her  a  Box  on  the  Ear.']  Husband !  Is  that  your 
Weljh  Breeding?  Ha'n't  the  Coll.  a  Name  of  his  own? 

Cham.  Well  then,  the  Coll.  He  us'd  'em  this  Morning, 
and  we  ha'n't  got  'em  fince. 

Lure.  How,  the  Coll.  ufe  my  Things!  How  dare  the  Coll 

ufe  any  thing   of  mine  ? But  his  Campaign  Education 

muft  be  pardon'd And  I  warrant  they  were  fifled  about 

am.ong  his  dirty  Levee  of  Disbanded  Officers  ? Faugh  ! 

The  very  Thoughts  of  them  Fellows  with  their  eager  Looks, 
Iron  Swords,  ty'd  up  Wigs,  and  tuck'd  in  Cravats  makes  me 
{ick  as  Death. — Come  let  me  fee. — [Goes  to  take  the  Chocolate.^ 
md  ft  arts  back,~]  ^eav'ns  protect  me  from  ftich  a  Sight !  Lord, 
'Girl !  When  did  you  wafh  your  Hands  lafl?  And  have  you 
been  pav/ing  me   all  this  Morning  with  them  dirty  Fifis  of 

yours  ?  [Ru7'2s  to  the  Glafs.'] — I  muff  drefs  all  over  again 

Go,  take  it  away,  I  fhall  fwoon  elfe. Here,    Mrs  Mon- 

fter,  call  up  my  Taylor;  and  d'ye  hear  ?  You  Mrs.  Hobby- 
horfe,  fee  if  my  Company  be  come  to  Cards  yet. 
Enter  the  Taylor. 
Oh,  Mr.  Remnant!  I  don't  know  what  ails  thefe  Stays  yqu 
have  m.ade  me ;  but  fomcthing   is  the  matter,   I  don't  like 
'em. 

Rem.  I  am  very  fo-rry  for  that.  Madam.     But  what  Fault 
docs  your  Ladylhip  find  ? 

Lure.  I  don't  know  where  the  Fault  lies ;  but  in  fhort,  I 

don't  like  'em;  I  can't  tell  how ;  the  things  arc  well  enough; 

fnade,  but  I  don't  like  'em.  [ 

Rem.  Are  they  too  wide,  Madam  ?  i 

Lure.  No,  ^ 
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em. 
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Rem,  Too  ilraight,  perhaps. 

Lure.  Not  at  all  !  they  lit  me  very  well ;  but  —  Lard  blefs 
me;  Can't  you  tell  where  the  Fault  lies? 

Rem.  Why  truly,  Madam,  Ican'ttell?-— But  your  Lady- 
fhip,  I  think,  is  a  little  too  llender  for  the  Fafhion. 

Lure.  Howl  Too  llender  for  the  Fafhion,  fay  you  ? 

Rem.  Yes,  Madam  !  there's  no  fuch  thing  as  a  good  Shape 
worn  among  the  Quality :  Your  fine  Wailes  are  clear  out , 
clear  out,  Madam. 

Lure.  And  why  did  not  you  plump  up  my  Stays  to  the  fa- 
fhionable  Size.^ 

Rem.  I  made  'em  to  fit  you.  Madam. 

L^r^".  Fitme!  fit  my  Monkey What,  d'ye  think  I  wear 

Cloaths  to  pleafe  my  felf  .^   Fit  me!  fit  the  Fafhion,    pray  ; 
no  matter  for  me  —  I  thought  fomething  was  the  matter,  I 

-wanted  Quality-Air. Pray,  Mr.  Remnara.^   \(t\.  me  have  a 

Bulk  of  Quality,  a  fpreadingCountour.    I  do  remember  now, 
the  Ladies  in  the  Apartments,  the  Birth  Night,  were  moll  of 

'em  two  Yards  about. Indeed,  Sir,    if  you  contrive  my 

things  any  more  with  your  fcanty  Chamber-maid's-Air,    you 
(hall  work  no  more  for  me. 

Rem,  I  fhall  take  care  to  pleafe  your  Ladyfhip  for  the  fu- 
ture. SExtt, 
'Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  my  Maif er  defires  — r- 

Lure.  Hold,  hold,  Fellow  ;  for  Gad's  fake  hold ;  If  thou 
touch  my  Cloaths  with  that  Tobacco  Breath  of  thine,  I  fhali 
poylon  the  whole  Drawing-Room.  Stand  at  the  Door  pray, 
and  fpeak.  [Ser.  goes  to  the  Door  and  freaks, 

Ser.  My  Maflcr,  Madam,  defires  — 

Lure.  Oh  hideous  I  Now  the  Ralcal  bellows  fo  loud,  thai: 
he  tears  my  Head  to  pieces.  —  Here,  Awkardncfs,  go  take 
the  Booby's  MefTage,  and  bring  it  to  me. 

IMaid  goes  to  the  Door.^  whifpers  and  returns. 

Cham.  My  Mafler  defires  to  know  how  your  Ladyfhip  refled 
laft  Night,  and  \i  you  are  pleas'd  to  admit  of  a  Vifit  this 
Morning  ? 

Lure.   Ay, Why  this  is  civil. —  'Tis  an  infupportable 

Toil  tho'  for  Women  of  Quality  to  model  their  Husbands  to 
good  Breeding. 

Enter  Standard. 

Stand.  Good  morrow  my  dcarcit  Angel.  How  have  you 
rcfledlaft  Night?    ' 

Lure.  Lard,  Lard,  Coll  !  What  a  Room  have  you  miade 
pie  here  y?ith  your  dirty  Feet  !  Bids  me,  Sir  !  Will  you  never 

be 


14  Sir  Harry  Wildair  ;  behtg 

be  rcdtaim'd  from  your  flovenly  Campaign  Airs  ?  'Tis  the 
mod:  unmannerly  thing  in  Nature  to  make  a  Aiding  Bow  in 
a  Lady^s  Chamber  with  dirty  Shoes ;  it  writes  Rudenefs  upon 
the  Boards. 

Sta^d,  A  very  odd  kind  of  Reception  this,  truly.  — —  I'm 
very  forry,  Madam,  that  the  Offences  of  my  Feet  fhould  cre- 
ate an  Averfion  to  my  Company  :  But  for  the  future  I  fhall 
honour  your  Ladyfhip's  Apartment  as  the  Sepulchre  at  Je- 
rufcilem^  and  always  come  in  bare-foot. 

Lure.  Sepulchre  at  Jerufakm  !  Your  Compliment,  Sir,  i^ 
very  far  fetch'd:  But  your  Feet  indeed  have  a  very  travelling 
Air. 

StaKci.  Come,  come,  my  Dear,   no  ferious  Difputes  upoi 
Trifles,    fince  you  know  I  never  contend  with  you  in  M : 
tcrs  of  Confcquence.     You  are  ftill  Miftrefs  of  your  Fortune 
and  ?vlarriage  has  only  made  you  moreabfolute  in  your  Plea-| 
fure,  by  adding  one  faithful  Servant  to  your  Defires.  —  Come, 
clear  your  Brow  of  that  uneafie  Chagrin,  and  let  that  plealin| 
Air  take  place  that  firfl:  enfnar'd  my  Heart.     I  have  invited 
Ibme  Gentlemen  to  Dinner,  whofe  Fricndfhips  deferve  a  wel- 
come Look.     Let  their  Entertaiment  fhew  how  blefs'd  you 
have  made  me  by  a  plentiful  Fortune,    and  the  Love  of  fo 
■agreeable  a  Creature. 
*  Lure.  Your  Friends,  I  fuppofe,  are  all  Men  of  Quality.     > 

Shifia^.  Madam,  they  are  Officers  and  Men  of  Honour. 

Lnre.  Officers,  and  Men  of  Honour  !  That  is,  they  will 
<!aubthc  Stairs  with  their  Feet,  (lain  all  the  Rooms  with  their 
Wine,  talk  Bawdy  to  my  Woman,  rail  at  the  Parliament, 
then  at  one  another,  fall  to  cutting  of  Throats,  and  break  aU 
my  China. 

<5"/j,W,  Admitting  that  I  kept  fuch  Company;  'tis  unkind  in 

you,  Madam,  to  talk  fo  feverelyof  my  Friends But  my 

Brother,  my  Dear,  is  juft  come  from  his  Voyage,    and  will 
be  here  to  pay  his  Refpeds  to  you. 

Lure.  Sir,  1  fhall  not  be  at  Leifure  to  entertain  a  Perfonof 
his  IVaj^phig  Education,  I  can  allure  you. 

Enter  Parley,   and  wbt/pers  her. 
Sir,  I  have  fome  Buiinefs  with  my  Woman;  you  may  enter- 
tain your  Sea  Monfter  byyourfelf;  you  may  command  a  Difh 
of  Pork  and  Peafe,  with  a  Bowl  of  Punch,  I  fuppofe  ;  and  fo 
Sir,  much  good  may  do  you. —  Come  Parley. 

[E;<etmt  Lure,  arrd  Par. 

^.tj'rtd.  Hei!  and  Furies ! 
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Enter  Fireball. 

Fire.  With  all  my  Heart. Where's  your  Wife,  Bro« 

ther  ? Ho'now  Man,   what's  the  matter  ? Is  Dinner 

ready  > 

Stand.  No.  —  I  don't  know. —  Hang  it,  I'm  forry  that 
[invited  you  : —  For  you  mud  know  that  my  Wife  is  very 
much  out  of  Order ;  taken  dangerous  ill  of  a  fudden.  —  So 

:hat 

Fire.  Pfhaw  !  Nothing,  nothing  but  a  Marriage  Qualm ; 
breeding  Children,  or  breeding  Mifchief?  Where  is  Ihe,  Man.^ 
Prithee  let  me  fee  her  ;  I  long  to  fee  this  fine  Lady  you 
have  got. 

Stand.   Upon  my  word  Ihe's  very  ill,  and  can't  fee  any 
Body. 
Fire.  So  ill  that  fhe  can't  fee  any  Body !   What,  ihe's  not 

in  Labour  lure!  I  tell  you,  I  will  fee  her. Where  is  (he.^ 

[_Looking  about. 
ij  Stand.  No,  no,  Brother  ;  fhe's  gone  abroad  to  take  the 
.  Air. 

i '  Fire.  What  the  Devil !  dangerous  fick,  and  gone  out  !  So 
fick,  that  fhe'Jl  fee  no  body  within,  yet  gone  abroad  to  fee 
ill  the  World !  —  Ay,  you  have  made  your  Fortunes  with 

1  Vengeance  ! Then,  Brother,  you  fhall  dine  with  me 

at  Lockefs ;   I  hate  thefc  Family-Dinners,    where  a  Man's 

Dblig'd  to,   O  Lard,  Madam  ;  No  Apology,  dear  Sir. 

Tis  very  good  indeed.  Madam.  —  For  your  felf,  dear  Ma- 

iam. Where  between  the  rub'd  Floor  under  foot,  the 

China  in  one  Corner,  and  the  Glalfes  in  another,  a  Man  can't 
make  two  flrides  without  hazard  of  his  Life.  Commend  me 
:o  a  Boy  and  a  Bell ;  Coming,  coming  Sir.  Much  Noife, 
.10  Attendance,  and  a  dirty  Room,  where  I  may  eat  like  a 
Hforfe,  drink  like  a  Fifh,  and  fwear  like  a  Devil.  Hang  your 
Family  Dinners  ;  come  along  with  me. 

(is  they  are  going  out.,  enter  Banter  ;   who  feeing  thcrn.^  feems  ia 

retire. 
Stand.  Who's  that  ?  Come  in,  Sir.   Your  Bufinefs,  pray 
Sir? 

Bant.  Perhaps,  Sir,  it  may -not  befo  proper  to  inform  you; 
*or  you  appear  to  be  as  great  a  Stranger  here  as  my  felf. 

Fire.  Come,  come  away,  Brother ;  he  has  feme  Bufinefs 
with  your  Wife. 

^  Ban.  His  Wife  !  Gadfo  !  A  pretty  Fellow,  a  very  pretty 
f^ellow,  a  likely  f^ellow,  and  a  handfome  Fellow;  Ifindno- 
hing  likeaMonfter  about  him;  I  wou'dfa^i  fee  his  Forehead 
ho'.  —  Sir,  your  humble  Servant. 

Stand, 
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Stated,   Your's  Sir. But  why  d'ye  flare  fo  in  my 

Face? 

Ban.  I  was  told,  Sir,  that  the  Lady  Ltirciveir^  Husband  had 
fomething  very  remarkable  over  his  Eyes,  by  which  he  might 
be  known. 

Fire.  Mark  that,  Brother.  [^In  hts  Ear\ 

Stand.  Your  Information,  Sir,  was  right  ;    I  have  a  croft' 

Cut  over  my  left  Eye  that's  very  remarkable.  ■ But  praf^ 

Sir,  by  what  Marks  are  you  to  be  known? 

Ban.  Sir,  I  am  dignify'd  anddiflinguifliM  by  the  Name  and 
Title  of  Beau  Banter  ;  Fm  younger  Brother  to  Sir  Harr-j 
Wildair \  and  I  hope  to  inherit  his  Eftate  with  his  Humour, 
for  his  Wife,  Fmtold,  is  dead,  and  has  left  no  Child. 

Stand.  Oh,  Sir  !  Pm  your  very  humble  Servant;  you're  not 
unlike  your  Brother  in  the  Face;  butmethinks.  Sir, you  don't 
become  his  Humour  altogether  fo  well ;  for  what's  Nature  in 
him  looks  like  AffeSation  in  you. 

Ban.  Oh,  Lard,  Sir  I  'tis  rather  Nature  in  me  what  is  ac- 
quir'd  by  him;  he's  beholding  to  his  Education  for  his  Airi; 
Now  where  d'ye  think  my  Humour  was  eflablifli'd  ? 

Stand.  Where  .^ 

Ban.  Ki  Oxford.  -m 

f''^'\  At  Oxford!  A 

Ban.  Ay  :  There  have  I  been  fucking  my  dear  Alma  Mater 
thefe  feven  Years  :  Yet,  in  Defiance  to  Legs  of  Mutton,  fmall 
Beer,  crabbed  Books,  and  four-fac'd  Do6lors,  I  can  dance  a 
Minuet,  court  a  Milirefs,  play  at  Piquet,  or  make  a  Paroli, 
"un'th  any  Wildair  in  Chriftendom.  In  fhort.  Sir,  in  fpight  of 
the  Univerfity,  Pm  a  pretty  Gentleman.  —  Collonel,  whcre's 
your  Wife  ? 

Fire.  S^Mtmickinghim^  In  fpight  of  the  Univerfity  Pm  a  pretty 

Gentleman.    —Then  Collonel.,  where  is  '^our  Wife  ? Hark  ye 

young  Plato^    Whether  wou^d  you  have,  your  Nofe  flit,  or 
your  Ears  cut  ? 

Ban.  Firlr  tell  me,  Sir,  which  would  you  chufe,  to  be  ruij 
through  the  Body,  or  (hot  through  the  Head?  * 

Ftre.  Follow  me,  and  I'll  tell  ye. 

Ban.  Sir,  my  Servants  fhall  attend  ye,  if  you  have  no  E- 
quipage  of  your  own. 

Ftre.  Blood,  Sir  !  • 

Sumd,  Hold,  Brother,  hold  ;  he's  a  Boy.  ^ 

'Ben.  Look  ye.   Sir,    I  keep  half  a  do2en  Footmen   thit 

i^Yc  no  Buflnels  upon   Earth    but  to   anfwer  impertinent 

.  <^t3cfeiii^  :  Now^  Sir,  ffyour  fij^hting  Stomach  can  dlgeH 
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l^hefe  fix  brawny  Fellows  for  a  Brcakfaft,  their  Mafter,  per- 
'fiaps^  may  do  you  the  Favour  to  run  you  through  the  Body  for 
1  Dinner. 

Fire.  Sirrah,  will  you  fight  me  ?  I  receivM  juft  now  fix 
Month's  Pay,  and  by  this  Light,  I'll  give  you  the  halt  on't  for 
iDnefairBlow  at  your  Skull. 

Ban.  Dow^n  with  your  Money,  Sir. 
i    Stand.  No,  no,  Brother  j    if  you  are  fo  free  of  your  Pay, 
▼et  into  the  next  Room:   there  you'll  rind  fome  Company  at 
;:];ards,  I  fuppofe,  you  may  find.Opportunity  for  your  Revenge ; 
jiy  Houfe  protects  him  now. 

F:re.  Well,  Sir,   the  time  will  come.  {Exit. 

Ban.  Well  faid,  Brazen-head. 

Stand.  I  hope,  Sir,  you'll  excufe  the  Freedom  of  this  Gen- 
;leman  ;  his  Education  has  been  among  the  boillerous  Ele- 
ments, the  Wind  and  Waves. 

Ban.  Sir,  I  value  neither  him,  nor  his  Wind  and  Waves  nei- 
:her;  I'm  privileg'd  to  be  very  impertinent,  being  an  OxoniatZy 
Hid  oblig'd  to  fight  no  Man,  being  a  Beau. 

Stand.  Sir,  I  admire  the  Freedom  of  your  Condition.  — 
But  pray.  Sir,  have  you  feen  your  Brother  fince  he  came  laft 
Dver  > 

Ban.  Iha'n't  feen  my  Brother  thcfc  feven  Years,  and  fcarce- 
.y  heard  from  him  but  by  report  of  others.  About  a  Month 
igo  he  was  pleas'd  to  honour  me  with  a  Letter  from  Paris.,  im- 
jortinghis  Defign  of  being  in  London  very  fcon,  with  a  dclirc 
'3f  meeting  me  here.  Upon  this,  I  chang'dmy  Cap  and  Gown 
or  a  long  Wig  and  Sw^ord,  and  came  up  to  London  to  attend 
lim,  w^ent  to  his  Houfe,  but  that  was  all  in  Sables  for  the 
Death  of  his  Wife  ;  there  I  w^as  told,  that  he  dcfign'd  to 
:hange  his  Habitation,  becaufe  he  wou'd  avoid  all  Remem- 
brances that  might  difturb  his  Quiet.  You  arc  the  tirft  Per- 
>ron  that  has  told  me  of  his  Arrival,  andlexpcd  that  you  may 
ikewife  inform  me  where  to  wait  on  him. 

Stand.  And  I  fuppofe.  Sir,  this  w^as  the  Bus'nefs  that  occa- 
lon'd  me  the  Honour  of  this  Villt. 

'  Ban.  Partly  this,  and  partly  an  Atfair  of  greater  Confe- 
quence.  You  muil  know,  Sir,  that  tho'  1  have  read  ten 
houfand  Lies  in  the  Univerfity,  yet  I  have  learn'd  to  fpe.ik 
he  Truth  my  felf ;   and  to  deal  plainly  with  you,  the  Honour 

fthis  Vilit,  as  you  were  pleas'd  to  term  it,  was  dcfign'd  to 
:he  Lady  Lurewcll. 

Stand.  My  Wife,  Sir  ! 

Ban.  My  Lady  L?ircwell^  I  fay,  Sir. 

Stand.  But  I  fay  my  Wife,  Sir. —What! 
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Ban.  Why,  look  ye,  Sir;  you  may  have  the  Honour  of  be- 1 
ing  caird  the  Lady  LurevjeWs  Husband ;  but  you  will  never 
find  in  any  Author,  cither  ancient  or  modern,  thatil  e'scall'd 
Mr.  Standard^  Wife.  'Tis  true,  you're  a  handfome  young 
Fellow :  Ihe  likM  you,  Ihe  marry'd  you  ;  and  tho'  the  Prieft 
made  you  both  one  Flefh,  yet  there's  no  fmall  Di(b*ncl:ion  in 
your  Blood.  You  are  ftill  a  disbanded  Collonel,  and  fhe  is 
ftill  a  Woman  of  Quality,  I  take  it. 

Stand.  And  you  are  the  moft  impudent  young  Fellow  lever 
met  with  in  all  my  Life,  I  take  it. 

Ban.  Sir,  I'maMafler  of  Arts,  and  I  plead  the  privilege  of 
my  {landing. 

Enter  a  Servant.,    and  whifpers  Banter. 

Ser.  Sir,  the  Gentleman  in  the  Coach  below,  fays,  he'll  be 
gone  unlefs  you  come  prefently. 

Bant.  I  had  forgot  —  Coll.  your  humble  Servant.       [Exit. 

Stand.   Sir,  you  muft  excufe  me  for  not  waiting  on  you 
down  flairs.  — An  impudent  young  Dog.     [Exit  another  way. 

SCENE    changes,  to  another  Apartment  in  the  [ame  Houfe. 

JE;^^t^*- Lurewell,  Ladies,  Moiif.  Marquis  ^;?^' Fireball,  as  lofmg 
GameJhrSj  one  after  another^  tearing  their  Cards ^  and  flinging 
^«m  about  the  Room. 
Lure.  Ruin'd  !   Undone !  DeilroyM  ! 

1  La.  Oh  Fortune !  Fortune !  Fortune !  \^, I 

2  La.  What  will  my  Husband  fay?  I^i 
Monf.  Oh  Malheur  I  malhcur  !  r/ia/hem  !  \ 
Fire.  Blood  and  Fire,  I  have  loil  fix  Months  Pay.  i 
Monf.  A  hundred  and  ten  Piiloles,  link  me. 

Fire.  Sink  you!  link  me,  that  have  loll  two  hundred  and  ten 
Piiloles. Sink  you  indeed! 

Lure.  But  why  wou'd  you  hazard  the  Bank  upon  one  Card? 

Monf.  Becaufe  me  had  lofe  by  de  Card  tree  times  before. 

Look,   dcre  Madam,  de  very  next  Card  had  been  out. 

Oh  Morbleu!   qmfa'^. 

Lure.   I  rely'd  altogether  on  your  fctting  the  Cards ;  you 
iis'd  to  Tl^/V^^'withSuccefs. 

Monf.  Morbleu,    Madam,  me  ncvre  lofc  before :   But  dat 
Monfieur  Sir  yfrry,    dat  Chevalier  IVildair  is  de  Devil.  — -.-jl 
Vcre  is  de  Chevalier  ?  '  ■ 

Lure.  Counting  our  Money  within  yonder.  —  Go,  go,  be- 
gone;  and  bethink  your  felf  of  fomc  Revenge. Here  he 

comes. 

Lntvi\ 
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'Enter  Wildair. 

Wtld.  Fifteen  hundred  and  feventy  Lotiis  d'Ors  !  —  Tall 
dall  de  rail.     [Sif/gs.']   Look  ye,  Gentlemen,   any  body  may 

dance  to  this  Tune; Tall  dall  de  rail.     I  dance  to  the 

Tune  of  fifteen  hundred  Pound,  the  moll  ele^'atcd  Piece  of 
Mufick  that  ever  1  heard  in  my  Lite;  they  are  the  prettieft 
Caftagnets  in  the  World.  [Chinh  the  Money.']  Here  Waiters, 
there's  Cards  and  Candles  for  you.     [Gives  the  Servants  Mo^ 

ney']  Mrs.  Parley^ here's  Hoods  and  Scarfs  for  you  : 

[Gives  her  Money.']  And  here's  fine  Coaches,  fplendid  Equi- 
page, lovely  W"^omen,  and  vidorious  Burgundy  for  me. 

Oh  ye  charming  Angels!  the  Lofcrs  forro  w,  and  the  Gainers 
joy :  Get  ye  into  my  Pocket.  —  Now,  Gentlemen  and  La- 
dies,  I  am  your  humble  Servant You'll  excufe  me,    I 

hope  ;  the  fmali  Devotion  here  that  I  pay  to  my  good  Fortune 

Ho'now  !  Mute  I Why,  Ladies,  I  know  that  Lofers 

have  leave  to  fpeak  ;    but  I  don't  find  that  they're  privileged 

to  be  dumb. Monfieur  \    Ladies  !  Captain!  [C/aps 

the  Captain  on  the  Shoulder. 

Tire.  Death  and  Hell!  Whyd'ye  tlrikeme,  Sir?   [Draiving. 

l^'ild.  To  comJbrt  you,  Sir. Your  Ear,  Capt. The 

King  of  Spain  is  dead. 

Fire.  The  King  of  Spam  dead  \ 

Wild,  Dead  as  Julius  Ccvfar;  I  had  a  Letter  on't  juft  now. 

Fire.  Tall  dall  de  rail.     [Sings.]  Look  ye,  Sir,  pray  firike 

me  again  if  you  pleafe. See  here,  Sir,  you  have  left  me 

but  one  folitary  Guinea  in  the  World.     [Puts  it  in  his  Month. '^\ 

Down  it  goes  i'faith. x^IIons  for  the  ThatcPd  Houfe  and 

th e  Mediterranean . Tal  1  dal  1  derail.  [Exit. 

Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha. Bravely  refolv'd.  Captain. 

Lure.  Blefs  me,  Sir  Harry!  I  was  afraid  of  a  Quarrel.  I'm 
fo  much  concern'd  !  — 

Wild.  At  the  lofs  of  your  Money,  Madam.  But  whv,  why 
fhould  the  Fair  be  affiided  ?  Your  Eyes,  your  Eyes,  Ladies, 
much  brighter  than  the  Sun,  have  equal  Power  with  him,  and 
can  transform  to  Gold  whate'er  they  pleafe.  The  Lawyer's 
Tongue,  the  Soldier's  Sword,  the  Courtier's  Flattery,  and  the 
Merchant's  Trade,  are  Slaves  that  dig  the  Golden  Mines  for 
you.     Your  Eyes  unty  the  Mifer's  knotted  Purle.     [To  ck'^ 

Lady.]   Melt  into  Coin  the  Magiftrate's  malFy  Chain. 

Youth  mints  for  you  Plercditary  Lands.  [To  another.]  ——- 
And  Gamefters  only  win  when  they  can  lofe  to  you.     [7q 

Lurcwell.] This  Luck  is  the  moU  Rhetorical  thing  in 

Is^ature, 

Lure.  I  have  a  great  mind  to  forfwcar  Cards  as  long  as  I 
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I  La,  And  I.  [_Exit,  I 

2,  La.  And  I.  [/^^y^^it  ^'^^  Exit. 

i4^Ud.  What,  forfwear  Cards !  Why,  Madam,  you'll  ruin 
our  Trade. I'll  maintain,  that  the  Money  at  Court  cir- 
culates more  by  the  Ballet-Bank,  than  the  Wealth  of  the  Mer- 
chants by  the  Bank  of  the  City.  Cards  !  the  great  Minillers 
of  Fortune's  Power  ;   that  blindly  ihufRe  out  her  thoughtlefs 

Favoui^s,  and  make  a  Knave  more  pow'rful  than  a  King* 

What  Adoration  do  thefe  Pow'rs  receive  [_Lifting  up  a  Card.'] 
from  the  bright  Hands  and  Fingers  of  the  Fair,  always  lift  up 
to  pay  Devotion  here  !  And  the  pleafuig  Fears,  the  anxious 
Hopes,  and  dubious  Joy  that  entertain  our  Mind  I   The  Ca- 

pot  at  Piquet,  the  Paroli  at  Ballet  ; And  then  Ombre  ! 

Who  can  relift  the  Charms  of  Mattadors  ? 

Lure.  Ay,  Sir  Harry;  and  then  the  Scpi  leVa^  Quinze  le  Va^  ' 
kS  Trdntc  Ic  Va ! 

IVild.  Right,  right,  Madam. 

Lure.  Then  the  Nine  of  Diamonds  at  Comet,  three  Fives 
at  Cribbidge,  and  Pam  in  Lantcraloo,  Sir  Harry  I 

M^ild.  Ay,  Madam,  thefe  arc  Charms  indeed. 'Then 

the  pleafurt  of  picking  yonr  Flusband's  Pocket  over-night,  to 
play  at  Balfet  next  Day  !  T^hen  the  Advantage  a  fine  Gentle- 
man may  make  of  a  Lady's  Necelfity,  by  gaining  a  Favour 
for  fifty  Pifloles,  which  a  hundred  Years  Courtlhip  cou'd  ne- 
ver have  produc'd. 

Lure.  Nay,  nay.  Sir  Harry.^  that's  foul  play.      ' 

Wild.  Nay,  nay.  Madam,  "^'tis  nothing  but  the  Game  ;  and 
1  have  play'd  it  fo  in  France  a  hundred  tunes. 

Lure.  Come,  come  Sir,  nomoreon't.  Pll  tell  you  in  three 
words,  that  rather  than  forego  my  Cards,  Pll  forfwear  my  Vilits, 
Fafnions,  my  Monkey,  Friends  and  Relations. 

Wild.  There  fpoke  the  Spirit  of  true-born  E??glip  Quality, 
with  a  true  French  Education. 

Lure.  Look  ye,  Sir  Harry.,  I  am  well  born,  and  I  was  w^ell 
bred;  I  brought  my  Husband  a  large  Fortune  ;  he  (hall  Mort- 
gage, or  I  will  Elope. 

iVild.  No,  no,  Madam  !  there's  no  occalion  for  that.  See 
here.  Madam  ! 

Lure.  What,  the  finging  Birds  ;   Sir  Harry.,  let  mc  fee. 

14'Ud.  Piigh,  Madam,  thefe  are  but  a  few'. — —But  I  cou'd 
wifj],    dc  tout  y/io/i  ceur.,for  quelque  Cvmmoditc.^    where  I  might  i 
h<i  handfomeiy  plunder'd  of 'cm.  1 

Lpire.  Ah  I  Chevalier  I  tons  jour  obligcant  Engage a?it  l^  ^^^i\ 
Ca  ■ 

iVild.  AiloTis..  A  lions  ^  Madam^  tout  a  votre  fervice.  [Pulls  her. 

Lure. 
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Lure,  No,  no,  Sir  Harry  J  not  at  this  time  oMay;  you /hall 
hear  from  me  in  the  Evening, 

li^iU.  Then,  Madam,  I'll  leave  you  fomethingto  entertain 
you  the  while.  'Tis  a F;'-^;?^/' Pocket-book,  with  ibmc  Remarks 
of  my  own  upon  the  new  way  ofmaking  Love.  Pleaie  to  pe- 
rufe  it,  and  give  m.e  your  Opinion  in  the  Evening.       |  Exit,' 

Lure.  \_0pem'f7^  the  Book.']  A  Frt'??<r/^  Pocket-book,  v^'ich  Re-- 
marks upon  the  new  way  of  making  Love  !  Then  Sir  Hany 

is  turning  Author,   I  find. What's  here?—— — Hi,  hi,  hi. 

A  Bank  Bill  for  a  hundred  Pound. -The  jiew  way  pf 

making    Love  ! ParMe  cct  fort  Gallant Ohq   of  ,thc 

prettielt  Remarks  that  everlfaw  in  my  Life  I  Well  riDw,  that 
li'iUair's  a  charming  Fellow; — Hi,  hi,  hi, — He  has  fuch  an 
Air,  and  fuch  a  Turn  in  what  he  does !  I  warrant  now  there's 
a  hundred  home-bred  Blockheads  vv^ou'd  come, — ^-Madam^ 
ril  give  you  a  hundred  Guineas  if  you'll  let  me.--— Faugh  ! 
hang  their  naufeous  immodeft  Proceedings. Here^s  a  hun- 
dred Pound  now,  and  he  never  names  the  thing ;  I  love  an 
impudent  A(5lion  with  an  Air  of  Modcfly  with  all  my  Heart. 

iExit. 

'the  "End  of  the  Second  A  G  T. 


ACT     IIL 
SCENE   continues. 

Lurewell  and  MoUfieur  Marquis. 
^«^'t''-\T7ELL,  Monfieur.,  and  have  you  thought  how  to  re- 
▼'     taliate  your  ill  Fortimc? 

Monf.  Madam,  I  have  tought  dat  Fortune  be  one  blind 
Bitch.  Why  (hoU'd  Fortune  be  kinder  to  de  Anglis  Cheva- 
lier dan  to  de  France  Marquis  ?  Ave  I  not  de  bon  Grace  > 
Ave  not  I  d^  Perfonage  ?  Ave  I  not  de  llnderllandlng  ?  Can 
de  Anglis  Chevalier  daUce  bettre  dan  I?  Can  de  Anglis  Che- 
valier fence  bettre  dan  I?  Can  de  Anglis  Chevalier  pliiy  Baf- 
fct  bettre  dan  I  >  Den  why  fliou'd  P'ortunc  be  kinder  to  de 
Anglis  Chevalier  dan  de  France  Marquis  ? 

Lnre     Why?  Becaufe  Fortune  is  blind. 

Monf.  Blind!  Yes  begar,  and  dam  and  deaf  too.-— Veil 
den,  Fortune  give  de  Anglis  Man  de  Riches,  but  Natuie 
give  de  France  Man  de  Politique  to  corrcd  de  unequal  Diiiri- 
bution. 

N  Lure. 
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Lure.  But  how  can  you  correft  it,  Monfieur'^  - 
Monf.  Ecoute,  Madam.     Sir  Arry  IVilda'ir  his  Vife  be  deaa. 
Lure.  And  what  Advantage  can' you  make  of  that? 
MoTif.  Begar,  Madam. Hi,  hi,  hi. De  Anglis-man's 

dead  Vife  fall  Cuckold  her  Usband. 

Lure,  How,  how.  Sir,  A  dead  Woman  Cuckold  her  Huf- 
band! 

Monf.  Mark !  Madam  :  We  France-men  make  de  diftin- 
61:ion  between  de  deiign  andde  term  of  de  Treaty. — She  canno 
touch  his  Head,  but  ihe  can  Cuckold  his  Pocket  of  ten  tou- 
Ian  Livres. 

Lure.  Pray  explain  your  felf.  Sir. 

Monf.  I  have  Sir  /h-ry  IViUair  his  \^ife  in  my  Pocket. 

Ltire.  How  !  Sir  Narry^s  Wife  in  your  Pocket ! 

Monf  Hold,  Madam ;  dere  is  an  autre  diftinclion  between 
de  Deiign  andde  Term  of  de  Treaty. 

Lure.  Pray,  Sir,  no  more  of  your  Diftinclions,  but  fpeafc 
plain. 

Monf  Wen  de  France-man' s  Politique  is  in  his  Head,  dere 
is  noting  but  dillindion  upon  his  Tongue. See  here,  Ma- 
dam !  lave  de  Piclure  of  Sir  Arryh  Vife  in  my  Pocket. 

Lure.  Is't  polTible  ? 

Monf  Voyez. 

Lt/re.  The  very  fame,  and  finely  drawn.'  Pray,  Monfieur^ 
how  did  you  purchafc  it  r 

Monf  As  me  did  purchafe  de  Pi  dure,  fo  me  did  gain  de 
Subllance,  de  dear,  dear  Subllance,  by  de  bon  mien,  de  France 
j^ir,  Chantant,  charmantde  Politique  a  la  Tate,  andDangant 
a  la  Pie. 

Lure.  Lard  blcfs  me  !  How  cunningly  fome  V\/"omen  can- 
play  the  Rogue!  Ah!  have  I  found  it  out!  Now,  as  I  hope 
for  Mercy,  I  am  glad  on't.     I  hate  to  have  any  Woman  more 

Virtuous  than  my  fclf. Here  was  fuch  a  work  with  my 

Lady  WildaW^  Piet}/ !  my  Lady  lVUdair''s  Condu6l  !  and  my 

Lady  li^ildair's  Fidelity  forfooth  ! Now,  dear  Monjieur^ 

^ou  have  infallibly  told  me  the  bell  News  that  I  ever  heard  in 
my  Life.     Well,  and  fhe  was  but  one  of  us!  heh ! 

Monf  Oh,  Madam !  me  no  tell  Tale,  me  no  fcandalize  de  , 
Dead;  de  Pifture  be  dumb,  de  Pidure  fay  noting. 

Lure.  Come,  come,  Sir,  no  more  Diib'nd ions ;  Prnfureit 
"Was  fo.^  I  wou'd  have  given  the  World  for  fuch  a  Story  of 
her  while  (he  was  living.  She  was  charitable,  forfooth  !  and 
fhe  was  Devout,  forfooth  !  and  every  body  was  twitted  i'th' 
Teeth  with  my  Lady  lilldair's  Reputation  :  And  why  don't 
you  mark  her  Behaviour,  and  her  Difcretion  >  She  goes  to 
3  Church 
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Church  twice  a  day. Ah!  I  hate  thefc  Congregation-Wo- 
men. There's  fach  a  tufs  and  fljch  a  clutter  about  their  De- 
votion,  that  it  makes  more  noife  than  all  the  Bells  in  the 

Parifh. Well,  but  what  x\dvantage  can  you  make  now  of 

the  Pi^^ure? 

.  ••  Monf,  De  Advantage  of  ten  toufand  Lines,  pardic. 

Attendez  lous^  ?v'Iadam.  Dis  Lady  fhe  die  at  Mont^dier  \xv 
France ;  I  ave  de  Broder  in  dat  City  dat  write  me  one  Ac^ 
count  dat  flie  dye  in  dat  City,  and  dat  fhe  fend  me  dis  Picture 
as  a  Legacy,  wid  a  toufand  bafe  mains  to  de  dear  Marquis, 
d'e  charmant  Marquis,  mon  ceur  le  Marquis. 

Ltirc.  ^y,  here  was  Devotion !  here  was  Difcretion  !  here 

was  Fidelity :  Mon  ceur  le  Marquis !  Ha,  ha,  hi. Well^ 

but  how  will  this  procure  the  Money  > 

MoKf.  Now,  Madam,  for  de  France  Politique. 

Lure.  Ay,  what  is  the  French  Politick. 

Mo72f.  Never   to  tell  a  Secret  to  a  Voman.--—  Madam^ 
jV  fui  Z'otre  fcruiteur.  {^Kuns  off* 

Lure,  Kold^  hold,  Sir,  we  lliaVt  part  fo ;  Iwillhaveit. 

{Follo-v^s^ 
&^rr  Standard  ^;?^  Fireball. 
'  Fire.  Hah !  Look  \  Look !  Look  you  there,  Brother !  See  how 
they  Coquet  it:  Oh!  There's  a  Look  1  there's  a  Simper  !  there's 
-a  Squeeze  for  you  !  x\y,  now  the  Marquis  is  at  it.  Mon  ceur ^ 
^may  foy^  pardie,,  allou-^  Don't  you  fee  how  the  i7-^;^t7:?  Rogue^ 
has  tie  Head,  and  the  Feet,  and  the  Hands,  and  the  Tongue, 
all  go'ng  together  ^ 

ttan  i.  [li^alkino^  in  Difordcr.']  Where's  my  Reafon }  Where's 
my  Philolbphy  r*  Where's  my  Religion  now? 

Fire.  I'll  tell  you  where  they  are,  in  your  Forehead,  Sir, 
■ Blood  !  I  fay,  Revenge. 

Stand.  I>at  how,  dear  Brother  ? 

Frre.  Why,  (tab  him,  ftab  him  now.— -/i^^;/;^;;,  Spaniard^ 
I  fay. 

Sta^^d,  Stab  him.  !  Why,  Cuc'koldom'S  a  Hydra  that  bears  a 
thoufand  Heads ;  and  tho'  I  Ihould  cut  this  one  off,  the  Mon- 
iter  llill  v/ou'd  fprout.  Mil  ft  1  murder  all  the  Fops  in  the  Na- 
tion!* and  to  fare  mv  Head  from  Horns,  expofc  my  Neck  to 
tiie  Halter  ? 

F:re,  S'death.  Sir,  can't  you  kick  andcuff?—^ Kick  one, 

Stand.  Cane  another. 

Frrc.   Cut  ctr^the  Ears  of  athird. 

Stand.  SWi  the  Note  of  a  fourth^. 

Fire.  Tear  Crevats. 

siiandi  Burn  Perukes, 

N  a,  /^ry, 
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Ere.  Shoot  their  Coach^horfes. 

Stand.  A  noble  Plot. But  now  it's  laid,  how  fliall  we 

put  it  in  Execution  ?  for  not  one  of  thefc  Fellows  ftirs  about 
without  his  Guard  du  Corps.  Then  they're  ftout  as  Heroes; 
for  I  can  alfure  you,  that  a  Beau  with  fix  Footmen  Ihall  fight 
you  any  Gentleman  in  Chrtftendom. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  here's  Mr.  Clincher  below,  who  begs  the  Honour 
to  kifs  your  Hand. 

Stand.  Ay,  AVhy  here's  another  Beaii. 

Fire.  Let'  him  come,  let  him  come ;  Fll  fhew  you  how  tO 
manage  a  Beau  pfefently. 

Starnd.  Hold,  hold,  Sir ;  this  is  a  (imple  inofFenlive  Fellow, 
that  will  rather  make  us  DiverfioJi. 

Fire.  Diverfion  !  Ay.  Why,  I'll  knock  him  down  forDi- 
verlion. 

Stand.  No  no  ;  prithee  be  quiet  ;  I  gave  him  a  furfeit  of 
Intriguing  fomc  Months  ago  before  I  was  marry'd.-— -Here; 
bid  him  come  up.     He's  worth  your  Acquaintance  !  Brother. 

Fire.  My  Acquaintance!  What  is  he? 

Stand.  A  Fellow  of  a  Ibange  Weathercock  head,  very  hard, 
but  as  light  as  the  Wind ;  conftantly  full  of  the  Times,  and  ne- 
ver fails  to  pick  up  fome  Humour  or  other  out  of  the  publick 
Revolutions,  that  proves  diverting  enough.  Some  time  ago 
he  had  got  the  Travelling  Maggot  in  his  Head,  and  was  go- 
ing to  the  Jubilee  upon  all  Occalions ;  but  lately,  fince  th« 
new  Revolution  in  Europe.,  another  Spirit  has  poflefs'd  him, 
and  he  runs  Hark  mad  after  News  and  Politicks. 
Enter  Clincher. 

Clin.  News,  News,  Coll.  great Eh  !  what's  this  Fellow? 

Methinks   he  has  r.  kind   of  fufpicious  A\i. Your  Ear, 

Coll. The  Pope's  dead. 

Stand.  Where  did  you  hear  it  ? 

Clin.  I  read  it  in  the  publick  News.  [JVh'ifpering, 

Stand.  Ha,  ha,  ha. And  why  d'ye  whifper  it  for  a  Se- 


cret 


Clin.  Odfo!  faith,  that's  true But  that  Fellow  there  ; 

ivhat  is  he  ? 

Stand.  I\Ty  Brother  Fireball.,  jull  come  home  from  the  Baltick. 

Clin.  Odfo  !  Noble  Captain,    Pm  your  mod  humble  and 

obedient  Servant,  from  the  Poop  to  the  Forecaftle.- Nay, 

a  Kifs  o'  t'other  fide,  pray. Now,   dear  Captain,  tell  us 

the  News. Odfo  1  Pm  fo  pleas'd  1  have  met  you  !  Well, 

the  News,  dear  Captain. You  fail'd  a  brave  Squadron 

of  Men  of  War  to  the  ig^/^/V^.-— Well,  and  what  then?  eh! 

Urc. 
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Fire.  Why  then we  came  back  again. 

Cl'tn.  Did  you  faith? Foolilh  !   foolifli!   very  foolifh ! 

•  right  Sea-Captain But  what  did  you  do?  How  did  you 

Fight }  What  Storms  did  you  meet  ?  And  what  Whales  did 
you  fee  ? 

Ftre.  We  had  a  violent  Storm  off  the  Coaft  of  Jutland, 

Clin.  Jutland  I   Ay,  that's  part  of  Portugal., Well,  and 

fo; you  enter'd  the  Sound; and  you  maul'd  Copenha^ 

gen,  'faith. And  then  that  pretty,  dear,  fwcet,  pretty  King 

of  Sweden  I  What  fort  of  Man  is  he,  pray  ? 

fire.  Why,  tall  and  flender. 

Clin.  Tall  and  flender !  Much  about  my  pitch  ?  Heh ! 

fire,  Notfo  grofs,  not  altogether  fo  low. 

Clin.  No  !  I'm  forry  for't ;  very  forry  indeed. — [Here  Parley 
enters  andftands  at  the  Door\  Clincher  beckons  her  v^ith  his  Hands 
behind  going  backwards  .^  and  freaking  to  her  and  the  Gentlemen  by 
turns.']  Well,  and  what  more?  And  fo  you  bombarded  Co- 
penhagen.  (Mrs.  Parley,)^ Whi2,    flap  went  the 

"Bombs.  (Mrs.  Parley)- — And  fo Well,  not  altogether  fo 

grofs,  you  fay.:- —  (Here's  a  Letter,  you  Jade.) Very 

rail,  you  fay?  Is  the  King  very  tall? (Here's  a  Guinea, 

you  Jade.)——  [She  takes  the  Letter ^  ^ndthe  Coll.  obferves  him. '] 
Hem!  hem!  Coll.  I'm  mightily  troubled  with  the  Ptyiick  of 

late. Hem  I   hem  !   A  Grange  Stoppage  of  my  Bread 

here.    Hem !  But  now  it  is  off  again. Well,  Ijut  Captain, 

you  tell  us  no  News  at  all. 

Ftre.  I  tell  you  one  piece  that  all  the  World  knows,  and 
flill  you  are  a  ftranger  to  it. 

Clin,  Blefs  me!  Wh^t  can  this  be? 

Fire.  That  you  are  a  Fool. 

Clin.  Eh!  Witty,  witty  Sea  Captain.  Odfo  !  And  I  won- 
der. Captain,  that  your  tJnderUanding  did  not  fplit  your  Ship 
to  pieces. 

Fire.  Whyfo,  Sir? 

Clin.  Becaufe,  Sir,  it  is  fo  very  fhallow,  \cxy Jk^-i/Uw.  There's 
Wit  for  you.  Sir— rr- 

Enier  Parley,  who  gives  the  CoU.  a  Letter. 

Odfo!  A  Letter!  Then  there's  News. What,  is  it  the 

Foreign  Poll:?  What  News,  dear  Coll.  what  News?  Hark  vc 
Mrs.  Parley. 

[He  talks  with  Parley  vjhilc  the  Coll.  reads  the  Letter. 

Stand.  The  Son  of  a  Whore!  Is  it  he?     [^Louks  ^r  Clincher. 

N  3  iRcadsA 
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\Reads^^  Dear  Madam, 

T  yi'  as  afraid  to  break  open  the  Seal  of  your  Letter^  left  I  poiC^ 

^  'Violate  the  Work  of  your  faW  Hands. [Oh  \  Fulfome  Fop.J 

/  therefore  with  the  Warmth  of  my  Kifj'es  thavJ'd  it  aftmder.  [Ay, 
here's  fuch  a  turn  of  Style,  as  takes  a  fine  Lady  !]  I  ha-ve  no 
Ne-vjs.,  but  that  the  Popc'^s  dead^  and  I  have  fame  Pacqicets  upon 
that  Affair  to  fend  my  Correfpondent  in  Wales ;  but  I  pall  wave 
allBiifinefs^  and  haft  en  to  wait  on  you  at  the  Hour  appointed^  with* 
the  Wings  of  aFlying-Pcfi. 


Tour 


Toby  Clincher. 

Very  well,  Mr.  I'ohy. — -HarK'e,  Brother,  this  Fellow'si> 
a  PvOgue.  \ 

Fire,  A  damn'd  Rogue. 

Stand.  See  here !  a  Letter  to  my  Wife ! 

Fire,  S'death  !  let  me  rear  him  to  pieces. 

Stand^.  No,  no,  we'll  manage  him  to  more  Advantage, 
Take  him  with  you  to  Locke fs^  and  invent  fomxC  way  or  other 
to  fuddle  him. — Here,  Mx. Clincher^  I  have  prevaii'd  on  my' 
Brother  here  to  give  you  a  very  particular  Account  of  the 
whole  Voyage  to  the  Souj^d  by  hisoVn  Journal,  if  you  pleafe 
to  honourhim  v/ith  your  Company  at  Locket's. 

Clin.  His  own  Journal !  Odfo,  let  me  fee  it.  •; 

Stand.  Shew  it  him. 

Fire.  Here,  Sir. 

Clin.  Now  for  News— f-/?^^?^/.]  Thurfday, Augull 2?/^^  i-jth, 
from  the  6th  Noon  to  this  Day  Noon  Winds  variable.,  Courfes  per 
uraverfe.,  trueCourfe  protradcd^  with  alUmpediments  allow' d^  is 
North  45"  Degrees.^  Weft  6o  Miles,  Difference  of  Latitude  42  Miles., ' 
Departure  Wefi  Ap  Miles .^  Latitude  ^pzi  Judgment  5-4  Degrees  13^ 
Minutes^  Meridian  di fiance  current  from  the  bearing  of  the  Land., 
and  the  Latitude  is  88  Miles.— Odiio\  Great  News,  Faith. —  . 
Let  me  fee.  /h  Noon  broke  our  Mam-top-Sail-yard,  being- 

rotten  in  the  Slings  ;  two  Whales  Southward.    Odfo  !  A  Whale ! 
Great  News,   Faith.  Come,   come  along.  Captain, 

-but,  d'ye  hear?  With  this  Provifo,  Gentlemen, That  I  wo'n't 
drink;  for,  hark'e.   Captain,  between  you    and  h  there's  Ji 
fme  Lady  m  the  Wind,   and  I  fhall  have  xhQ  Longitude  r^nd  ■ 
i-^atitude  of  a  fine  Lady,  and  the — 

Fire.  A  fine  Lady !  Ah  the  Rogue  ?  ^Afide. 

Cm. 
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'^  G//».  Yes,  a  fine  Lady,  Collonel,  a  very  fine  Lady 

Come,  no  Ceremony,  good  Captain. 

\_Excztnt  Fireball ^;f^  Clincher. 

Stand.  Well,  Mrs.  P^r/y,  how  go  the  red  of  our  Affairs? 

Var.  Why,  worfc  and  worfe,  Sir;  here's  more  Mifchief 
ftill,  more  Branches  a  fprouting. 
•  Stand.  Of  whofe  planting,  pray  ? 

"Par.  Why,  that  impudent  young  Rogne,  Sir  Harry  WiU- 
/?/V's  Brother  has  commenc'd  his  Suit,  and  fee'd  Council  al- 
ready.  Look  here,  Sir,  two  Pieces,  for  which,  by  Arti- 
cle, I  am  to  receive  four. 

Stand.  'Tis  a  hard  Cafe  now,  that  a  Man  mud  give  four 
Guineas  for  the  good  News  of  his  Dillionour.  Some  Men 
throw  away  their  Money  in  debauching  other  Mens  Wives, 
and  I  lay  out  mine  to  keep  my  own  honed  :  But  this  is  ma- 
king a  Man's  Fortune  ! tVell,  Child,  there's  your  Pay  ; 

and  I  expedt,  when   I  come  back,  a  true  Account  how  the 
Bufinefs  goes  on. 

Par.  But  fuppofe  the  Bus'nefs  be  done  before  you  come 
back? 

Stand.  No,  no ;  fhe  ha'n't  feen  him  yet  ;  and  her  Pride 
will  prefervc  her  againll  the  firll:  Allaults.'  Befides,  I  (ha'n't 
ilay.  {Exeu7it  Coll.  andY-^x, 

SCENE  changes  io  another  Room  in  the  fame  Hojife, 

Enter  Wildair  and  Lurev/ell. 

Lure.  Well  now,  Sir  Harry^  this  Book  you  gave  me  !  i\s  I 
'hope  to  breathe  I  think  'tis  the  bell  penn'd  Piece  I  have  feeii 
a  great  while,  I  don't  know  any  of  our  Authors  have  writ 
in  fo  liorid  and  genteel  a  Style. 

IVild.  Upon  the  Subjcd,  Madam.,  I  dare  affirm  there  is 
nothing  extant  more  moving.— ^^ — Look  ye,  Madam,  I  am 
an  Author  rich  m  ExprelTions ;  the  needy  Poets  of  the  Age 
may  fill  their  Works  with  Rapfodies  of  Flames  and  Darts, 
their  barren  Sighs  and  Tears,  their  fpeaking  Looks  and  amo- 
rous Vows,  that  might  In  Chaucer''s  time,  perhaps,  have  pafsd 
for  Love ;  but  now  'tis  only  fuch  as  I  can  touch  that  noble 
Paffion,  and  by  the  true,  perfuafive  Eloquence,  turn'd  in  the 
moving  Stile  of  Lotiis-dWrs.^  can  raife  the  ravilh'd  Female  t6 

a  Rapture. In  fhort,  Madam,  I'll  match  Coiuly  In  Soit- 

r,efs,  o'er-top  Milton  in  Sublime,  banter  Cicero  in  Eloquence, 
and  Dr.  Sivan  in  Quibbling,  by  the  help  of  tlut  iTjOiii  ingeni- 
ous Society,  call'd,   the  Bank  of  England. 
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Lure.  Ay,  Sir  //^rry,  I  begin  to  hate  that  old  thing  callM 
Love  ;  they  fay  'tis  clear  out  in  France, 

Wild,  Clear  out,  clear  out,  no  Body  wears  it :  And  here 
too,  Honcfty  went  out  with  the  ilafSi'd  Doublets,  and  Love 
with  the  clpfc-body'd  Gowns.  Love !  'Tis  fo  obfolete,  fo 
mean,  and  out  of  Fafhion,  that  I  can  compare  it  to  nothing 
but  the  miferable  Pidlure  oiFattent  Gnzzel  at  the  Head  of  an 
old  Ballade— -Faugh  ! 

Lu/e.  Ha,  ha,  ha— --The  befl  Emblem  in  the  World. — -^ 

Come,  Sic  harry ^  faith  we'll  run  it  down. -Love! ». 

Ay,  rierhinks  I  fee  the  monriifiil  Melpomene  with  her  Hand-' 
Jcerchief  lit  her  Eye,  her  Heart  full  of  Fire,  her  Eyes  full  of 
Water,  her  Head  fail  of  Madnefs,  and  her  Mouth  full  of 
Nonfer.fe. Oh  '  Kang  it. 

IFild,  Ay,  Maaani,  Then  the  doleful  Ditties,  piteous 
Plaints,  the  Daggers,  the  Poyfons ! 

Lz^re.  Oh  the  Vapours  ! 

IFild,  Then  a  Man  mufl  kneel,  and  a  Man  mufl  fwear-— 
There  is  a  Repofe,  1  fee,  in  the  next  Room.  {Afide. 

Ltire.  LTnnatural  Stuff. 

Wild,  Oh,  Madam,  the  mofl  unnatural  thing  in  the  World; 
r.s  falfome  as  a  Sack-Poflet,  SJPuUinghertovjards  the  Door. Iw^- 
genteel  as  a  Wedding-Ring,  and  as  impudent  as  the  naked 
Statue  was  in  the  Park.  {Pulls  her  a7ain. 

Lure.  Ay,  Sir  Harry ;  I  hate  Love  that's  impudent.  1  hcfe 
Posts  drefs  it  up  fo  in  their  Tragedies,  that  110  m-odeft  Wo- 
man can  bear  it.  Your  way  is  much-thi^i^iore  tolerable,  I 
mud  confefs, 

^Wild,  Ay,  ay,  Madam;  I  hate  your  rude  Whining  and 
Sighing;  it  puts  a  Lady  out  of  Countenance.       {Pulling  her. 

Lure.  Truly  fo  it  does. Hang  their  Impudence. 

Put  where  arc  we  going  > 

Wild,  Only  to  rail  at  Love,  Madam.  {Pulls  her  in. 

Enter  Banter. 

Ban.  Hey  !  Who's  here  >  (Lurewell  comes  hack. 

Lure.  Pfnaw,  prevented  by  a  Stranger  top !  Had  it  beeu 
my  Husband  now.— Pfhaw!-— Very  familiar.  Sir. 

(Banter  takes  up  Wildair'/  Hat^  that  was  dropt  m  the  Room^ 

Ban.  Madain,  you  have  dropt  your  Hat. 

Lure,  Difcover'd  too  by  a  Stranger !  -—What  Ihjill  I  do  ? 

Wdd.^  {From  within.) Madam,  you  have  got  the  moil 

confounded  Pens  here!  Can't  you  get  the  Coliond  to  write  the 
C)Uperfcrjptions  of  your  Letters  for  you  >. 

Lure.  BIqCs  me.iS'ir  Harry !  Don't  you  know  that  the  Collo- 
ncl  can't  write  Frefich  ?  Your  time  is  fo  precious ! 
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Wild.  Shall  I  dire6l  by  way  of  Roan  or  Patis  ? 
Lure.  Which  you  will. 

Ba>2.  Madam,  I  very  much  applaud  yo\ir-Ghoicc  of  a  Secre- 
tary ;    he  underllands  the  Intrigues  of  moft  Courts  in  Europe 

i^heyfay. 

Enter  Wild  air  with  a  Letter, 

Wild.  Here,  Madam,  Iprcfume,  'tis  right. — This  Gent! c- 
,  man  a  Relation  of  yours.  Madam?  — Dcm  him.  [^Afidc. 

,[  ^Ban.  Brother,  your  humble  Servant.  .._-^.  . 

^  Wild.  Brother!  By  what  Relation,  Sir? 

Ban.  Begotten  by  the  fame  Father,  born  of  the  fame  Mo- 
ther, Brother  Kindred,  and  Brother  Beau. 

Wild.  Hey-day!  How  the  Fellow  firings  his  Gcnenlogy?--^ 
Look  ye,  Sir,  you  may  be  Brother  to  Tor/i  Thumb  for  ought  I 
know  ;  but  if  you  are  my  Brother,  I  cou'd  have  willi'd  yuu  in 
your  Mother's  Womb  for  an  Hour  or  two  longer. 

Barz.  Sir,  I  receiv'd  your  Letter  at  Oxford^  wiih  your  Com- 
mands to  meet  you  in  London-^  and  if  you  can  remember  your 
own  Hand,  there 'tis.  \_Gtves  a  Letter. 

Wild.  {Looking  over  the  Letter. '\  Oh  !  Pray,  Sir,  let  me  con- 
fider  you  a  little.  —  By  5^///?/VfraprettyBoy,  a  very  pretty  Boy; 
a  handfume  Face,  good  Shape,  {Walks  about  ayid  vtcivs  himf\ 
welldrefs'd. — The  Rogue  has  got  a  Leg  too! — Come  kiis 
me,  Child.  —  Ay,  he  kilfes  like  one  of  the  Family,  the  rigiic 
Velvet  Lip.  —  Can'll  thou  dance,  Child  .^ 

Ban.  Ouy,  Monfieur. 
I    Lure.  Hey-day!  French  tool  Why  fur  e,  Sir,  you  cou'd  ne- 
'Ver  be  bred  at  Oxford  ! 

Ban.  No,  Madam,  my  Cloaths  were  made  in  London.—— 
Brother,  I  have  fome  Alfairs  of  Confequence  to  communicate, 
which  require  a  little  Privacy. 

fjure.  Oh,  Sir  !  I  beg  your  Pardon,  Til  leave  you.  — 
Sir  Harry,  you'll  flay  Supper  ?  {Exit. 

I    Wild.  Airurcment,  Madam, 
1    Ba?7.  Yes  Madam,  we'll  both  (lav. 

Wild.  Both!- —  Sir,  Pll  fend  you  back  to  your  Mutton- 
Commons  again.     How  now  •? 

Ban.   No,   no  ;   I  fhall  find  better  IVIutton-Commons  by 

mefUng  with  you.  Brother. Come,  Sir  Harry:  Ifyouiiuy, 

1  flay;   if  you  go,  allons. 

Wild.  Why,  the  Devil's  in  this  young  Fellow.  —  Why 
Sirrah,  haft  thou  any  Thoughts  of  being  my  Heir  ?  Wliy, 
(you  Dog,   you  ought  to  pinrj  for  me  ;    you  iJiou'd  keep  a 

pack 
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pack  of  Wenches  o'  purpofe  to  hunt  down  Matrimony.  Don't 
you  know,  Sir,  that  lawful  Wedlock  in  me  is  certain  Poverty 
to  you  ?  Look  ye,  Sirrah,  come  along ;  and  for  my  Difap- 
pointment  juft  now,  if  you  don't  get  me  a  new  Miflrefs  to 
Night,  ril  marry  to  morrow,  and  won't  leave  you  a  Groat. 
—  Go,  Pimp,  like  a  dutiful  Brother. 

[^Pupes  him  out^  and  Exit. 

the  End  of  the  third  ACT. 


ACT     IV. 

SCENE,   A  Tavern. 

Enter  Fireball,  hauling  in  Clincher. 
Eire.  /^Ome,  Sir;  not  drink  the  King's  Health! 

V-^  Cltn.  Pray  now,  good  Captain,  excufeme.  Look 
here,  Sir  ;  the  {Fulling  out  his  IVatch.']  critical  Minute,  the 
critical  Minute,  Faith. 

Fire.  What  d'ye  mean,  Sir  ? 

Clin.  The  Lady's  critical  Minute,  Sir.  —  Sir,  your  humble 
Servant.  [Going. 

Fire.  Weill  The  Death  of  this  Spanip  King  will  — 

Clin.  [Returning  ]  Eh  !  What's  that  of  the  Spanip  King? 
Tell  me,  dear  Captain,  tell  m.e. 

Ftre.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  fit  down,  PU  tell  you  that  old 
Don  Carlos  is  dead. 

Clin.  Dead  ;  —  Nay,  then  [Sits  do-ivn.']  —  Here,  Pen  and  Ink, 
Boy;  Pen  and  Ink  prefenrly  ;  I  muft  write  to  my  Correfpon- 
dent  in  IVaies  ftrait  — Dead  ! 

[y^//I'r,  and  'Walks  about  in  Diforder, 

hire.  What's  the  m.attcr.  Sir.^  '■' 

C/.V/.  Politicks,  Politicks,   Hark  mad  with  Politicks. 

Fire.  'Sdeath,  Sir,  what  have  fuch  Fools  as  you  to  do  with 
Politicks  ? 

Clrn.  What,  Sir?  The  SucJion.  — Not  mind  the  Sue-' 
cefiion ' 

Frrc.  Nay,  that's  minded  already;  'tis  fettl'd  upon  a  Prince 
of  France . 

dm.  What,  fettl'd  already  !  -—  The  bell:  News  that  ever 
came  into  England— Com^^  Captain^  faith  ;ind  troth  Captain, 
here's  a  Health  to  the  Succellion.  '■' 

Firi. 
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Ftre.  Burn  the  Succclfion,  Sir.  I  won't  drink  it — What 
drink  Confufion  to  our  Trade,  Rch'gion  and  Liberties  ! 

Clin.  Ay,  by  all  means.  —  As  for^'Trade,  d'ye  Ice  }  Vm  a 
Gentleman,  and  hate  it  mortally.  Thefe  Tra'defmcn  are  the 
moft  impudent  Fellows  wchave,  andfpollall  our  good  Man- 
ners.    What  have  \vc  to  do  with  Trade? 

Fire.  A  trim  Politician,  truly !  —  And  what  do  you  think 
of  our  Religion,  pray? 

Clm.  Hi^'hi,  hi  —  Religion  I  —  And  what  has  a  Gentleman 
to  do  with  Religion,  pray?  — And  to  hear  a  Sea  Captain  talk 
of  Religion  !  That's  plcalant,  faith. 
Erc.^ Av\d.  have  vou  no  Regard  to  our  Liberties,  Sir  ? 
Clm.  Pfhaw !  L'ibertics  !  That's  a  JeiL  We  Beaux  fl^all 
have  Liberty  to  w^hore  and  drink  in  any  Government,  and  tliat's 
all  we  care  for.-'~ 

Eracr  Standard. 
Dear  CoIIonel,  the  rarefl  News  ! 
! }  •  Sta?7d.   Damn  your  News,    Sir  ;   why  are  you  not  druuk 
:  iby  this  ? 

1 1    C//W.  A  very  civil  Quellion,  truly! 
\\^  Stand.  Here,  Boy,  bring  in  the  Brandy  —  Fill. 
'!  •  Clw.  This  is  a  piece  of  Politicks  that  1  don't  fo  well  com- 
3rehend. 

•!    Stayid.  Here,  Sir;    nov/  drink  it  off,   or  [^Dravjs.']  cxpcil 
;  your  Throat  cut. 

'   Cli?2.  Ay,  ay,  this  comes  o'the  SucceHion  ;  Fire  and  Sword 
;ilready. 

I   Std'/id.  Come,  Sir,  off  with  it. 

!  Clm.  Pray,  Collonel,  what  have  I  done  to  be  burnt  alive? 
Sta-fid.  Drink,  Sir,  I  fay,  —Brother,  manage  him,  I  mud 
>egone.  '  [_4ii^ic  to  Fireball,  a;idExk, 

'  fire.  Ay,  drink.  Sir. 

C//V.  Eh!  Wliat  the  Devil,  attack'd  both  by  Sea  and  Land  ' 
—  Look  ye,  Gentlemxn,  if  1  mu(t  be  poyfon'd,  pray  let 
ne  chufe  my  own  Dofe  —  Were  I  a  Lord  now%  1  fj,ou'd 
lave  the  Privilege  of  the  Block,  and  as  I'm  a  Gentleman, 
•ray  Ih'fle  me  with  Claret  at  leail  !  don't  let  mc  die  like  a, 
3awd,  with  Brandy. 

fire.  Brandy  !  you  Dog,  abvfe  Brandy !  Flat  Treafon  n- 
;ain(l  the  Navy-Royal.  —  Sirrah,  I'll  teach  you  to  abufe  the- 
|'l<?et.  —  Here,  Shcirk. 

E'/itcr   Shark. 
_  Get  three  or  four  of  the  Ship's  Crew,  and  prefsthisFcllov/ 
board  the  BelzeLub. 
'H/ja.Ay^  Maflcr.  '  [Exit. 

QLri. 
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Cl'w.  What '  aboard  the  Belzcbub !  —  Nay,  nay,  dear  Cap- 
tain, rUchufe  to  goto  the  Devil  this  way.  —  Here,  Sir,  your, 
good  Health ;  —  and  my  own  Confufion,  I'm  afraid.  [^Drinks 
it  off.]  Oh!  Fire!  Fire!  Flames!  Brimilone  !  and  Tobacco ^ I 

[Beats  his  Stomachs] 

Fire.  Here,  quench  it,  quench  it  then.  — Take  the  Glafs,  Sir^j 

Clin.  What,  another  Broadiide!  nay  then,  Pm  fuqk  down- 
right.—  Dear  Captain,  give  me  Quarter,  confider  the  prefeny 
jundure  of  ilfFairs;  you'llfpoilmy  Head,  rui^  my  Politicks;f 
faith  you  will. 

Fire.  Here,  Shark. 

Cltn.  Well,   w^ell,  I  will  drink. — -The  Devil  take  ^^^r 
for  me.  [Drinks.  \  Whiz,  Buz.     Don't  you  hear  it.^  Put  your 
Ear  to  mv  Bread,  and  hear  how  it  whizzes  like  a  hot  Iroi 

Eh!  Blefsme,  how  the  Shiprouls  !  —  I  can't ftand  upo^ 

my  Legs,  faith.  —  Dear  Ciiptaxii,  give  me  a  Kifs.  — Ay,  burif 

the  SuccelTion. Look  yc,    Captain,   I  llull  be  Sea-ficfe 

prcfently.  [Falls  into  Fireball'j  Armu 

Enter  Shark,  and  another  with  a  Chair. 

Fire.  Here  in  with  him. 

Sha.  Ay,  ay,  Sir, 4-vafl,  avail.  —  Here,  Boy.- — N<> 

Nants  left. ["lojies  the  Giafsl 

Fire.  Bring  him  along. 

Cljn.  Politicks,  Politicks,  Brandy,  Politicks. 

SCENE  changes  to  huvcwclVs  J/-artfnent. 

E?2ter  Lurewell  and  Parley. 

Lure.  Did  you  ever  fee  fuch  an  impudent  young  Rogue  aS; 
that  Bantrr  ?    He  foilow'd  his  Brother  up  and  down  frojn '' 
place  to  place  fo  very  clofe,   that  we  cou'd  not  fo  much  as 
whifper. 

Par.  I  reckon,  Sir  //^^r?-_)'willdifpofeof  him  now.  Madam, 

where  he  may  be  fecur'd. But  I  wonder,  Madam,  why 

Clincher  comes  not  according  to  his  Letter  !  'tis  near  the  Hour, 

Lure.  I  wifh,  Parley.^  that  no  harm  may  befal  me  do  Day; 
for  I  had  a  moft  frigh'tful  Dream  laft  Night  ;  I  dreamt  of  a 
Moufe. 

Par.  'Tis  ftrange,  Madarn,  you  fhou'd  be  fo  much  afraid  of 
that  little  Creature  that  can  do  you  no  harm  ! 

Lure.  Look  Y^%  Girl,  we  Women  of  Quality  have  each  of 
us  fome  darling  Plight.  —  I  now  hate  a  Moufe  ;  my  Lady 
Lovecards  abhors  a  Cat;  Mrs.  Fiddlefan  can't  bear  a  Squirril; 
the  Countefs  of  Piauet  abominates  a  Frog,  and  my  Lady 
Svjim^ir  hates  a  Man,  i 

F^nte? 
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'Evtcr  Marquis  runn'mg. 
Mar.  Madam!   Madam  I    Madam!  Pardicvoye7. 


L' Argent !  L'Argcnt!  {Shews  a  Bag  of  Money. 

'  Lure.  As  I  hope  to  breathe,  he  has  got  it  —  Well,  but  how?, 
JHow,  dearMonlieur? 

Mar.  Ah,  Madam !  Begar,  Monfieur  Sir  Arry  be  one  Pi- 
geaneau.  —  Voyez,  Madam  ;  me  did  tell  him  dat  my  Bro- 
der  in  MontfeUer  did  furnife  his  Lady  wid  ten  toufan  Livres 
for  de  expence  of  her  Travaille;  and  dat  flic  not  being  able  to 
write  wen  fhe  was  dying,  did  give  him  de  Picture  for  de  Cer- 
tificate and  de  Credential  to  receive  de  Money  from  her  Huf- 
band.     Mark  ye  ! 

Lure.  The  bell   Plot  in  the  World. — You  told  him,   that 

■  your  Brother  lent  her  the  Money  in  France^  when  her  Bills,  I 
iuppofe,  were  dclay'd.  —  You  put  in  that,  I  prefume. 

Mar.  Ouy,  ouy,  Madam. 

Lure.  And  that  upon  her  Death-Bed  ihe  gave  your  Brother 
the  Pidure,  as  a  Certificate  to  Sir  Harry  that  fhe  had  receiv'd 
the  Money,  which  Picture  your  Brother  fent  over  to  you, 
with  CommifTion  to  receive  the  Debt ! 

Mar.  Alfurement.  —  Dere  was  dc  Politique,  de  France 
Politique!  — See,  Madam,  what  he  can  do,  de  France  Mar- 
quis !  He  did  make  de  Anglife  Lady  Cuckle  her  Husband  when 
me  vv^as  living,  and  flieat  him  when  flie  was  dead,  Begar:  Ha, 
ha,  ha.  —  Oh  !  Pardie,  cet  bon. 

Lure.  Ay!  But  what  did  Six  Harry  fay  .^ 

Mar.  Oh  !  begar  Monfieur  Chevalier  he  love  his  Vifc  ;  he 
fay,  dat  if  flic  take  up  a  hundre  toufan  Livres,  he  wou'd  re- 
pay it;  he  knew  de  Pi61ure,  he  fay,  and  order  me  de  Money 
from  his  Stewar.  —  Oh  notre  Dame  }  Monfieur  Sir  Arry  be 
one  Dupe. 

Lure.  Well  but,  Monfieur,  I  longto  know  one  thing.  Was 
theConquefl  you  made  of  his  Lady  fo  ealie  ?  What  Alfauks 
did  you  make  ?  And  what  Refiltance  did  fhe  fhew  ? 

Mr.r.  Refinance  againll  de  Trance  Marquis !  Voyez,  Ma- 
dam ;  dere  was  tree  deux-yeux,  one  Serenade,  an'  two  Capre ; 
.dat  was  all,  begar. 

■  Lure.  Chafillionte !  There's  nothing  in  Nature  fo  fweet  to 
a  longing  Woman,  asamalicious  Story. — Well,  Monfieur! 
'tis  about  a  thouiand  Pounds  ;  we  go  Snacks. 

Mar.  Snacke !  Perdie,  for  v/hat  ?    v.'hy  Snacke,    Madam  ? 
Me  will  give  you  de  Prefent  of  Fifty  Lt/z/j-  d'Ors;  dat  is  ver' 
good  Snacke  fore  you. 
;    Lure.  And  you'll  give  me  no  more?  —  Very  well ! 

Mar.  Ver'  well  !    Yes,   bcL'nr,  'tis  ver'  well.  —  Conftdre, 
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Madam,  mc  be  de  poor  Refuge^  me  'ave  noting  but  de  teli- 
gious  Charlie  and  de  Fra?2ce  Politique,  de  P'ruit  of  my  own' 
Addrefs,  dat  is  all.  ^     \ 

Lure.  Ay,  an  Obje61:  of  Charity,  with  a  thoufand  Pound! 
in  his  Fill:!  Emh  !  OhMonfieur  ;  that's  my  Husband,  I  knoW; 
his  knock.  [^Kmck'mg  below.']  He  muit  not  fee  you.  GetiA- 
to  the  Clofet  till  by  and  by,  {Htirnes  him  in.]  and  if  I  don*l 
bereveng'd  upon  your  France  Politique,  thcnhaveIno£;?g-/^ 

Politique. Hang  the  Money!  I  wou'd  not  for  twice  ji 

Thoufand  Pound  forbear  abuilng  this  virtuous  Woman  to  ha 
Husband. 

F.nter  Parley.  'i 

Tar.  'Tis  Sir  Harry.  Madam.  % 

Lure,  As  I  cou'd  wifh.     Chairs!  ^  > 

Enter  Wildair.  y 

IFild.  Here,  Mrs.  P^r/£'_y,  in  thcfirftplacc  IfacrificeaLo/ifflf 
d'Or  to  thee  for  good  luck. 

Par.  A  Guinea,  Sir,  will  do  as  well. 

U-^ild.  No,  no,  Child  ;  French  Money  is  alvfays  m.oft  fuA 
cefsful  in  Bribes,  and  very  much  in  fafhion,  Child. 
Enter  Dicky,   and  runs  to  Sir  Harry. 

Dick.  Sir,  will  you  plcafe  to  have  your  own  Night-Caps.? 

14'tid.  Sirrah  !  ^ 

Dick.  Sir,  Sir  !  ftall  I  order  your  Chair  to  the  back-dodj? 
by  five  a  Clock  in  the  Adorning  >  \ 

'Wild.  The  Devil's  in  the  Fellow.     Get  you  gone.  - — --- 
[Dicky  rims  out.]  Now,  dear  Madam,  I  havefecur'd  myBro-'' 
thcr,  you  have  difpos'd  the  Collonel,  and  we  rail  at  Love  till 
we  ha'n't  a  Word  more  to  Hiy. 

Lttre.  Ay,  Sir  Harry.- —  Pleafe  to  fit  a  little,  Sir. You 

mud  know  Pm  in-a  ftrange  Humour  of  asking  youfome  Que- 
ftions.  — How  did  you  like  your  Lady,  pray  Sir  ? 

l^Ftld.  Like  her  !  Ha,  ha,  ha.  —  So,  very  well,  faith,  that 
for  her  very  fake  Pm  in  love  with  every  Woman  I  niect. 

Lnre.  And  did  Matrimony  pleafe  you  extremely  ? 

IVild.  So  very  much,  that  if  Polygamy  were  allow'd,  I  wou'd 
have  a  nev/Wife  every  Day. 

Lirre.  Oh,  Sir  Harry  !  This  is  Raillery.  But  your  ferious 
Thoughts  upon  the  matter,  pray. 

l^-^iU.  Why  then  Madam.,  to  give  you  my  true  Sentiments 
of  W^edlock  :  I  had  a  Lady  that  I  marry'd  by  chance,  ihc 
was  vcrtuous  by  chance,  and  I  lov'd  her  by  great  chance. 
Nature  gave  her  Beauty,  Education  and  Air  ,  and  Fortune 
threw  a  young  Fellow  of  five  and  twenty  in  her  Lap.-— ;- 
I  courted  her  all  D^v^  lov'd  her  ail  Night,  fhe  was  mv  Mi- 

Ikeif 
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flrcfs  one  Day,  and  my  Wife  another :  I  found  in  one  the  va- 
riety of  a  thouf.md,  and  the  very  confinement  of  Marriage  gave 
mcthe  Pleafure  of  Change. 

Lure,  And  flie  was  very  vertuous. 

Wtld,  Look  ye,  Madam,  you  know  flie  was  Beautiful.  She 
had  good  Nature  about  her  Mouth,  the  Smile  of  Beauty  in 
her  Cheeks,  fparklingWit  inher  Forehead,  and  fprightly  Love 
in  her  Eyes. 

Lure.  Pfhaw  !  I  knew  her  very  well ;  the  Woman  was  well 
enough.     But  you  don't  anfwcr  my  Queition,  Sir. 

Wtld.  So,  Madam,  as  I  told  you  before,  flie  was  young  and 
beautiful,  I  was  rich  and  vigorous;  my  Eilate  gave  a  Luftre 
to  my  Love,  and  a.  Swing  to  our  Enjoyment  ;'  round,  like 
the  Ring  that  made  us  one,  our  golden  Pleafures  circrd  with- 
out end. 

Lure,  Golden  Pleafures  I  Golden  Fiddledicks. — What  d'ye 
tell  me  of  your  canting  Stuff  ?  Was  fhe  vertuous,  I  fay? 

Wild.  Ready  to  burll:  with  Envy  ;  but  I  will  torment  thee 
a  little.  [yfAV/(?.]  So,  Madam,  I  powder'd  to  pleafe  her,  fhe 
drefs'd  to  engage  me  !  we  toy'd  away  the  Morning  in  amorous 
Nonfcnfe,  loll'd  away  the  Evening  in  the  Park,  or  the  Play- 
houfe,  and  all  the  Night.  —  Hem  I  — 

Lure.  Look  ye  Sir,  anfwer  my  Queftion,  or  I  fhall  take  it  ill. 
-  Wild.  Then,  Madam,  there  was  never  fuch  a  Pattern  of  U- 
nky.  —  Her  Wants  were  ftill  prevented  by  my  Supplies ;  my 
X)wn  Heart  whiiper'd  me  her  Defires,  'caufe  fhe  her  felf  was 
there;  no  Contention  ever  rofe,  but  the  dear  Strife  of  who- 
fhou'd  moll  oblige  ;  no  Noife  about  Authority :  for  neither 
wou'd  floop  to  Command,  'caufe  both  thought  it  Glory  to 
Dbey.' 

I    Lure.  Stufl'!  (luff!  fluff!  —  I  won't  believe  a  Word  on't. 
'    Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Then,  Madam,  we  never  felt  the  Yoak 
Df  Matrimony,  becaufe  our  Inclinations  made  us  one ;  a  Power 
Tuperiortothe  Forms  ofWedlock.     The  Marriage  Torch  had 
:olt  its  weakc^r  Li^ht  in  the  bright  Flame  of  mutual  Love  that 

join'd  our  Fleartb  before ;  Then 

i    Lure.  Hold,   hold,    Sir ;   I  cannot  bear  it ;    Sir  Harry .^  I'm 

iffronted. 

I   Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha.     Affronted  ! 

Ljire.  Yes,  Sir  ;  'tis  an  Affront  to  any  Woman  to  hear 
.nother  comm.cndcd  ;  and  I  v»-ill  refent  it. — In  fhort,  Sir 
Harry .^  your  Wife  was  a 

Wild.Viwr.,   Madam. No  Detr.i.flion. — I'll    tell  you 

vhat  fhe  was. —  So  much  an  Angel  in  her  Conducl,  that 
ho'  I  faw  another  in  her  Arms,  i  Ihou'd  have  thought  the 

Devil 
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Devil  hadrais'dthe  Phantom,  arid  tny  more  confcibus  Reafon 
had  given  my  Eyes  the  Lie.  > 

Lure.  Very  well!  Then  I  a'n't  to  be  believed  it  feems.-T* 
Bur,  d'ye  hear,  Sir? 

l^^ild.  Nay,  Madam,  do  you  hear  >  I  tell  you,  'tis  not  in 
the  pov^er  of  Malice  to  call  a  Blot  upon  her  Fame ;  and  thd* 
the  Vanity  of  our  Sex,  and  the  Envy  of  yours,  confpir'd  both 
againft  her  Honour,  I  wou'd  not  hear  a  Syllable. 

[_Stopping  his  Ears, 

Lure.  Why  then,  as  I  hope  to  breathe^  you  ihall  hear  it. -^ 
The  Picture!  the  Pidurc  I  the  Picture!  [B  aw  Img  aloud, 

// 7/^.  Ran,  tan,  tan.     A  Piftol-bulletfromEar  to  Ear.      ; 

L7m\  That  Picture  w^hich  you  had  juft  now  from  the  French: 
Marquis,  for  a  thoufand  Pound  ;  that  very  Pi6lure  did  your 
very  vcrtuous  Wife  fend  to  the  Marquis  as  a  Pledge  of  h^ 
very  vertuous  and  dying  Affedion.  So  that  you  are  both  robb'd 
of  your  Honour,  and  cheated  of  your  Money.  [^AlouA 

U'^ild.  Louder,  louder.  Madam. 

Lure.  I  tell  you,  Sir,  your  Wife  was  a  Jiltj  I  know  it,  Plli 
fwcar  it.  —  She  Vertuous !  She  was  a  Devil. 

Wild.  \^Sings.'\  Tal,  al,  deral. 

Lure.  XVas  ever  the  like  feen !  He  won't  hear  me  —  Iburft 
with  Malice,  and  now  he  wo'n't  mind  me  I — WoVt  you 
hear  me  yet  } 

Wild.  No,  no,  Madam. 

Lure.  Nay,  then  I  can't  bear  it.  [Burjls  out  a  cryiftg.']  — 
Sir,  I  muftlay  that  you're  an  unworthy  Perfon,  to  ufe  a  Wo- 
man of  Quality  at  this  rate,  when  llie  has  her  Heart 'full  of 
Malice  ;  I  don't  know  but  it  may  make  me  mifcarry.  Sir,  I 
fay  again  and  again,  that  (lie  was  no  better  than  one  of  usj 
and  I  know  it;  I  have  feen  it  with  my  Eyes,  fo  I  have. 

Wild.  Good  Heav'ns  deliver  me,  I  befeech  thee.  How  fhall 
I  'fcape. 

Lure.  Will  you  hear  me  yet?  Dear,  Skllarry^  do  but  hear 
me;  Pm  longing  to  fpeak. 

Wild.  Oh!  I  have  ir.  —  Hufh,  hufli,  hufh. 

Lure.  Eh  !  What's  the  matter? 

Wtld.  A  Moufc !  a  Moufe  !  a  Moufe ! 

Lure.  Where  ?  where  ?  where  ? 

Lure.  Your  Pcttycoats,  your  Pettycoats^  Madatil. 

[LiUre.Jhrieks  and  runs r- 

'  Wild.  O  my  Head !  I  was  never  worded  by  a  Woman 
before.  —  But  I  have  heard  fo  much  as  to  know  the  Marquis 
to  be  a  Villain.  [^Knocking.']  Nay  then,  I  muft  run  for't 
[^Runs  outj  and  rciurns^\  The  Entry  is  ftopt  by  a  Chair 
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coming  in  ;  and  fomething  there  is  in  that  Chair  that  I  will 
difcover,  if  I  can  find  a  place  to  hide  my  felf.  {Goes  to  the  Clo^ 
fet'door.)     Fait  I  1  have  Keys  about  me  for  mod  Locks  about 

St.  James's. Let  me  fee. {Tries  one  Key.) — No,  no; 

this  opens  my  Lady  Planthorn's  Back-door. {Tories  another.^ 

Nor  this ;  this  is  the  Key  to  my  Lady  Stakeall\  Garden. 

{T'ries  a  third. )  Ay,  ay,  this  does  It,  Faith. 

{Goes  into  the  Clofet^  and  peeps  out.') 

£^/tr  Shark  and  another  ^withQWnchQi  in  a  Chair  \  Parley. 

Far.  Hold,  hold,  Friend ;  who  gave  you  Order  to  lug  in 
your  dirty  Chair  into  the  Houfe  } 

Sha.  My  Mafter,  Sweetheart. 

Par.  Who  is  your  Mailer,  Impudence? 

Sha.  Every  body,  Sawce-box. — And  for  the  prefent,  here's 
my  Mafler !  and  if  you  have  any  thing  to  fay  to  him,  there 
he  is  for  ye.  {Lugs  Clincher  out  of  the  Chair .^  and  throws  hint 
upon  the  Floor.)  Steer  away,  T^ortt. 

Wild.  What  the  Devil,  Mr.  Jubilee^  is  it  you  ? 

Par.  Blefs  me !  the  Gentleman's  dead  !  Murder  !  Murder ! 
Enter  Lurewell. 
'  liUre.  Prote^l  me  I  What's  the  matter,  Clincher  ? 

Par.  Mr.  Citncher^  are  yoU  dead,  Sir  > 

Clin.  Yes. 

Lure.  Oh!  then  'tis  well  enough. — Are  you  drunk,  Sir? 

Clin.  No. 

Lure.  Well!  certainly  I'm  the  moft  unfortunate  Woman  li- 
ving: All  my  Affairs,  all  my  Defigns,  all  my  Intrigues,  mifcar- 
ry. — Faugh  !  the  Beaft!  But,  Sir,  what's  the  matter  with  you^ 

Cltn.  Politicks. 

Par.  Where  have  you  been,  Sir  ? 
'Clin.  Shark! 

Lure.  What  fhall  we  do  with  him.  Parley"^.  If  the  CoUonel 
Ihou'd  come  home  now,  we  were  ruin'd. 
Enter  Standard. 

Oh  inevitable  Deftrudtion  ! 

Wild.  Ay,  ay ;  unlefs  I  relieve  her  now,  all  the  World  can't 
fave  her. 

Stand.  Blefs  me!  What's  here?  Who  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Clin.  Brandy. 

Stand.  See  there,  Madam  ! Behold  the  Man  that  you 

prefer  to  me !  And  fuch  as  He  are  all  thofe  Top-Gallant> 
that  daily  haunt  my  Houfe,  ruin  your  Honour,  and  difturb 

my  Quiet. 1  urge  not  the  facred  Bond  of  Marriage  ;  I'll 

wave  your  earned  Vows  of  Truth  to  me,  and  only  lay  the 

Q  Cafe 


38  Sir  Harry  Wildair  ;  being 

Cafe  111  equal  Balance ;  and  fee  whofe  Merit  bears  the  gfeatct 
weight,  his  or  mine. 
IVtld.  Well  argu'd,  Collonel. 

Stand.  Suppofe  your  felf  freely  difingag'd,  unmarry'd,  and 
to  make  a  choice  of  him  you  thought  moit  worthy  of  your 
Love;  Wou'd  you  prefer  a  Brute?  a  Monkey?  one  deftin'd 

only  for  the  Sport  of  Man  ? Yes ;  take  him  to  your  Bed ; 

there  let  the  Beafl  difgorge  his  fulfom  Load  in  your  fair,  lovely 
Bofom,  fnore  out  his  Palfion  in  your  foft  Embrace,  and  with 
the  Vapours  of  his  fick  Debauch,  perfume  your  fweet  Apart- 
ment. 

Lure.  Ah  naufeous !  naufeous !  Poyfon  ! 
Stand.  I  ne'er  was  taught  to  fet  a  value  on  my  felf:  But 
When  compar'd  to  him,  there  Modefly  muli  (loop,  and  In- 
dignation give  myV/ordsa  loofc,  to  tell  you.  Madam,  that  I 
am  a  Man  unblemifh'd  in  my  Honour,  have  nobly  ferv'd  my 
King  and  Country ;   and  for  a  Lady's  Service,  I  think  that 
Nature  has  not  been  defcclive. 
Wild.  Egad  I  fhou'd  think  fotoo;  the  Fellow's  well  made. 
Stand.  I'm  young  as  He,  my  Perfon  too  as  fair  to  outward 
view  ;  and  for  my  Mind,  I  thought  it  cou'd  diftinguifh  right, 
and  therefore  made  a  choice  of  you. —  Your  Sex  have  blefs'd 
our  Ifle  with  Beauty,  by  diiVant  Nations  priz'd ;   and  cou'd 
they  place  their  Loves  aright,  their  Lovers  might  acquire  the 
Envy  of  Mankind,  as  well  as  They  the  Wonder  of  the  World. 

i^J'ild.  Ay,  now  he  coaxes He  will  conquer  unlefs  I  re- 

^  lieve  her  in  time;  fhe  begins  to  melt  already. 

Starjd.  Add  to  all  this,  I  love  you  next  to  Heav'n ;  and  by 
that  Heav'n  I  fwear ,  the  conftant  ftudy  of  my  Days  and 
Nights  have  been  to  pleafe  my  deareft  Wife.  Your  Pleafure 
never  met  controul  from  me,  nor  your  Defires  a  Frown, 
I  never  mention'd  my  dillrufl-  before,  nor  will  I  now 
wrong*} our  difcretion,  fo  as  e'er  to  think  you  made  him  an 
Appointment. 

,    Lure.  Generous,  generous  Man !  (li-^eeps, 

■    I^'^jld.  Nay,  then  'tis  time  for  me ;  I  will  relieve  her — -— 
(He  flcals  out  of  the  Clvfet^  and  corni?ig  I?ehind  St^indard.,  claps  '^'/^ 

on  the  Shoulder.^  Collonel,  your  humble  Servant 

Stared.  Sir  Llarry^  how  came  you  hither  } 
Wild.  Ah,  poor  Fellow !  Thou  haft  got  thy  Load  with  a  wit- 
nefs ;  but  the  Wine  was  humming  ftrong.;  I  have  got  a  touch 
on't  my  it\t  {Reels  a  little. 

Stand.  Wine,  Sh  Harry!  What  Wine? 
14'ild.  Why,  'tW'Ai  uftv}  Burgundy^  heady  Stuff:  But  the  Dog 
was  foon  gone,  knock'd  under  preiently. 

Sta?id. 
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.  Stand,  What,  then  Mr.  Clmcher  was  with  you,  it  feems  ? 
Eh! 

If^ild.  Yes  faith,  we  have  been  together  all  this  Afternoon; 
'Tis  a  pleafant  foolifh  Fellow.  He  would  needs  give  me  a 
Welcome  to  Tpwn,  on  pretenc^^  of  hearing  all  the  News  from 
the  Jubilee.  The  Humour  was  new  to  me ;  fo  to't  we  went. 
But  'tis  a  weak-headed  Coxcomb;  two  or  three  Bum- 
pers did  his  Buiinefs. Ah,  Madam!   What  do  I  deferve 

for  this  ?  {AJide  to  Lurewell. 

Lure.  Look  ye  there,  Sir;  you  fee  how  Sir //^frrv  has  clear'd 

my  Innocence. I'm  obligM  t'ye,  Sir ;  but  I  mufl  leave  you 

to  make  it  out.  (To  Wild.^»/Ex. 

Stand.  Yes,  yes ;  he  has  clear'd  you  wonderfully. But 

pray.  Sir. 1  fuppofe  you  can  inform  me  how  Mr.  C//»^/^fr 

came  into  my  Houfe  ?  Eh  ! 

l4-^ild.  Ay :  Why,  you  muft  know,  that  the  Fool  got  pre- 
fently  as  drunk  as  a  Drum ;  fo  I  had  him  tumbl'd  into  a 
Chair,  and  order'd  the  Fellows  to  carry  him  home.  Now  you 
muft  know,  he  lodges  but  three  Doors  off;  but  the  Boobies , 
it  feems,  miftook  the  Door,  and  brought  him  in  here,  like  a 
Brace  of  Loggerheads. 

Stayed.  O,  yes  ;  fad  Loggerheads,  to  miftake  a  Door  in 

James  Street  for  a  Houfe  in  Covent-Garden. Here 

E72ter  Servants. 

Take  away  that  Brute. {Servants  carry  o^f  Clincher. 

And  you  fay  'twas  new  Burgundy.^  Sir  Harr\\  very  ftrong. 

IVtld.  'Egad,  there  is  fome  Trick  in  this"Matter,and  I  fhall- 
be  difcover'd.  {Ajide.)  Ay,  Collonel ;  but  I  mull  be  gone  : 
I'm  engag'd  to  meet Collonel,  I'm  your  humble  Ser- 
vant. {Going. 

Stand.  But,  Sir  /f^^r^•, Where's  your  Har,  Sir? 

U'lld.    Oh  Morbleaii !    Thcfe  Hats,   Gloves,  Canes,  and 
r  Swords,  are  the  ruin  of  all  our  Dcligns.  '  {Ajide. 

j       Stand.  But  Where's  your  Hat,  Sir  Harry  ? 
'       IVild.  I'll  never  intrigue  again  with  any  thing  about  me  but. 

what  is  juft  bound  to  my  Body.     How  IJiall  I  come  off? 

Hark  ye,  Collonel,  in  your  Ear;  I  would  not  have  your  La- 
dy hear  it. You  muft  know,  juft  as  I  came  into  the  Room 

here,  v.-hat  Ihou'd  I  fpy  but  a  great  Moufe  running  acrofs  that 
Clofet-door.  I  took  no  notice,  for  fear  your  Lady  (liould  be 
frighted,  but  with  all  my  force  (  d'ye  fee, )  I  flung  my  Hat  at 
it,  and  fo  threw  it  into  the  Clofet,  and  there  it  lies. 

Stand.  And  fo,  thinking  to  kill  the  Moufe,  you  tiung  your 
Hat  into  that  Clofet. 

O  2  mid. 
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IVM.  Ay,  Ay;  that  was  all.     Til  go  fetch  it. 

Stand.  No,  Sir  i/^rry,  ril  brmg  it  out.     [Goes  info  the  Clofe't. 

IVtld.  Now  have  I  told  a  matter  of  twenty  Lies  in  a  Breath. 

Stand.  Sir  Harry !  is  this  the  Moufe  that  you  threw  your 

Hat  at  ^  [Standard  ^o/^^J"  in  with  the  Hat  in  one  Hand.,  and 

ha;vjling  in  the  Marquis  with  the  other. 

Wild,  rm  amaz'd ! 

Mar.  Pardie,  I'm  amaze  too. 

Stand.  Look'e,  Monfieur  Marquis,  as  for  your  part,  I  fhall 
cut  your  Throat,  Sir. 

IVild.  Give  me  leave,  I  mufl:  cut  his  Throat  firft. 

Mar.  Wat !  Bote  cut  my  Troat !  Begar,  Meflieurs,  I  have 
but  one  Troat. 

Enter  Parley,  and  runs  to  Standard.  i 

Var.  Sir,  the  Monfieur  is  innocent ;  he  came  upon  another 
Defign.  My  Lady  begins  to  be  penitent,  and,  if  you  make 
any  Noife,  'twill  fpoil  all.  , 

Stand.  Look'e,  Gentlemen,  I  have  too  great  a  Confidence  \ 
in  the  Virtue  of  my  Wife,  to  think  it  in  the  Power  of  you,  or 
you,  Sir,  to  wrong  my  Honour :  But  I  am  bound  to  guard 
her  Reputation,  fo  that  no  Attempts  be  made  that  may  pro- 
voke a  Scandal :  Therefore,  Gentlemen,  let  me  tell  you,  'tis 
time  to  defift.  {Exit. 

Wild.  Ay,  ay ;  fo  'tis  faith.  Come,  Monfieur ,  I  muft 
talk  with  you,  Sir,  {Exeunt, 


ACT 
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ACT    V. 
SCENE  Standards  Houfe. 

Enter  Standard  and  Fireball. 
Stand.  TN  fhort,  Brother,  a  Man  may  talk  till  Doomfday  of 
-■-  Sin,  Hell,  and  Damnation;  but  your  Rhetorick  will 
ne'er  convince  a  Lady  that  there's  any  thing  of  a  Devil  in  a 
handfome  Fellow  with  a  fine  Coat,  You  muft  fliew  the  Cloven- 
foot,  expofe  the  Brute,  as  I  have  done ;  and  tho'  her  Vertue 
lleeps,  her  Pride  w^ill  furely  take  th'z^larm. 

Ftre.  Ay,  but  if  you  had  let  me  cut  off  one  of  the  Rogue's 
Ears  before  you  fent  him  away. 

Stand,  No,  no ;  the  Fool  has  ferv'd  my  turn,  without  the 
Scandal  of  a  publick  Refentment ;  and  the  Etfeft  has  fhewn. 
that  my  Delign  was  right ;  I've  touch'd  her  very  Heart,  and 
Ihe  relents  apace. 

Enter  Lurewell  running. 

Lure,  Ohl  My  Dear,  fave  me!  I'm  frighted  out  of  my 
Life. 

Ftre.  Blood  and  Fire !  Madam,  who  dare  touch  you  ? 

SJDra-vJs  his  Sword  andftands  before  her. 

Lure.  Oh,  Sir!  A  Ghofl !  A  Ghofl '  I  havefeen  it  twice. 

Fire.  Nay  then,  we  Soldiers  have  nothing  to  do  with  Ghofls ; 
fend  for  the  Parfon.  [^Sheaths  his  Sword. 

Stand.  'Tis  Fancy,  my  Dear,  nothing  but  Fancy. 

Lure.  Oh  dear  Collonel !  I'll  never  lie  alone  again ;  I'm 
frighted  to  Death ;  I  faw  it  twice ;  twice  it  ftalk'd  by  my 
Chamber-door ,  and  with  a  hollow  Voice  utter'd  a  piteous 
Groan. 

Stand.  This  is  flrangc !  Ghofts  by  Day-light ! Com.e, 

my  Dear,  along  with  me;   don't  fhrink,  we'll  fee  to  find 
this  Ghoft.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Street, 

Enter  Wildair,  Marquis,  and  Dicjcy, 
Wtld.  Dicky ! 
Dick.  Sir. 

IVild.  Do  you  remember  any  thing  of  a  thoufand  Pounds 
lent. to  my  Wit^iaMontpelier  by  a  B^^cb  Gentlenicin  ^ 

O  3  Mar. 
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Mar.  Ouy,  Monfieur  Dicky ^  you  remembre  de  Gentilman, 
he  was  one  Marquis. 

Dick.  Marqui,  Sir  !  I  think,  for  my  part,  that  all  the  Men 
m  France  are  Marqui's.  We  met  above  athoufand  Marqui's,> 
buc  the  Devil  a  one  of  'emcou'dlend  athoufand  Pence,  much 
lefs  a  thoufand  Pound. 

Mar.  Morbleu,  qui  dit  vous,  Bougre  le  Chien  ? 

Wild.  Hold,  Sir,  pray  anfvver  me  one  Queftion  .^  What  made* 
you  fly  your  Country  ? 

Mar.  My  Religion,  Monfieur. 

Wild.  So  you  fled  for  your  Religion  out  o?  France-.,  and  arei' 
a  dov^^nright  Atheift  in  Englandl  A  very  tender  Confciencc 
truly! 

Mar.  Begar,  Monfieur ,  my  Confcience  be  de  ver'  tcndre ; 
he  no  futfre  not  his  Maflre  to  ftarve,  pardie. 

Wild.  Come,  Sir,  no  Ceremony;  refund. ' 

Mar.  Refunde!  Vat  is  dat  refunde?  Parlex  Franpis., 
Monfieur  > 

Wtld.  No,  Sir ;  I  tell  you  in  plain  EKgUp.^  return  niy  Mot 
Bey,  or  I'll  lay  you  by  the  Heels. 

Mar.  Oh  !  Begar  dere  is  the  Anglis-man  now.  Dere  is  de. 
Lawforme.  DeLaw!  Ecout, Monfieur  Sir  y^rrj — — Voyez 

^a De  France  Marquis  fcorn  de  Law.     My  Broder  lend 

your  Vife  de  Money,  and  here  is  my  Witnefs.  {Draws. 

Wild.  Your  Evidence,  Sir,  is  very  pofitive,  and  fhall  be  ex- 
amined :  But  this  is  no  place  to  try  the  Caufe;  we'll  crofs 
the  Park  into  the  Fields ;  you  fhall  throw  down  the  Money  be- 
tween us,  and  the  bed  Title,  upon  a  fair  hearing,  fhall  take 
it  up. Allons !  {Exit, 

Mar.  Oh!  De  tout  mon  coeuto Allons!  Fient  a  la 

tate,  begar.  {Extt. 

■      SCENE,  Lure  weir  J ///^r/»2^;^/. 

Enter  Lnrewell  and  Parley. 

Lure.  Pfhaw  !   I'm  fuch  a  frightful  Fool  1   'Twas  tiothi-ng.- 

but  a  Fancy Come,  P^r/n-,  get  me  Pen  and  Ink,  FlI 

divert  it.  Sir  Harry  fhall  know  what  a  Wife  he  had,  I'm  re- 
folv'd.  Tho'  he  wou'd  not  hear  me  fpeak,  he'll  read  my  Let- 
ter fure.  {Sits  down  to  write, 

■Ghofl.  {From  withw. Hold. 

Lure.  Protect  me  I — .^Parlev.,  don't  Icayc  me. But  I 

wc/Vt  mind  it.i  ,       ,     ./  , 

'^Ghojh  Hold/ 
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Lure.  Defend  me  !  Don't  you  hear  a  Voice  ? 

Far.  I  thought  fo,  Madam. 

Lure.  It  call'd  hold.     I'll  venture  once  more. 

{Sits  down  to  vjr'tte, 
Ghojl.  Difturb  no  more  the  Quiet  of  the  Dead. 
Lure,  Now  'tis  plain.     I  heard  the  Words. 
Par.  Deliver  us,  Madam,  and  forgive  us  our  Sins !  What 
is  it  > 

Qhoft  enters.^  Lurewell  and  Parley  y/^nV/',  and  run  to  a  Corner  of 
the  Stage. 
Qhoft.  Behold  the  airy  Form  of  v>Tong'd^i/^^r/;V<7, 

Forc'd  from  the  Shades  below  to  vindicate  her  Fame, 

Forbear,  malicious  Woman,  thus  to  load 

With  fcandalous  Reproach  the  Grave  of  Innocence^ 

Repent,  vain  Woman ! 

Thy  Matrimonial  Vow  is  reglfler'd  above, 

And  all  the  Breaches  of  that  foiemn  Faith 

Are  regiller'd  below.     I'm  fent  to  warn  thee  to  re-' 

pent. 
Forbear  to  wrong  thy  injur'd  Husband's  Bed, 
Difturb  no  more  the  Quiet  of  the  Dead,  {Stalks  off, 
(Lurewell  fwvons.^  and  Parley  fu^ports  her, 
Par.  Help !  help  !  help  ! 

Enter  Standard  <z;?i  Fireball. 
Stand.  Blefs  us !  What,  fainting  !  What's  the  matter  } 
Fire.  Breeding,  breeding.  Sir. 

Par.  Oh,  Sir !  VvVre  frighted  to  Death ;  here  has  been  the 
Ghoft  again. 
Stand.  Ghoft  !  Why  you're  mad,  fure  !  What  Ghoft  ? 
Par.  The  Gholl  oi  Angelica ^  Sir  Harry  H'UdairsWi^Q, 
Stand.  Angelica. 
.    Par.  Yes,  Sir ;  and  here  it  preach'd  to  us  the  Lord  knows 
what,  and  murder'd  my  Miftrefs  with  mere  Morals. 
Fire.  A  good  hearing,  Sir; 'twill  do  her  good. 
Stand,  l^ake  her  in,  Parley.        (Parley  leads  out  LureweJI. 
What  can  this  mean,  Brother .'' 

Fire.  The  meaning's  plain.  There's  adefign  of  Communis 
cation  between  your  Wife  and  Sir  Harry ;  fo  his  Wife  is  come 
to  forbid  the  Bans,  that's  all. 

Stand.  No,  jio.  Brother.  If  I  may  be  injduc'd  to  believe 
the  walking  of  Gholls,  I  rather  fancy  that  the  rattle-headed 
Fellow  her  Husband  has  broke  the  poor  Lady's  Heart;  which^ 
together  with  the  Indignity  of  her  Burial ,  has  made  her  un-» 
eafie  in  her  Grave. — -But  whatever  be  the  caufc,  it's  fit  we 
immediately  find  out  Sir  Harry y  and  inform  him-         {Exeunt. 

O  4  SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E  2J^f  ParL  ^  j| 

Company  walking ;  Wildair  and  Marquis  paffing  hajlily  over  the 
Stage^  one  calls. 

Lord.  Sir  Harry, 

Wild.  My  Lord  ? Monfieur,  Fll  follow  you,  Sir. 

\_Exit  Marquisv 
'.    Lo.  I  muft  talk  with  you,  Sir. 

Wild.  Pray,  my  Lord,  let  it  be  very  fliort,  for  I  was  never  „ 
in  more  hafte  in  my  Life.  j 

Lo.  May  I  prefume.  Sir,  to  enquire  the  Caufe  that  detain'd* 
you  fo  late  laft  Night  at  my  Houfe  ? 

Wild.  More  Mifchief  again '. Perhaps,  my  Lord,  I  may^ 

not  prefume  to  inform  you.  j 

Lo.  Then  perhaps,  Sir,  I  may  prefume  to  extort  it  front 
you.  _ 

Wild.  Look  yc,  my  Lord,  don't  frown ;  it  fpoils  your  Face,  \ 

» But  if  yQu  j;j^ui]-  know,  your  Lady  owes  me  two  hun- 1- 

dred  Guineas,  and  that  Sum  I  will  prefume  to  extort  from  I 
your  Lordlhip. 

Lo.  Two  hundred  Guineas !  Have  you  any  thing  to  Ihew  ' 
for  it  .>  i 

Wild.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Shew  for  it,  my  Lord,  I  Ihew'd  Quint  i 
and  Quatorz  for  it ;  and  to  a  Man  of  Honour,  that's  as  firm  i 
as  a  Bond  and  Judgment.  ] 

Lo.  Come,  Sir,  this  wo'n't  pafs  upon  me;  I'm  a  Man  of  i 
Honour.  '   j 

Wild.  Honour !  Ha,  ha,  ha!- 'Tis  very  flrange !  Thaf  \ 

fomc  Men,  tho'  their  Education  be  never  fo  Gallant,  will 

ne'er  learn  Breeding ! — Look  ye,  my  Lord,  when  you 

and  I  were  under  the  Tuition  of  our  Governours,  and  convers'd 
only  with  old  Cicero.^  Livy^  Virgil^  Plutarch.,  and  tlie  like; 
why  then  fuch  a  Man  was  a  Villain,  and  fuch  a  one  was  a 
Man  of  Honour  :  But  now,  that  I  have  known  the  Court, 
a  little  of  what  they  call  the  Beaumonde.,  and  the  Belle- 
^fpnt.,^  I  find  that  Honour  looks  as  ridiculous  as  Roman 
Buskins  upon  your  Lordlhip,  or  my  full  Peruke  upon  Scipio 
yi fir  ic  anus.. 

Lo.  Why  ftou'd  you  think  fo,  Sir.^ 

Wild.  Becaufe  the  World's  improv'd,  my  Lord,  and  we 
firid  that  this  Honour  is  a  very  troublefome  and  impertinent 

|:hing.- Can't  we  live  together  like  good  Neighbours  and 

Chri/lians,  as  they  do  in  France  "i  I  lend  you  my  Coach,  I 
t»orrow  yours ;   you  dine  with  me,  I  fup  with  you ;  I  lie 
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with  your  Wife,    and  you  lie  with  mine. Honour! 

That's  fuch  an  Impertinence! Pray,  my    Lord,  hear 

me.  What  does  your  Honour  think  of  murdering  your  Friend's 
Reputation  >  Making  a  Jed  of  his  Misfortunes  ?  Cheating  him 
at  Cards,  debauching  his  Bed,  or  the  like? 

Lo.  Why  rank  Villainy. 

Wild.  Pi(h !  Pifh  !  Nothing  but  good  Manners,  Excefs  of 
Jl^od  Manners.     Why,  youha'n'tbeenat  Court  lately.  There 

'tis  the  only  Praclice  to  fhew  our  Wit  and  Breeding. As 

for  Inftance.  Your  Friend  refle6ls  upon  you  when  abfent, 
becaufe  'tis  good  Manners ;  rallies  you  whenprefent,  becaufe 
'tis  witty  ;  cheats  you  at  Piquet,  to  Ihew  he  has  been  in 
France  ;  and  lies  "with  your  Wife ,  to  fhew  he's  a  Man  of 
Quality 

Lo.  Very  well,  Sir. 

Wild,  Inihort,  miy  Lord,  you  have  a  wrong  Notion  of  things, 
Shou'd  a  Man  with  a  handfome  Wife  revenge  all  Affronts 
ione  to  his  Honour,  poor  White^  Chaves^  Morris^  Locket.,  Paw^ 
(et^  and  Pontack.,  were  utterly  ruin'd. 

Lo.  How  fo.  Sir  ? 

IVild.  Becaufe,  my  Lord,  you  mufl:  run  all  their  Cullomers 
^uite  through  the  Body.  Were  it  not  for  abuiing  your  Men 
)f  Honour,  Taverns,  and  Chocolate-Houfes  cou'd  not  fubfift  ; 
md  were  there  but  a  round  Tax  laid  upon  Scandal,  and  falfe 
•'oliticks,  we  Men  of  Figure  wou'd  tinditmuch  heavier  than 
bur  Shillings  in  the  Pound.  —  Come,  come,  my  Lord,  no 
nore  on't,  forfhame;  your  Honour  is  fafe  enough,  for  I  have 
heKeyof  its  Back-door  in  my  Pocket.  \^Runs  off. 

Lo.  Sir,  Ifhall  meet  you  another  time.  [£jf//„ 

SCENE    the  Fields. 

^nter  Marquis  with  a  Servant  carrying  his  fighting  Equipage^ 
Pumps .^  Cap.,  &c.    He  drejjes  htmjelf  accordingly^  and ftotirijhes 

about  the  Stage. 

^  Mar.  Sa,  fa,  fa,  fient  a  la  Tate.  Sa,  Embaracade  ;  Quart 
iir  redouble.     Hey ! 

Enter  Wild  air. 

JVdd.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ;  the  Devil  !  Mud  I  fight  with  a  Tum- 
ier  ?  Thefe  French  are  as  great  Fops  in  their  Quarrels,  as  in 
leir  iimours- 

Mar,  AllQus !  Allans  '   Stripe,  ftripc. 

Wdd, 
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JVtld.  No,  no,  Sir,  I  never  ftrip  to  engage  a  Man  ;  I  fight 
as  I  dance.  —  Come,  Sir,  down  with  the  Money. 

Mar.  Dere  it  is,  pardie.  [^Lays  down  the  Bag  between  V«2.] 
Allons !  — 

Enter  Dicky,  and  gives  Wildair  a  Gun, 
Morbleu  !  que  fa  ? 

IVild.  Now,  Monfieur,  if  you  offer  to  flir,  I'll  fhoot  you 
through  the  Head.  — Dicky,  take  up  the  Money  and  carryili 
home. 

DicL  Here  it  is,  faith  :  And  ifmyMafter  bekill'd,  the  Mo- 
ney's my  own. 

Mar.  Oh  Morbleu!  de  Anglis-man  beone  Co^vard. 

IVild.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Where  is  your  France  Politique,  now  >| 
Come  J  Monfieur,  you  mufl  know  I  fcorn  to  fight  any  Man 
for  my  own :  but  now  we're  upon  the  level ;  and  fince  you 
havebeen  at  the  trouble  of  putting  on  your  Habiliments,  ImuO 
requite  your  Pains.    So  come  on,  Sir. 

[^Lays  down  the  Gun.^  and  ufes  his  Sword, 

Mar.  Come  on  !  For  wat  ?  Wen  de  Money  is  gone  !  Dc 
France-man  fight  where  dere  is  no  Profit  !  Pardonnez  moy,; 
pardie.  [Sits  down  to  pull  off  his  Pumps, 

Wild.  Hold,  hold,  Sir  ;  you  mud  fight.  Tell  me  howyou; 
came  by  this  Pidure  } 

Mar.  {Starting  up.']  Wy  den,  begar,  Monfieur  Chevalier, 
fince  de  Money  be  gone,  me  will  fpeak  de  veritie  ; Par- 
die,  Monfieur,  me  did  make  de  Cuckleof  you,  and  your  Vife 
fend  me  de  Pidure  for  my  Pain. 

M^tld.  Look  ye,  Sir,  if  I  thought  you  had  Merit  enough  to 
gain  a  Lady's  Heart  from  me,  I  wou'd  fhake  Hands  immedi- 
ately, and  be  Friends :  But  as  I  believe  you  to  be  a  vain  fcan- 
dalous  Lyar,  Pll  cut  your  Throat.  [They  fight. 

Enter  Standard  and  Fireball,  who  part"* em. <^ 

Stand.  Hold,  hold,  Gentlemen. -^^^ Brother,  fecure  the 

Marquis. Come,   Sir  Harry,  put  up;   I  have  fomething  to 

fay  to  you  very  fcrious. 

IVild.  Say  it  quickly  then  ;  for  I  am  a  little  out  of  Humour, 
^nd  want  fomething  to  make  me  laugh. 

\_As  they  talk,  tli^xQ^m^s  drejfies,  andF'irehaW  helps  him,. 

Stand.  Will  what's  very  ferious  make  you  laugh  ? 

mid.  Moft  of  all. 

Stand.  Pfiiaw  !  Pray,  Sir  Harry,  tell  me  what  m.ade  yotij 
leave  your  Wife  .^  '' 

IVtld.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  I  knew  it.  —  Pray,  Collonel,.  wha' 
makes  you  ftay  with  your  Wife  ^ 
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Stand,  Nay,  but  pray  anfw'er  me  diredly  ;  I  beg  it  as  a 
Favour. 

U'^^ild.  Why  then,  Collonel,  you  muft  know  we  were  a  pair 
dF  the  moft  happy,  toying,  foolifh  People  in  the  World,  till 
[he  got,  I  don't  know  how,  a  Crotchet  of  Jealoulie  in  her 
Head.  This  made  her  frumpifh  ;  but  we  had  ne'er  an  angry 
Word  :    She  only  fell  a  crying  over  Night,  and  I  went  for 

fiflb/vnext  Morning. Butpray  no  more  on't. Are  you 

lurl:,  Monfieur  ?" 

Stand.  But,  Sir  Harry,  you'll  be  ferious  when  1  tell  you  thai 
ler  Ghofl  appears. 

IVtld.  Her  Ghoil !  Ha,  ha,  ha.    That's  pleafant,  faith. 

Stand.  As  fure  as  Fate,  it  walks  in  my  Houfe. 

If^i/d.  In  your  Houfe  I  come  along!  Collonel.  By  the  Lard 
;'ll  kifs  it.  {Exeunt  Wild  and  Stand, 

Mar.  Monfieur  le  Capltain,  Adieu. 

Ttre    Adieu!  No,  Sir,  you  fhall  follow  Sir  Harry. 

Mar.  For  wat  ? 

Fire.  For  what !  Why,  d'ye  think  I'm  fuch  a  Rogue  as  to 
)art  a  couple  of  Gentlemen  when  they're  fighting,  and  not 
ee  'em  make  an  end  on'c  ;  I  think  it  a  lefs  Sin  to  part  Maa 
Hid  Wiit.  — Come  along,  Sir. 

(E^it  prilling  MonJiem\ 

SCENE,  Standard'/  Houfe. 

I  Enter  Wildair  and  Standard. 

\  Wild.  Well  then  ;  this,  it  feems,   is  the  inchanted  Cham- 

)er.     The  Ghofl  has  pitch'd  upon  a  handfpme  Apartment 

lowever. Well,  Collonel,  When  do  you  intend  to  be-: 

;inP 

Stand.  Wh^t,  Sir> 

Wild.  To  laugh  at  m^e  ;  I  know  you  defign  it. 

Stand,  Ha  I  By  all  that's  pov/crful  there  it  is. 

Ghofl  walks  crofs  the  Stage. 

Wild.  The  Devil  it  is  —  Emh  !  Blood,  I'll  fpeak  to't.— - 
^ous,  Mademoifelle  Ghofl,  parley  vous  Franpis  ?  —  No  ! 
^ark  ye,  Mrs.  Ghoft,  will  your  Ladyfhip  be  pleas'd  to  in- 
orm  us  who  you  are,  that  we  may  pay  you  the  Refpcft  due 
0  your  Quality.  {Ghofl  returns. 

Ghofl.  I  am  the  Spirit  of  thy  departed  Wife. 

W/ld.  Are  you,  faith!  Why  then  here's  the  Body  of  thy 
iving  Husband,  and  fland  me  if  you  dare.  {Runs  to  her. 
nd  embraces  her.  — -  Ha  !    'tis  Subilance ,    I'm  fure.  —  But 

hold, 
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hold,  Lady  Ghoft,  ftand  off  a  little^  and  tell  me  in  good  ear- 
neft  now,  whether  you  are  alive  or  dead  ? 

Ang.  [Throwing  off  her  ShrowdJ] — Alive!  alive!  {^Rumand 
throws  her  Arms  about  his  Neck^^  and  never  liv'd  fo  much  as 
in  this  moment. 

Wild.  What  d'ye  think  of  the  Ghoft  now,  Collonel  ?  {She 
hangs  upon  him.']  Is  it  not  a  very  loving  Ghoil  ? 

Sia?2d,  Amazement ! 

JVild.  Ay,  'tis  Amazement,  truly  —  Look  ye,  Madam,  I 
hate  to  converfe  fo  familiarly  with  Spirits  :  Pray  keep  your 
diftance. 

Ang.  I  am  alive,  indeed  I  am. 

IVi/d.  I  don't  believe  a  Word  on't.  [Moving  av/ay.\ 

Stand.  Sir  Harry^  you're  more  afraid  now  than  before.         ,1 

Wild,  Ay,  moft  Men  are  more  afraid  of  a  living  Wife' 
than  a  dead  one. 

Stand.  'Tis  good  Manners  to  leave  you  together  however. 

[_Exit. 

Ang.  'Tis  unkind,  my  Dear,  after  fo  long  and  tedious  an 
Abfence,  to  aft  the  Stranger  fo.  I  now  Ihall  die  in  earned, 
and  muft  for  ever  vanifli  from  your  Sight. 

[J^eeping  and  going. 

Wild.  Hold,  hold.  Madam.  Don't  be  angry,  my  Dear ; 
you  took  me  unprovided :  Had  you  but  fent  me  word  of  your 
coming,  1  had  got  three  or  four  Speeches  out  oi  Oroonoko^^n^ 
the  Mourning  Bride  upon  this  Occafion,  that  wou'd  have 
charm'd  your  very  Heart.  But  we'll  do  as  well  as  we  can  ; 
rU  have  the  Mulick  from  both  Houfes  ;  Pawlet  and  Locket 
ihall  contrive  forourTaife;  we'll  charm  our  Ears  with  Al?el\ 
Voice  ;  feaft  our  Eyes  with  one  another  ;  and  thus,  with  all 
our  Senfes  tun'd  to  Love,  we'll  hurl  off  our  Cloaths,  leap 
into  Bed,  and  there,— Look  ye,  Madam,  if  I  don't  wel- 
come you  home  with  Raptures  more  natural  and  more  moving 
than  all  the  Plays  in  Chriftendom. —  Pll  fay  no  more. 

Ang.  As  mad  as  ever. 

M^'ild.  Buteafemy  Wonder  firft,  and  let  me  know  the  Rid- 
dle of  your  Death. 

Ang.  Your  unkind  Departure  hence,  and  your  avoiding 
me  abroad  made  me  refolve,  iince  I  cou'd  not  live  with| 
you,  to  die  to  ail  the  World  belides ;  I  fancy'd,  that  tho'  it; 
exceeded  the  force  of  Love,  yet  the  Power  of  Grief  perhaps' 
might  change  your  Humour,  and  therefore  had  it  given  out 
that  I  dy'd  in  France  ;  my  Sicknefs  at  Montpelter.,  which  in- 
deed was  next  to  Death,  and  the  Affront  offer'd  to  the  Body 
of  our  AmbafTador's  Chaplain   at   Farisj  conduc'd  to  have 

my 
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my  Burial  private.  This  deceiv'd  my  Retinue ;  and  by  the 
Alliilance  of  my  Woman,  and  your  faithful  Servant,  I  got 
into  Man's  Cloaths,  came  home  into  England^  and  fent  hini 
to  obferve  your  Motions  abroad,  with  Orders  not  to  undeceive 
you  till  your  Return. — Here  I  met  you  in  the  Quality  of 
Beau  Banter^  your  bufie  Brother,  under  which  Difguifelhave 
dilappointed  your  Defign  upon  my  Lady  Lurcwell ;  and  in 
the  Form  of  a  Gholl,  have  revengM  the  Scandal  fhe  this  Day- 
threw  upon  me,  and  have  frighted  her  fufficiently  from  lying 
alone.  I  did  refolve  to  have  frighted  you  likewife,  but  you 
were  too  hard  for  me. 

Wild.  How  weak,  how  fqueamifh,  and  how  fearful  are 
Women  when  they  want  to  be  humour'd  !  and  how  extrava- 
gant, how  daring,  and  how  provoking,  when  they  get  the  im- 
pertinent Maggot  in  their  Head! — But  by  what  means,  my 
Dear,  could  you  purchafe  this  double  Difguife  ?  How  came 
you  by  my  Letter  to  my  Brother  ? 

Ang,  By  intercepting  all  your  Letters  fince  I  came  home. 
But  for  my  Ghoftly  Contrivance,  good  Mrs.  P^r/e-^  (mov'dby 
;he  Juftneis  of  my  Caufe,  and  a  Bribe)   was  my   chief  En- " 
^ineer. 

Enter  Fireball  and  Marquis. 

Ftre.  Sir  Harry ^  if  you  have  a  mind  to  fight  it  out,  there's 
your  Man ;  if  not,  I  have  difcharg'd  my  Trull. 

Wild.  Oh,  Monfieur!  Wo'n't  you  falute  your  Miftrefs,  Sir  1^ 

Mar.  Oh,  Morbleu  !  Begar  me  muti  run  to  fome  oder 
!^ountry  now  for  my  Religion. 

A/ig.  Oh  I  what  the /It'^^i-^  Marquis !  I  know  him. 

Wtld.  Ay,  ay,  my  Dear,  you  do  know  him,  and  I  can't  be 
Jigry,  becaufe  'tis  the  Falhion  for  Ladies  to  know  every  body : 
3ut  methinks.  Madam,  that  Picture  now  !  Hantc  it,  conii- 
lering  'twas  my  Gift,  you  might  have  kept  it, — But  no  mat- 
er ;  my  Neighbours  ihall  pay  for't. 

Ang.  Picture,  my  Dear!  Cou'd  you  think  I  e'er  wou'd  part 
vith  that  >  No  ;  of  all  my  Jewels,  this  alone  I  kept,  'caufe 
.was  given  by  you .  {^Shews  the  Figure, 

Wild.  Eh  !  Wonderful !  -—  And  what's  this  > 

\_Pullmg  out  f  other  Pidure. 

Ang,  They're  very  much  alike. 

Wtld.  So  like,  that  one  might  fairly  pafs  for  t'other 

^oniieur  Marquis,  ecoiite.  —  You  did  lie  wid  my  Vife,  and 
le  did  give  you  de  Fixture  for  your  Pain.  Eh  !  Come,  Sir, 
id  to  your  France  Politique  a  little  of  your  Native  Impudence, 
ad  tell  us  plainly  how  you  came  by't, 

r  Mar. 
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Mar.  Bagar,  Monfieur  Chevalier,   wen  de  France-men  can 

tell  no  more  Lie,  den  vill  hctellTrute. 1  was  acquaint 

widdePaintre  dat  draw  your  Lady's  Pi6lure,  an  I  give  him  ten 

Piftole  for  de  Copy. An  fo  me  have  de  Pi6lure  of  all  de 

Beauty  in  London  ;  and  by  dis  Politique,   me  have  de  Reputa- 
tion to  lie  wid  dem  all. — 

Vl^tld.  When  perhaps  your  Pleafure  never  reach'd  above  a 
Pit-Mafque  in  your  Life. 

Mar.  An  begar,  for  dat  matre,  de  natre  of  Women,  a  Pit^ 
Mafqueis  as  good  as  de  bed.  De  Pleafure  is  noting,  de  Glo- 
ry is  all,  Alamode  de  France.  {Struts  out. 

IVild.  Go  thy  ways  for  a  true  Pattern  of  the  Vanity,  Imper- 
tinence, Subtlety,  and  Oftentation  of  thy  Country —  Look 
ye  Captain,  give  me  thy  Hand ;  once  I  was  a  Friend  to  France-^ 
but  henceforth  I  promife  to  facrifice  my  Fafhions,  CoacheSj 
Wigs,  and  Vanity,  toHorfes,  Arms,  and  Equipage,  andferve 
my  King  in  propria  perfona^  to  promote  a  vigorous  War,  if 
there  be  occalion. 

Fire.  Bravely  faid,  Sir  Harry  :  And  if  all  the  Beaux  in  the 
Side-boxes  were  of  your  mind,  we  would  fend  'em  back  their 
UAbbe^  and  Balon^  and  fhew  'em  a  new  Dance  to  the  Tune 
of  Harry  the  Fifth. 

Enter  Standard,  Lurewell,  Dicky,  and  Parley. 

Wild.  Oh  CoUonel  !  Such  Difcoverics  ! 

Stand.  Sir,  I  have  heard  all  from  your  Servant;  honcftD/V/^_y 
has  told  me  the  whole  Story. 

l^^tld.  Why  then  let  Dicky  run  for  the  Fiddles  immediately. 

Dick.  Oh.,  Sir;  I  knew  vi^hat  it  would  come  to  ;  they're  here 
already.  Sir. 

l^^ild.  Then,  Collonel,  we'll  havea  new  Wedding,  and  be- 
gin it  with  a  Dance.  —  Strike  up.  [A  Dance  here. 

Stand.  Now,  Sir  Harr\\  we  have  retriev'd  our  Wives ;  yours 
from  Death,  and  mine  from  the  Devil ;  andtheyare  atprefent 
very  honeft.     But  how  fhall  we  keep 'em  fo  ? 

Ang.  By  being  good  Husbands,  Sir ;  and  the  great  Secret 
for  keeping  Matters  right  in  Wedlock,  is  never  to  quarrel  witli 
your  Wives  for  Trifles :  For  we  are  but  Babies  at  beft,  and 
mufl  have  our  Play-things,  our  Longings,  our  Vapours,  oui 
Frights,  our  Monkeys,  our  China,  our  Fafliions,  our  Wafhes. 
pur  Patches,  our  Waters,  our  Tattle  and  Impertinence;  there- 
fore, I  fay,  'tis  better  to  let  a  Woman  play  the  Fool,  than  pro- 
voke her  to  play  the  Devil. 

Lure.  And  another  Rule,  Gentlemen,  let  me  advifeyouto 
obferve,  never  to  be  jealous;  or  if  you  fhou'd,  befurenevei 
to  let  your  Wife  think  you  fufpcd  her  ;  for  we  are  more  re- 

llrain'c,, 
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ftrain'd  by  the  Scandal  of  the  Lewdnefs,  than  by  the  Wicked- 
nefs  of  the  Fa6l  ;  when  once  a  Woman  has  born  the  Shame 
of  a  Whore,  fhe'll  difpatch  you  the  Sin  in  a  moment. 

Wild,  We're  oblig'd  to  you,  Ladies,  for  your  Advice;  and 
in  return,  give  me  leave  to  give  you  the  Definition  of  a  good 
V^iit^  in  the  Chara6ler  of  my  own. 

The  Wit  of  her  Converfation  never  out-ftrips  the  Conduct 
of  her  Behaviour  :  She's  affable  to  all  Men,  free  with  no  Man, 
and  only  kind  to  me  :  Often  chearful,  fometimes  gay,  and 
always  pleas'd,  but  when  I  amc  angry  ;  then  forry,  not  ful- 
len :  The  Park,  Play-houfe,  and  Cards,  fhe  frequents  in  com- 
pliance with  Cuftom  ;  but  her  Diverlionsoflnclinationarcat 
home  :  She's  more  cautious  of  a  remarkable  Woman,  than  of 
a  noted  Wit,  well  knowing  that  the  Infedionofher  own  Sex 
is  more  catching  than  the  Temptation  of  ours :  To  all  this,  (he 
is  beautiful  to  a  Wonder,  fcorns  all  Devices  that  engage  a 
Gallant,  and  ufes  all  Arts  to  pleafe  her  Husband. 

So  fpight  of  Satyr  ^gainjl  a  marrfd  Life^ 
A  Man  js  truly  blcjt  with  fuch  a  Wife, 


FINIS. 


EPILOGUE: 

By  a  Friend. 


ifEntre  bleu !  vere  is  d'ls  dam  Poet  ?  vere  fp 

^    Garzoon}  mez'il  cut  off  all  his  two  Ear:          J» 

Je  fuis  Enrage —  now  he  is  not  here,  3J 

He  has  affront  de  French  \   he  Villaine  bete.  •> 

De  French !  your  beft  Friend  !  —  you  fuffre  dat  ?    V 

Par  bleu  !  Meffieurs  a  ferait  fort  Ingrate  \  J 

Vat  haz^e  you  Englijh^  dat  you  can  call  your  ovjn\ 

Vat  have  you  of  grand  Plaifure  in  dis  Tovjk, 

Vidout  it  come  from  France,  dat  vjil  go  down  ? 

Picquet^  Bajfet ;  your  Vin^  your  Drefs^  your  Dame , 

'7^/j  al}^  you  fee^  tout  Alamoae  de  France. 

DeBeau  dere  buy  a  hondre  knick  knack  ; 

He  carry  out  IVit^  but  feldom  bring  it  back  : 

But  den  he  bring  a  Snuff-box  Hinge ^  fo  frriall 

De  Joynt.^  you  can  no  fee  de  Vark  at  all.^ 

Cojl  him  five  Piftole^  dat  is  fieap  enough^ 

In  tree  year  itfalfave  alf  an  Ounce  of  Snoffe. 

De  Coquet  pe  ave  her  Ratifia  dere^  *> 

Her  Gown^  her  Complexion^  Deuxyeux^  her  L  overe;  f 

/is  for  de  Cuckold— dat  indeed  you  can  make  here.J^ 

De  French  it  is  dat  teach  de  Lady  wear 

Deport  Muff^  wit  her  vite  Elbow  bare  ; 

De  Beau  de  large  Muff^  wit  his  Sleeve  down  dere.  ♦  -^   *  Pointing  ta 

IVe  teach  yottr  Vife.^  to  ope  dere  Husbands  Purfes       ^^s  Fi 

To  put  de  furbelo  round  dere  Coach.,  and  dere  Horfes. 

Garzoon  I  vee  teach  you  every  ting  de  Varle  : 

For  vy  den  your  damn  Poet  dare  to  fnarle  ? 

Begar.,  me  vil  be  revenge  upon  his  Play^  [O 

Tre  toufan  Refugee  {Parbleu  c^ejl  vray)  > 

Sail  all  come  her e^  and  damn  him  ftponhisfirdDay.  3' 


'inscrs.- 


Jh  ^    ^i  c  cni/ia  nt 


THE 
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iTheAVay  to  win  him. 
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Richard  Tighe,    Efq\ 


mor^ 


SIR, 

(T\Edi  cations  are  the  only  Fajhlons  in  the  World '-thjh^  are  mo) 
■'^  dij]tk''djor  being  Unn'crjal;  and  the  Rcafon  isy  Wat  they  very 
feldom  jit  the  Perfons  the\  were  made  for  \  hut  I  hope  to  avoid  the 
common  Obloptv  in  this  /iddrefs^  by  laying  ajide  the  Poet  in  every 
thing  but  the  Dramatick  Decorum  of  jutting  my  Charader  to 
the  Perfon. 

Frora  the  Part  of  Mirabel  in  this  Play^  and  another  Charader 
in  one  of  my  former^  People  are  •willing  to  compliment  my  Perfor- 
mance in  drawing  agay^  fplendid^  generous^  c^fi<^t  ji^c  young  Gen- 
tleman. My  Genius.^  I  muji  confefs^  has  a  bent  to  that  kind  of 
Defcription ;  and  my  l^eneration  for  you^  Sir.,  may  pafs  jor  uncj^ue- 
fHonable.,  fince  in  all  thefe  happy  Accomplijhments.,  you  come  fo 
near  to  my  Darling  Character.,  abating  his  Inconjlancy. 

What  an  unfpeakable  BleJJing  is  7outh  and  Fortune^  when  ahap- 
py  Under/landing  comes  in.,  to  moderate  the  Dejires  of  the  firjl^ 
and  to  refine  upon  the  Advantages  of  the  latter ;  when  a  Gentle^ 
wan  is  iMafier  of  all  Pleafurcs.,  but  a  Slave  to  none  ;  who  hastra- 
veli\{.j  not  for  the  Curiojity  of  the  Sight.,  but  for  the  Lmprovemenf 
of  the  Mind''s  Eye  ;  and  vjho  returns  j'ull  of  every  thing  but  him- 
felf-'t — An  Author  might  jay  a  great  deal  more.,  but  a  Friend^  Sir., 
nay.,  an  Enemy  muji  allow  ym  this. 

I  fo  all  here..  Sir,  '/ncH  withtwo  Objlacles.,  your  Mode  fly  and  your 
Senfe\  thcfirft  as  aCenforzipon  the  SubjeB.,  the  fie  on  d  as  aCritick 
upon  the  Stile :  B.fii  I  amohjlinatein  my  Purpofe^  andw  ill  maintain 
ivhat  I  fay  to  th^^iofi  drop  of  myJPenj^  which  I  may  t^e  more  boldly 
undertake.,  having'  all 'the  World  rn  my  fide  ;  'ndy.,'1  have  your  ve^ 
y\  filf  againfi  you  ;  jor  by  declining  to  hear  your  own  Merit.,  your 
ti  tends  are  authorized  the  more  to  proclaim,  it. 

Tour  Gencrofity  and  eafinefs  of  Temper  is  not  ovily  obvious  in  your 
common  Affairs  and  Converjdtion.,  but  more  plainly  evident  in  your 
darling  Amufement.,  that  Opener  and  Dilater  of  the  Mmd.,  Mu^ 

Pi  fidy 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

fick  ',"'^frQm your  AffeB'ton  for  this  delightful  Study ^  we  may  de* 
duce  the  jleafing  Harmony  that  is  apparent  in  ^11  your  Anions  \ 
and  he  afjur'd^  Sir^  that  a  Perfon  muft  bepojfefs^d  of  a  very  divine 
$Qul^  who  is  fo  much  in  love  with  the  'Entertainment  of  Angels,  \ 
From  your  Encouragement  of  Mufick^  if  ther<:  he  any  Poetry '' 
here^  it  has  a  Claim ^  by  the  Right  of  Kindred^  to  your  Favour  and 
AffeBion.  Tou  were  pleas'' d  to  honour  the  Reprefentation  of  this 
Play  with  your  Appearance  at  feveral  times ^  which  flattered  my 
hopes  that  there  might  be  fomething  in  it  which  your  good  Nature 
wight  excufe.  With  the  Honour  1  here  intend  for  my  f elf  I  liker 
•wtfg  confult  the  Inter efl  of  my  Nation^  by  Jhewing  a  Perfon  thatisl 
fo  much  a  Reputation  and  Credit  to  my  Country.  Bejides  allthisy' 
I  was  willing  to  make  a  handfome  Compliment  to  the  Place  of  my 
Pupilage ;  by  informing  the  IVorld  that  fo  fine  a  Gentleman  had 
the  Seeds  of,  his  Education  in  the  fame  Uniyerjityy  and  at  the 
fame  time  with^ 

S  I  R, 

Your  mod  faithful,  and 
mofl  humble  Servant, 


G.  Farquhar,! 


PRE- 


PREFACE. 


TO  give  you  the  Hiftory  of  this  Play,  wou'd  but  caufe 
the  Reader  and  the  Writer  a  Trouble  to  no  putpofe  ; 
I  Ihall  only  fay,  that  I  took  the  hint  from  Fletcher'^ 
Wtld'goofe  Chafe ;  and  to  thofe  who  fay,  that   I  have  fpoil'd 
the  Original,  I  wifhno  other  Injury,  but  that  they  would  fay 
it  again. 

As  to  the  Succefs  of  itj  I  think  *tis  but  a  kind  of  Cremona  bu- 
finefs,  I  have  neither  loft  nor  won.  I  puftied  fairly,  but  the 
French  were  prepoiTefs'd,  and  the  Charms  of  Gallick  Heels 
were  too  hard  for  an  EngUjh  Brain ;  but  I  aiii  proud  to  own, 
that  I  have  laid  my  Head  at  the  Ladies  Feet.  The  Favour  was 
unavoidable,  for  we  are  a  Nation  fo  very  fond  of  improving 
our  Underftanding,  that  the  InflrudlioUs  of  a  Play  does  no 
good,  when  it  comes  in  competition  with  the  Moral  oiMmuet. 
Pliny  tells  us  in  his  Natural Hiflory^  of  Elej)ba^ts  that  were  taught 
to  dance  on  the  Ropes ;  if  this  could  be  made  pra6licablenow, 
what  a  number  of  Suhfcriptions  might  be  had  to  bring  the 
Great  Mogul  om  of  Fleet-fireet,  and  make  him  dance  between 
theAas. 

I  remember,  that  about  two  Years  ago,  I  had  a  Gentleman 
from  France  that  brought  the  Play-houfe  fome  fifty  Audiences 
in  five  Months  ;  then  why  fliould  I  be  furpriz'd  to  find  a  French 
Lady  do  as  much  ?  'Tis  the  pretticft  way  in  the  World,  of 
defpifing  the  French  King,  to  let  him  fee  that  we  can  afford 
Money  to  bribe  away  his  Dancers,  when  he,  poor  Man,  has 
'cxhauftedall  his  Stock,  in  buying  of  fome  pitiful  Towns  and 
Principalities :  Cumrnultis  aliis.  What  can  be  a  greater  Com- 
pliment to  our  generous  Nation,  than  to  have  the  Lady  upon 
her  retour  to  Paris^  boaft  of  their  fplendid  Entertainment  in 
England^  of  the  Complaifance,  Liberality,  and  good  Nature 
ot  a  People,  that  thronged  her  Houfcfo  full,  that  fhe  had  not 
room  to  (lick  a  Pin;  and  left  a  poor  Fellow,  that  had  the  Mif- 
fortune  of  being  one  of  themfdves,  without  one  Farthing  for 
half  a  Year's  Pains  that  he  had  taken  for  their  Entertaininent. 

There  were  fome  Gentlemen  in  the  Pit  the  firft  Night,  that 
took  the  hint  from  the  Prologue  to  damn  the  Play ;  but  they 

i'  3  made 


'P  R  E  F  A  C  k. 

madefiich  iinoife  in  the  Execution,  that  the  People  took  ^e 
Out-cry  for  a  Reprieve ;  fo  that  the  darling  Mifchief  was 
over-laid  by  their  over-fondnefs  of  the  Changling  :  'Tis  fome- 
what  hard,  that  Gentlemen  fhouM  debafe  thcmfelves  into  a 
JPaftion  of  a  dozen,  to  flab  a  iingle  Perfon,  who  never  had 
the Refolut^iou^to  face  two  Men  at  a  time;  if  he  has  had  .the 
misfortune,  of  iany  Mifunderftanding  with  a  particular  Perfon, 
he  has  had  a  particular  Perfon  toanfwer  it :  But  \^i\^^^  Sparks  : 
w^ou'd  be  remarkable  in  their  Refentment ;  and  if  any  body  i' 
falls  under  their  DIfplcafure,  they  fcorn  to  call  him  to  a  par- 
ticular Account,  but  will  very  honourably  burn  his  Houfc,  or 
pick  his  Pocket.  ;  .  t 

The  Ncw-Houfe  has  perfe6lly  made  me  a  Convert  by  their. 
Civility  on  my  lixthNight :  For,to  be  Friends,  andReveng'd' 
at  the  fame  time,  I  mull  give  them  a  Play,  that  is, — when 
I  write  another.  forFadion  runs  fo  high,  that  Icou'd  willi' 
the  Senate  wou'dfupprefs  the  Houfes,  or  put  in  force  theA6t! 
againft  bribing  Eledions ;  that  Houfe  which  has  the  mod  Fa.-! 
vours  to  bellow,  will  certainly  carry  it,  'fpightofall  Poeticafl,, 
Juftice  that  wou'd  fupport  t'other. 

1  have  heard  fome  People  fo  extravagantly  angry  at  this  Play, 

that  one  wou'd  think  they  had  no  reafon  to  be  difpleafedat  all ;, 

tvhilll  fome  (otherwife  Men  of  good  Senfe)  have  commendedj 

^it  fo  much,  that  I  was  afraid  they  redicul'd  me;  fo  that  be-| 

'tween  both,  I  am  abfolutely  at  alofs  what  to  think  on't ;  forf 

'  tho'  the  Caufe  has  come  on  iix  Days  fuccclfively,  yet  the  Tryal, 

,  I  fancy,  is  not  determin'd.     When  our  Devotion  to  Lc?;^/,  and 

our  Lady^  is  over,  the  Bulinefs  will  be  brought  on  again,  and 

.  then  fhall  we  have  fair  Play  for  our  Money. 

There  is  a  Gentleman  of  the  firll  Underll.mding,  and  a  ve- 
ry good  Critick,  who  laid  of  Mr.  H7lks^  that  in  this  Part  he 
out-a61:ed  himfelf,  and  all  Men  that  he  ever  faw.  I  wouM 
not  rob  Mr.// 7// J,  by  a  worfe  Expreflion  of  mine,  of  a  Com- 
pliment that  he  fo  much  deferves. 

I  had  almoft  forgot  to  tell  you,  that  the  turn  of  Plot  in  the 
laft  A6t,  h-dnhdvcxiiUYtoiChe'variL'rdcChaJiillo'amParis^  and 
Matter  of  Fadl;  but  the  thing  is  i^o  univerially  known,  thatji 
think  this  x\dvice  might  have  been  Ipar'd,  as  well  as  all  the  reft 
of  the  Prclace,  for  any  good  it  will  do  either  to  me  or  the  Play. 


Th( 


rhe  Prologue  that  was  fpoken  the  firft  Night,- 

j    receiv'd  fiich  Additions  from  Mr.- -who 

fpoke  it,  tliat  they  are  beft  if  bury'd  and  forgot. 
„    But  die  following  PROLOGUEis  literally  the 
I    lame  that  was  intended  for  the  Play,  and  writ- 
■  ten  by  Mr.  Motteux. 

TIKE  hungry  Guejls^  a  fitting  Audience  looks: 
^-^  Plays  are  like  Suppers  :  Poets  are  the  Cooks. 
The  Founder'* s  Tun  :  T^he  Table  is  this  Place  : 
The  Carvers  H^c :  The  Prologue  is  the  Grace. 
Each  Ad.^  a  Course  ;  each  Scene .^  a  djfferent  Dip. 
Tho"*  ive'rein  Lent,  1  doubt  you^ re  ftill  for  Flejh. 
Satyr'' s  the  Sauce .^  high-feajon'd^  fiarp^  and  rough  ; 
Kind  Mafques  and  Beaux ^  I  hope  \oure  Pepper-proof 
IFit  is  the  IVine  ;  but''tis  fofcarce  the  true., 
Poets.,  like  Vintners.,  balder  dap  and  brew. 
Tour  fur ly  Scenes.,  where  Rant  and  Bloodfied  joyriy 
Are  Butchers  Meat.,  a  Battlers  a  Sirloin. 
Tour  Scenes  of  Love.,  fo  flovjing.,  fofty  and  chajie.,^ 
Are  Water -gruel.^  without  Salt  or  Tafie; 
Baudy'' s  fat  Ven  fon.,  which.,  tho"  Jlale.,  can  pleafe:' 
Tour  Rakes  love  Hogoes^  like  y^otir  damned  French  Cheefe. 
Tour  Rarity  for  the  fair  Guejl  to  gape  on.,  •  L^:.i. .';  , 

Is  your  nice  S(\\XQQ\'iQV.,  or  ll^WoiW  Capon  \  '  '/ 

Or  your  French  Virgin-Pullet.,  garnijh'^d  round., 

And  drefs^d  with  Sauce  offome Four  hundred  Pound. 

An  Op'ra,   like  an  Oglid,  nicks  the  Age  ;•  ;  ; ; 

Farce  is  the  Hafty-Pudding  of  the  Stage. 
For  when  you'' re  treated  with  indifferent  Cheer .^ 
Te  can  dijpenfe  with  /lender  St  age-Coach  Fare. 
A  PaJloraPs  whipt  Cream  ;  Stage- Whir/is  ^  mere  Trajh  ; 
And  Tragi -comedy.,  half  Fip  half  Flefi. 

But  Comedy.,  That;,  that's  the  darling  Chser.  ? 

This  Night  we  hope  youUl  an  Inconflant  bear  :  C 

mid  Fowl  is  ltk\iin  Play-houfe  all  the  Tear.  -^ 

Tet  fince  each  Mind  betrays  a  diff''rent  Taftcj  \j 

And  ev'ry  Difr  fcarce  pleafes  ev'ry  Guejl^  > 

Ij  ought  you  reUjh^  do  not  damn  the  reft.  3 

This  Favour  crav'd.^  up  let  the  Mufick  ftrike  : 
Ton' re  welcome  all -^-NovJ  fill  u  where  you  l:ke. 


P4 


Dramatic 


Dramatis  Perfona^. 

MEN. 


Old  Mirahel^  ail  Aged  Gent,  of  an  odd 

compound    between  the  Peeyiihnefs  in-  l^^^  jpinkcihmaif^ 
cident  to   his  Years,   and  his  Fatherly  J 
Fondnefs  towards  his  Son. 

Young  Mir4hly  his  Son.  Mr.  Ifilh, 

Captain  Dureieu^  an  honeft  good-naturM*^ 
Fellow,    that  thinks  himfeif  a  greater  >Mr.  BulhcL 
Fool  than  he  is.  3 

Dugard^  Brother  to  Oriana.  Mr.  Mills, 

Feth^  Servant  to  Drugard^  afterwards  ^o^iuj     Norris 
his  Sifter.  j 

WOMEN.         ^j 

Onam,  a  Lady  contra6led  to  Mm^e"/,  who^^rs.  Rogers, 
wou*d  bring  him  to  Reafon.  -♦ 

Bifarre,    a  whimiical  Lady ,    Friend    ^o^^Mis.  Ferhuggen, 

Lamocrcy  a  Woman  of  Contrivance-  Mrs.  Kent, 

Four  Bravo's,  two  Gentlemen,  and  two  Ladle? 
SoldierSj  Servants,  and  Attendants- 


T  H  E 


CO 


'^ 

THE 


INCONSTANT 

O  R, 

The  Way  to  win  him. 


A  C  T     I. 
SCENE,   The  Street. 


"Enter  Dugard,  and  his  M^«  Petit  in  Riding  Habits. 

[rrah,  what's  a  Clock  ? 
Fet.  Turn'd  of  eleven,  Sir. 
Dug,  No  more  '  We  have  rid  a  fvvinging 
Pace  from  Nemours  lince  two  this  Mor- 
__^__^^^___  ning  !  P^//V,  run  to  KoffcatC%^  and  bcfpeak 
\Z  Dinner  at  a  i^cwis  d'Or  a  Head,  to  be  ready  by  one. 
Fet.  How  many  will  there  be  of  you,  Sir } 
Dug,  Let  me  fee ;  Mtrabel  one,  Dmetcte  two,  my  felf  three— 
Pet.  And  I  four. 

Dug.  How  now.  Sir,  at  your  old  travelling  Familiarity  ! 
When  abroad,  you  had  fome  Freedom  for  want  of  better 
Company ;    but  among  my  Friends  at  Parts^   pray  remem- 

ter  your  Diftance, Be  gone,  Sir. [£a-;>  Petit.]   This 

Fellow's 


2r  The  Inconftant  :  Or, 

Fellow's  Wit  was  neceiirary  abroad,  but  he's  too  cunning  fqr 
a  bomelHck;  I  mud  difpofe  of  him  fome  way  elfe.-- Who's 
here  ?  Old  Mirabel,  and  my  Sifter  !  My  deareft  Sifter !  \ 

Emer  Old  Mirabel  and  Oriana. 
Or'i.  My  Brother !  Welcome.  , 

Dug.  Monlieur  Mirabel !  Vm  heartily  glad  to  fee  you. 
Old.  M.  Honeft  Mr.  Dugard,   by  the  Blood  of  the  Mirabels 
Vm  your  moft  humble  Servant. 

Dug.  Why,   Sir,  you've  caft  your  Skin  fure,   you're  brisk 
.and  gay,  lufty  Health  about   you,  no  lign  of  Age  but  your 
Silver  Hairs. 

Old  M.  Silver  Hairs  !  Then  they  are  Quick-filver  Hairs, 
Sir.  Whilft  I  have  Golden  Pockets,  let  my  Hairs  be  Silver 
an  they  will.  Adsbud,  Sir,  I  can  dance,  and  ling,  and  drink, 
and— -no,  I  can't  wench.  But  Mr.  Dngard,  no  News  01  my 
Son  Bob  in  all  your  Travels  > 

Dug.  Your  Son's  come  home.  Sir. 

Old  M.  Come  home  !  Bob  come  home  !  By  the  Blood  of 
the  Mirabels,  Mr.  Dngard,  what  fay  ye  ? 
Ori.  Mr.  Mirabel  return'd,  Sir  r 

Dug.  He's  certainly  come,  and  you  may  fee  him  within  this 
Hour  or  two. 

Old  M.  Swear  it  Mr.  Dugard,  prefently  fwear  it. 
Dug.  Sir,  he  came  to  Town  with  me  this  Morning,  I  left 
him  at  the  Bagnteurs,  being  a  little  diforder'd  after  riding,  and 
I  fhall  fee  him  again  prefently. 

Old.  M.  What!    And  he  was  alliam'd  to  ask  BlelTing  with 
his  Boots  on.    A  nice  Dog  !  Well,  and  how  fares  the  young 
Rogue,  ha.^ 
Dug.  A  fine  Gentleman,  Sir.     He'll  be  his  own  Meifenger. 
Old.  M.  A  fine  Gentleman!    But  is  the  Rogue  like  meftlll  ? 
Dug.  Why  yes,  Sir  ;  he's  very  like  his  Mother,  and  as  like 
you  as  moft  modern  Sons  are  to  their  Fathers.  .  ^   ' 

Old  M.  Why,  Sir,  don't  you  think  that  I  begat  him  >i 
Dug.  Why  yes,  Sir  ;  you  marry'd  his  Mother,  and  ;he  in- 
herits your  Eftate.     He's  very  like  you,  upon  my  Word. 

Ori.  And  pray,  Brother,  what's  become  of  his  honeft'Comi 
panion,  Duretete  ? 

Dug.  Who,  the  Captain.^  The  very  fame  he  went  abroad; 
he's  the  only  French-man  I  ever  knew  that  cou'd  not  change. 
Your  Son,  Mr.  Mirabel,  is  more  oblig'd  to  Nature  for  that 
Fellow's  Compofition  than  for  his  own  :  for  he's  more  happy 
in  Duretete'^s  ¥o\\y  than  his  own  Wit.  In  fliort,  they  are  a> 
infeparable  as  finger  and  Thumb,  but  the  firft  Inftance  in  the- 
World,  I  bclicvc;  of  Oppolition  in  Friendfhip. 

OldM. 
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OUM.  Very  well  ;  will  he  be  home  to  Dinner,  think  yc  ? 
■  But.  Sir,  he  has  orderM  me  to  befpeak  a  Dinner  for  us  at 
RotijffarC^  at  a  Lewidore  a  Head. 

Old  M.  A  Lewidore  a  head  !  Wellfliid,  Bob;  by  the  Blood 
oiih^  Mrrcihels  Boh'^s  iinprov'd.  But  Mr.  Dugard^  was  it  fo 
civil  of  B^A'^to  vifit  Monfieur  Rouffcau  before  his  own  Natural 
Father.^  Eh  I  Heark'e  Cr/.?;?^/,  what  think  you,  now,  of  a  Fel- 
low that  can  eat  and  drink  ye  a  whole  Lewidore  at  a  Ijtting? 
He  mull  be  as  (Irong  as  Hercules  ;  Life  and  Spirit  in  abundance. 
Before  Gad  I  don't  wonder  at  thefe  Men  of  Quality,  that  their 
own  Wives  can't  fcrve  'em.  A  Lewidore  ahead  !  'tis  enough 
toltockthe  whole  Nation  with  Baftards,  'tis  Faith.  Mr.Dn- 
gard,^  Heave  you  with  your  Siller.  {Exit. 

'  Dug.  Well,  Sifter,  I  need  not  ask  you  how  you  do,your  Looks 
refolve  me;  fair,  tall,  well  Ihap'd;  you're  almoil:  grown  out 
•of  my  Remembrance. 

On.  Why,  truly  Brother,  I  look  pretty  well,  thank  Na- 
ture and  my  Toylet;  I  have  Tcap'd  the  Jaundice,  Grecnfick- 
nefs,  and  the  Small-pox  ;  I  eat  three  Meals  a  Day,  and  very 
•merry  when  up,  and  lleep  foundly  when  I'm  down. 
'  Dng.  But,  Sifter,  you  remember  that  upon  my  going  abroad 
•'you  wou'd  chufe  this  old  Gentleman  for  your  Guardian;  he's 
no  more  related  to  our  Family  than  Prefier  John,^  and  I  have 
no  rcafon  to  think  you  miftrulled  my  Management  of  your 
■Fortune,  therefore  pray  be  fo  kind  as  to  tell  me  without' Re- 
fervation  the  true  Caufe  of  making  fuch  a  Choice. 

Ori.  Look'e  Brother,  you  were  going  a  rambling,  and 'twas 
proper,  left  I  fhould  go  a  rambling  too,  that  fom.e-body  ftou'd 
^take  care  of  me.  Old  Monfieur /kZ/n-zi^i'/is  an  honeft  Gentleman, 
-was  our  Father's  Friend,  and  has  a  young  Lady  in  hisHoule, 
•whofe  Company  1  like,  and  who  has  chofai  him  for  her 
^Gi^ardian  as  w^ell  as  I. 


Dug.  Who,  Madamoifelle  Bifarre 


On.  The  fame  ;  we  live  merrily  together,  without  Scandal 
or  Reproach  ;  w^e  make  much  of  the  old  Gentleman  betweea 
us,  and  he  takes  care  of  us ;  we  eat  what  we  like,  go  to  Bed 
when  we  pleafe,  rife  when  we  will,  all  the  Week  we  dance 
and  ling,  and  upon  Sundays  go  firft  to  Church  and  then  to  the 
Play. —  Now,  Brother,  befides  thefe  Motives  for  chuling  this 
Gentleman  for  my  Guardian,  perhaps! had fome  private  Rca- 
fon s. 
;  Dug.  Notfo  private  as  you  imagine,  Sifter;  your  Love  to 
l-JKJUog  Mirabel ;  no  Secret,  1  can  aflure  you,  but  fo  publick 
that  all  your  Friends  areafbam'don't. 

Ori. 
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On.  O'  my  Word  then,  my  Friends  are  very  bafhful;  tho' 
Vm  afraid,  Sir,  that  thofe  People  are  not  afhamM  enough  at 
their  own  Crimes,  who  have  lb  m^any  Bluflies  to  fpare  for  the 
Faults  of  their  Neighbours. 

Dug.  Ay,  but  Sifler,  the  People  fay- 
On.  Plhaw,  hang  the  People,  they'll  talk  Treafon,  and 
profane  their  Maker ;  muft  we  therefore  infer,  that  our  King 
is  a  Tyrant,  and  Religion  a  Cheat.  Look'e,  Brother,  their 
Court  of  Enquiry  is  a  Tavern,  and  their  Informer,  Claret* 
They  think  as  th  y  drink,  and  fwallow  Reputations  like  Lo- 
ches,  a  Lady's  Health  goes  briskly  round  With  the  Glafs,  but 
her  Honour  is  loft  in  the  Toaft. 

Dug.  Ay,  but  Siller^  there  is  flill  fomething— 

On.  If  there  be  fomething.  Brother,  'tis  none  of  the  People's 
fomething ;  Marriage  Is  my  thing,  and  I'll  ftick  to't. 

Dug.  Marriage  !  Young  Mirabel  marry !  He'll  build  Chur^ 
ches  fooner  ;  take  heed,  Sifter,  tho'  your  Honour  ftood  Proof 
to  his  home-bred  AfTaults,  you  muft  keep  a  ftri^^er  Guard  for 
the  future;  he  has  now  got  the  foreign  Air  and  i\\t  Italian  Soh- 
nefs ;  his  Wit's  improv'd  by  Converfe,  his  Behaviour  finilh'd 
by  Obfcrvation,  and  his  Afturance  confirm'd  by  Succefs.  Si- 
fter, I  can  aftTure  you  he  has  made  his  Conquefts  ;  and  'tis  a 
Plague  upon  your  Sex,  to  bethefooneft  deceived  by  thofe  very 
Men  that  you  know  have  been  falfe  to  others. 

Ori.  Then  why  will  you  tell  me  of  his  Conquefts ;  for  I  muft 
confefs  there  is  no  Title  to  a  Woman's  Favour  fo  engaging 
as  the  repute  of  a  handfome  DIflimulation ;  there  is  fomething 
of  a  Pride  to  fee  a  Fellow  lie  at  our  Feet,  that  has  triumph'd 
over  fo  many  ;  and  then,  I  don't  know,  we  fancy  he  muft 
have  fomething  extraordinary  about  him  to  pleafe  us,  and  that 
w^e  have  fomething  engaging  about  us  to  fccure  him  ;  fo  we 
can't  be  quiet,  till  we  put  our  felves  upon  the  lay  of  being 
both  difappointcd. 

Dug.  But  then,  Sifter,  he's  as  fickle  — 

Ori.  For  God's  fake,  Brother,  tellme  no  more  of  his  Faults, 
for  if  you  do  I  ftiall  run  mad  for  him:  Say  no  more,  Sir,  let 
me  but  get  him  into  the  Bands  of  Matrimony,  I'll  fpoil  his 
wandring,  I  warrant  him.  I'll  do  his  Bufincis  that  way,  ne- 
ver fear. 

D^ig.  Well,  Sifter,  I  wo'n't  pretend  to  underftand  the  En- 
gagements betvv  een  you  and  your  Lover  ;  I  expe6{-,  when  you 
have  need  of  my  Counfel  or  i\fliftance,  you  will  let  me 
know  more  of  your  Affairs.  Mirabel  is  a  Gentleman,  -and 
as  far  as  my  Honour  and  Intercft  can  reach,  you  may  com- 
mand me  to  the  furtherance  of  your  Happinefs  ;  In  the  mean 

time, 
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time,  Sifter,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  make  you  a  Prefent  of  a- 
nother  humble  Servant;  a  Fellow  thatltoojvup  atL^o/zjjWho 
^s  ferv'd  me  honeftly  ever  lince. 

Ortg.  Then  why  will  you  part  with  him  ? 

Dug.  He  has  gain'd  fo  infufferably  on  my  good  Humour, 
that  he's  grown  too  familiar;  but  the  Fellow's  cunning  and 
may  be  ferviceable  to  you  in  your  Affair  with  Mirabel,  Here 
he  comes. 

Enter  Petit. 
Well,  Sir,  have  you  been  at  Rotijj'caii'%  > 

Pet.  Yes,  Sir,' and  who  fhould  I  find  there,  but  Mr.  Mlra-^ 
hei  and  the  Captain,  hatching  as  warmlyover  a  Tub  of  Ice,  as 

two  Hen-Pheafants  over  a  Brood. They  would  let  me  bc- 

Ipeak  nothing,  for  they  had  din'd  before  I  came. 

Dfig.  Come,  Sir,  youfhall  ferve  my  Siller,  I  (hall  -dill  con- 
tinue kind  to  you,  and  if  your  Lady  recommends  your^Diii- 
gence  upon  Tryal,  I'll  ufe  my  Intereft  to  advance  you;  you 

have  Senfe  enough  to  expecl  Preferment. Hete,  Sirrah, 

here's  ten  Guinea's  for  thee,  get  thy  felf  a  Drugget  Suit  and  a 

^uff-Wig,  and  fo 1  dub  thee  Gentleman  Uiher. Siiler^ 

I  muft  put  my  felf  in  Repair,  you  may  expe6l  mc  in  the  E- 

vening. Wait  on  your  Lady  home,  Petit. 

lExIt  Dug. 

Pet.  A  Chair,  a  Ch^ir,  a  Chair. 

On.  No,  no,  ril  walk  home,  'tis  but  ne^:t  Door. 

SCENE  a  Taver'/j.,  difcovcring  young  Mirabel  and  Duretete 
rijlngfrora  'Table. 


Mir.  Welcome  to  Parh  once  m.ore,  my  dear  Captain,  we 
have  eat  heartily,  drank  roundly,  paid  plentifully,  and  let  it 
go  for  once.  I  lik'd  every  thing  but  our  Women,  they  look'd 
10  lean  and  tawdry,  poor  Creatures!  'Tisafure  lign  the  Ar- 
my is  not  paid. Give  me  the  plump  l^cncttan^  brisk  and 

,  fanguine,  that  fmiles  upon  me  like  the  glowing  Sun^  and 
meets  my  Lips  like  fparkling^Wine,  her  Perfon  fhining  as  the 
Glafs,  and  Spirit  like  the  foaming  Liquor. 

Dur.  Ay,  Mirabel^  Italy  I^raiit  you ;  but  for  "^ur  Women 
I'  here  in  France,  they  are  fuch  thin  Brawn-fall'n  Jades,.a  M;jii 
p    may  as  well  make  a  Bed-fellow  of  a  Cane  Chair. 

Mir.  France  I  A  light  unfeafon'd  Country,  nothing  but 
Feathers,  Foppery,  and  Fafhions ;  we're  fine  indeed,  lb  are 
our  Coach-Horfes ;  Men  fay  we're  Courtiers,  Men  abufe  us  ; 
that  we  are  wife  and  politick,  non  credo  Seigneur:  l^hat  our 

Women 
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Women  have  Wit;  Parrots,  mecr  Parrots,  Airurance  and  a 
good  Memory,  fets  them  np;- — There's  nothing  on  this  lide 
the  Alp  worth  iny  humble  Service  t'ye — -W-x  Ko-0a  ia  Scm- 
ta^  Italy  for  my  Money ;  their  Cuftoms,  Gardens,  Buildings, 
Paintings,  Mufick,  Policies,  Wine  and  Women !  the  Para- 

Ai£t  of 'the  World ; not  pefter'd  with  a  parcel  of  precife 

old  gouty  Fellows,  that  would  debar  their  Children  every 
Plcafure  that  they  them^felves  are  paft  the  fenfe  of;  commend 

ine  to  the  Lallan  Familiarity. Here,   Son ;   there's   Fifty 

Crowns,  go  pay  your  Whore  her  Week's  Allov/ance. 

Dm.  Ay,  thefe  are  your  Fathers  for  you ,  that  undcriiand 
the  Neceffities  of  young  Men;  not  like  ourmufty  Dads,  who 
becaufe  they  cannot  fifli  themfei^es^  would  muddy  the  Wa-, 
ter,  and  fpoil  the  fport  of  them  that  caHv  -Bfit  now  you  talk 
of  the  Plump,  what  d'ye  think  of  a  Dutch  Woman  ? 

Mir,  A  Dutch  Woman,  too  compact,  nay,  every  thing  a- 
mong  'em  is  fo  ;  a  D:itch  Man  is  thick,  a  Dutch  Woman  is 
fquab,  a  Dutch  Horfe  is  round,  ^  Dutch  Dog  is  fliort,  a  Dutch 
Ship  is  broad-bottom'd ;  and,  in  fiiort,  one  wou'd  fwear  the 
whole  Produ6ls  of  the  Country  were  call  in  the  fame  Mold 
with  their  Cheefes. 

Dur.  Ay,  but  Mirabel.,  you  have  forgot  the  EngUfi  Ladies. 

Mtr.  The  Women  o^  England  were  excellent,  did  they  not 
take  fuch  unfufferable  palns^  to  mine  what  Nature  has  made 
io  incomparably  well;  they  wou'd  be  delicate  Creatures  in-' 
deed,  cou'd  they  but  throughly  arrive  at  the  French  Mien,  or 
entirely  let  it  alone ;  for  they  only  fpoil  a  very  good  Air  of  their 
own,  by  an  awkard  Imitation  of  ours ;  their  Parliaments  and 
our  Taylors  give  Laws  to  their  three  Kingdoms,  But  come, 
Durctete.,  let  us  mind  the  buiinefs  in  hand,  Midrefles,  wemuft 
have,  and  mud  take  up  with  the  manufaclure  of  the  Place, 
and  upon  a  competent  diligence  we  fhall  tind  thofe  in  Parts 
fhall  match  the  Italians  from  top  to  toe. 

Dur,  Ay,  Mirabel^  you  will  do  well  enough,  but  what  v/il} 
become  oi  your  Friend;  you  know  I  am  fo  plaguy  balhful,' 
ib  naturally  an  Afs  upon  thefe  occafions,  that 

Mir.  Pfliav/,  you  mufl  be  bolder  Man ;  Travel  three  Years, 
a.nd  bring  home  fuch  a  Baby  as  Baflifulncfs !  A  great  lufty 
Fellow  I  and  a  Soldier !  fye  upon't. 

Dur.  Look'e,  Sir,  I  can  vifit,  and  I  can  ogle  a  little, • 

as  thus,  or  thus  now.     Then  I  can  kifs  abundantly,  and  make. 

a  fhift  to but  if  they  chance  to  give  me  a  forbidding 

Look,  as  fome  Women,  you  know  have  a  devililh  Calf  with. 

their  Eyes, or  if  they  cry, w^hat  d'e  mean  ^  what  d'e,' 

take  me  for?  Fye,  Sir,  remember  who  I  am,  Sir. ^. 

A  Pel- 
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A  Perfon  of  Quality  to  be  usM  at  this  ratel Igad  Pm 

ftruck  as  flat  as  a  Frying-pan. 

Mir.  Words  o'  courfe  1  never  mind  'em,  turn  you  about 
upon  your  heel  with  a  jantee  Air  ;  hum  out  the  end  of  an  old 
Song ;  cut  a  crofs  Caper,  and  at  her  again. 

Dur,  [^Imltates  hir/i.']  No  hang  it,  'twill  never  do. 

Oons,  what  did  my  Father  m.ean  by  flicking  me  up  in  an  U- 
niveriity,  or  to  think  that  I  fhould  gain  any  thing  by  my  Head, 

in  a  Nation  whofe  Genius  lies  all  in  their  Heels. Well,  if 

ever  I  come  to  have  Children  of  my  own,  they  ihall  have  the 
Education  of  the  Country,  they  fhall  learn  to  dance  before 
they  can  walk,  and  be  taught  to  fing  before  they  fpeak. 

Mir,  Come,  come,  throw  off  that  childifh  Humour,  put 
on  AlTurance,  there's  no  avoiding  it ;  {land  all  Hazards,  thou'rt 
a  flout  lufly  Fellow,  and  had:  a  goodEllate;  look  Blutt^,  He- 
(flor,  you  have  a  good  Side-box  Face,  a  pretty  impudent  Face; 

fo,  that's  pretty  well. This  Fellow  went  abroad  like  im  Ox, 

and  is  return'd  like  an  x\fs.  [^AJide. 

Dur,  Let  me  fee  now,  how  I  look.  \_PhIIs  out  a  Pocket  Glajs,, 

cYid  looks  cn't.'^  A  Side-box  Face,  fay  you! 'Egad  I  don't 

like  it,  Mirabel. Fye,  Sir,  don't  abufe  your  Friends ,  I 

"cou'd  not  wear  fuch  a  Face  for  the  befl  Countefs  in  Chrlften- 
dom. 

Mir.  Why  can't  you,  Blockhead,  as  well  as  I } 

Dur.  Why,  thou  hall:  impudence  to  fet  a  good  Face  upon 
any  thing  :  I  wou'd  change  half  my  Gold  for  half  thy  Brafs, 
with  all  my  Heart.  Who  comes  here  }  Odlb,  Mirabel .,  your 
Father ! 

E^iter  Old  Mirabel. 

Old  Mir.  Where's  Bob,  dear  Bobl 

Mir.  Your  Bleffing,  Sir, 
'    Old  M.  My  Bleffing !  Dam  ye,  you  young  Rogue  ;  why 
did  not  you  come  to  fee  your  Father  frll,  Sirrah  ?  My  dear 

Boy,  I  am  heartily  glad  to  fee  thee,  my  dear  Child,  faith 

Captain  Duretete.^  by  the  Blood  of  the  Mirabels.^  Pm  yours : 

Well,  my  Lads,  ye  look  bravely  'faith. Bob.,  had  got 

^ny  Money  left } 

Mir.  Not  a  Farthing,  Sir, 

Old  Mir.  Why,  then  I  won't  gi'thee  a  Soufe. 

Mir.  Sir,  I  did  but  jeft,  here's  ten  Pirtols. 

Old.  Mir.  Why,  then  here's  ten  more ;  I  love  to  be  charitable 

to  thofe  that  don't  want  it: Well,  and  how  d'ye  like 

italy.^  my  Boys  .^ 

Mir.  O  the  Garden  of  the  World,  Sir;  Rome,,  Na^Us^  Fe- 

^fce^  Miiari^  and  a  thoufand  others aU  fine. 

Old 
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OU  M.  Ay,  fay  you  fo !  And  they  fay,  that  Chiarl  is  vx- 
ry  fine  too. 

'  Dnr.  Indifferent,  Sir,  very  indifferent;  a  very  fcurvy  Air, 
the  moftunwholelbmeto  ai-hr;/*:^  Conflitution  in  the  World. 

Mtr.  Pfhaw,  nothing  on't;  thefe  rafcally  G^^^/^c^n  have 
mifinformM  you. 

Old  M,  Mifmfornf  d  me !  Oons,  Sir,  were  not  we  beaten 
there } 

Mtr.  Beaten,  Sir  !  the  French  beaten  ! 
•  Old  M.  Why,  how  was  it,  pray,  fweet  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Sir,  the  Captain  will  tell  you. 

Dur.  No,  Sir,  your  Son  will  tell  you. 

Mir.  The  Captain  was  in  the  Adion,  Sir. 

Dur.  Your  Son  faw  more  than  I,  Sir,  for  he  was  a  Looker 
on. 

0/d  M.  Confound  ye  both  for  a  brace  of  Cowards :  here 
are  no  Germans  to  over-hear  you ;  why  don't  ye  tell  me  how 
it  was  ? 

Mir.  Why,  then  you  mud  know,  that  we  march'd  up  a 
Body  of  the  fineil,  braveft,  well-drefs'd  Fellows  in  the  Uni- 
vcrfe;  our  Commanders  at  the  Head  of  us,  all  Lace  and  Fea- 
ther, like  fo  many  Beaux  at  a  Ball. 1  don't  believe  there 

was  a  Man  of  'em  but  cou'd  dance  a  Charmer^  Morbleu. 

Old.  M.  Dance  !  very  well,  pretty  Fellows,  faith  ! 

Mir.  We  caper'd  up  to  their  very  Trenches,  and  there  faw 
peeping  over  a  parcel  of  Scare-crow,  Olivc-colour'd,  Gun- 
powder P'ellows,  as  ugly  as  the  Devil. 

Dur.  Igad,  I  Ihall  never  forget  the  Looks  of  'em,  while  I 
have  Breath  to  fetch. 

Mir.  They  were  io  civil  indeed  as  to  welcome  us  with  their 
Cannon  ;  but  for  the  rcfl,  we  found  'em  fuch  unmannerly, 
rude,  unfociable  Dogs,  that  we  grew  tir'd  of  their  Company, 
and  fo  we  e'en  danc'd  back  again. 

Old  M.  And  did  ye  all  come  back  ? 

Mir.  No,  two  or  three  thoufand  of  us  ftay'd  behind. 

OldM,  Why,  Bob,  why.^ 

Alir.  Pfhaw bccaufe  they  cou'd  not  come  that  Night ; 

but  come.  Sir,  we  were  talking  of  fomething  elfe;  pray 

how  does  your  lovely  Charge,  the  fair  Oriana  ? 

Old  M.  Ripe,  Sir,  jurt  ripe;  you'll  find  it  better^ engaging 

with  her  than  with  the  Gcrr^ians,  let  me  tell  you.— And 

what  wou'd  you  fiy,  my  young  Mars,  if  I  had  a  J^enus  for 
thee  too?  Come,  Bob,  your  Apartment  is  ready,  and  pray 
let  your  Friend  be  my  Guefl  too,  you  fhall  command  the  Houfe 
bccv/een  ve,  and  I'll  be  as  merry  as  the  bcft  of  you. 

\  Mir. 
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Mir.  Bravely  faid,  Father  ; 
Let  Mifers  bend  their  Age  with  niggard  Cares, 
And  ftarve  themfelves  to  painper  hungry  Heirs ; 
Who,  living,  (tint  their  Sons  v^diat  Youth  may  crave 
And  make  'em  revel  o'er  a  Father's  Grave.  ' 

The  Stock  on  which  I  grew,  does  (till  dilpenfe 
Its  Genial  Sap  into  the  blooming  Branch ; 
The  Fruit,  he  knows,  from  his  own  Root  is  grown, 
And  therefore  fooths  thofe  Paffions  once  his  own. 

The  Efidof  the  Firjl  ACT. 


ACT    II. 

S  C  E  N  E,  O/^  Mirabel'^  Houfe. 

Oriana  and  Bifarre. 
B'tf.  A  ND  you  love  this  young  Rake,  d'ye? 
"-     Ori.  Yes. 

Bif.  In  fpight  of  all  his  ill  Ufage. 

Or'i.  I  can't  help  it 

Bif.  What's  the  matter  w'ye.^ 

On.  Pfliaw  I 

Bif.  Um ! before  that  any  young,  lying,  fwearing,  flat- 
tering, rakehelly  Fellow,  fliou'd  play  fuch  Tricks  with  me, 
I  wou'd  wear  my  Teeth  to  the  flumps  with  Lime  and  Chalk, 

O,  the  Devil  take  all  your  Cafjandras  and  Cleopatra  s^oz 

me.— Prithee  mind  your  Ayres,  Modes  and  Fafhions ;  your 

Stays,  Gowns,  and  Furbelows.     Hark'e,  my  Dear,  have  you 
got  home  your  Furbelow'd  Smocks  yet  .^ 

Ori.  Prithee  be  quiet,  Bifarre'^  you  know,  I  can  be  as  mad 
as  you,  when  this  Mirabel  is  out  of  my  Head. 

Bif.  Plhaw  !  would  he  were  out,  or  in,  or  fome  way  to 
make  you  ealie.  — - 1  warrant  now,  you'll  play  the  Fool  when 
he  comes,  and  fay  you  love  him  ;  eh  ! 

Ori.  Mod  certainly  ; 1  can't  diflemblc,    Bifarre  : • 

befides,  'tis  palf  that,  we*re  contrafted.  , 

Bif  Contracled!  alack  a  day,  poor  thing.  What,  you  have 
chang'd  Rings,  or  broken  an  old  Broad-piece  between  you  ! 
Heark'e,  Child,  han't  you  broke  fomething  elfe  between  ye  i* 

Ori.  No,  no,  I  can  afiure  you. 

Bif  Then,  what  d'ye  whine  for?   WhilU  I  kept  that  in  my 

Q  power 
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power,  I  wou'dmake  a  Fool  of  any  Fellow  m  Frame.  Wellj 
I  muft  confefs,  I  do  love  a  little  Coquetting  with  all  my  heart! 
iny  Bufinefs  fhouldbeto  break  Gold  with  my  Lover  one  hour, 
and  crack  my  Promife  the  next  ;  he  fhould  find  me  one  day 
with  a  Prayer-Book  in  my  Hand,  and  with  a  Play-Book  ano- 
ther. He  fnou'd  have  my  Confentto  buy  the  Wedding-Ring, 
and  the  next  moment  wou'd  I  laugh  in  his  Face. 

Ori.  O,  my  Dear,  werfi  there  no  greater  Tye  upon  my 
Heart,  than  there  is  upon  my  Confcience,  I  wou'd  foon  throw 
the  Contra6l  out  a  Doors ;  but  the  mifchief  on't  is,  I  am  fo 
fond  of  being  ty'd,  that  I'mforc'd  to  be  juft,  and  the  frrength  : 

of  my  Paffion  keeps  down  the  Inclination  of  my  Sex. 

But  here's  the  old  Gentleman. 

OldM.  Where's  my  Wenches  ?  where's  my  two  little  Girls , 
Eh!  Have  a  care,  look  to  your  felves,  faith,  they're  a  coming, ' 
the  Travellers  are  a  coming.    Well  !   which  of  you  two  will 
bemyDaughter-in-Lawnow  ?  Bifarre^  Bifarre^  what  fay  you. 
Mad-cap  ?  Mirabel  is  a  pure  wild  Fellow. 

Bif.  I  like  him  the  worfe. 

Old  M.  You  lye,  Honey,  you  like  him  the  better,  indeed 
you  do  :  What  fay  you,  my  t'other  little  Filbert  >  he! 

Ori.  I  fuppofe  the  Gentleman  will  chufe  for  himfelf,  Sir. 

Old.  M^Why,  that's  difcreetly  faid;  and  fo  he  Ihalk 
Eyjicr  Mirabel  <^WDuretete,  they  fa hu  the  Ladies, 
Boh.  Heark'e,  you  fliall  marry  one  of  the  Girls,  Sirrah. 

Mir.  Sir,  I'll  marry  'em  both,  if  youpleafe. 

Bif.  [^ylfide.']  He'll  find  that  one  may  ferve  his  turn. 

OldM.  Both!  Why,  youyoungDog,  d'ye  banter  me  ?  — 
Come,  Sir,  take  your  Choice. —  Qnretete.,  you  Ihall  have  your 
Choicetoo;   but  ^oi'/^  fhall  chufe  ^rft.     Come,  Sir,  begin. 

Mir.  Well,  I  a'n't  the  iirft  Son  that  has  made  his  Father's 
Dwelling  a  Bawdy-houfe- let  me  fee. 

OldM.  Well !  which  d'ye  like  > 

Mir.  Both. 

Old  M.  But  which  will  you  marry  ? 

Mir.  Neither. 

Old M.  Neither! -Don't  make  me  angry  now.  Bob, 

pray  don't  make  me  angry. Look'e,    Sirrah,  if  I  don'i 

dance  at  your  Wedding  to  morrow,  liliall  be  very  glad  to  cr) 
at  your  Grave. 

Mir.  That's  a  Bull,  Father.  •       . 

OldM.  ABull!  Why,  how  now,  ungrateful  Sir,  did  I  rtiA 
thee  a  Man,  that  thou  fliou'dft  make  m.e  a  Bead  ? 

Mir.  Your  pardon,  Sir,  I  only  meant  your  Expreilion. 

OldM.  Heark'e,  Bob.,  learn  better  Manners  to  vour  Fathe 
2.  '        befor( 
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Strangers  :    I  won't  be  angry  this  time. But  oons, 

.  cr  you  do'c  again,  you  Raical ;  remember  what  I  fay. 

{Exit. 
Jir.  Pfhaw,  what  does  the  old  Fellow  mean  by  mewing 
ap  here  with  a  couple  or  green  Girls  ?  Come,  Durctae^ 
.  you  go  ? 

Qyi  I  hope,  Mr.  Mirabel^  you  ha'n't  forgot. 

J/;r.  No,  no,  Madam,  I  ha'n't  forgot,  I  have  brought  you 
a  thoufand  little  ItaUan  Curiolities ;  I'll  aflure  you.  Madam, 
IS  far  as  a  hundred  Piiloles  wou'd  reach,  I  ha'n't  forgot  the 
leail  Circumilance. 

Ori.  Sir,  youmifunderflandme. 

Mir.  Odfo,  the  Relidvs,  Madam  from  .^o,^(?.  I  do  remem- 
ber now  you  made  a  Vow  of  Chaility  before  my  departure  ; 

Vow  of  Chaftiry,  or  fomething  like  it  ;  was  it  not,  Ma- 
dam? 

Ori.  O  Sir,  I'm  anfwer'dat  prefent.  [Exit, 

Mir.  She  was  coming  full  mouth  upon  me  with  her  Con- 
tra6l. Wou'd  I  might  difpatch  t'other. 

Dnr.  Mirabel^ that  Lady  there,  obferve  her,  fhe's  won- 
drous pretty,  faith,  and  feems  to  have  but  few  Words ;  I  like 
her  mainly  :  fpeak  to  her,  Man,  prithee  fpeak  to  her. 

Mir.  Madam,  here's  a  Gentleman,   who  declares  — 

Dur.  Madam,  don't  believe  him,  I  declare  nothing.  — — 
What  the  Devil  do  you  mean,  Man? 

Mtr.  He  fays,  Madam,  that  you  are  as  beautiful  as  an  Angel. 

Dur.  He  tells  adamn'dLie,  Madam;  I  fay  no  fuch  thing  : 
vou   mad,    Mirabel  ?    Why,    I   Ihall  drop   down   with 

-  i]//r.  x^nd  fo.  Madam,  nou  doubting  but  your  Ladyfhip 
may  like  him  as  well  as  he  does  you,  I  think  it  proper  to  leave 
you  together.  {Goi'/jg^  T)\xxttttQ  holds  him. 

\  Dy.r.  Hold,  hold,  —  why  Mirabel,,  Friend,  fure  you  won't 
!be  fo  barbarous  as  to  leave  me  alone.  Prithee  fpeak  to  her 
for  your  felf,  as  it  were.  Lord,  Lord,  that  a  trench-mau 
jfliould  want  Impudence ! 

1    Mr.  You  look  mighty  dem.ure,   Madam. She's  deaf, 

teaptain. 

I  ■  Dur.  I  had  much  rather  have  her  dumb. 

Mir.  The  Gravity  of  your  Air,  Madam,  promifesfomeex- 
itraordinary  Fruits  from  your  Study,  which  moves  us  with  a 
Curioiity  to  enquire  the  Subje6t  of  your  Ladyfliip's  Contem- 
>lation.     Not  a  Word! 

j.-  Dnr.  I  hope  in  the  Lord  fhe's  fpecchlefs  ;  if  ll;e  be,  fhc's 
I    •  Q  i  mine 
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mine  this  moment.  —  Mirabel^  d'ye  think  a  Woman's  Silence 
can  be  natural  ? 

Bif.  But  the  Forms  that  Logicians  introduce,  and  which 
proceed  from  limple  Enumeration,  are  dubitable^  and  proceed 
only  upon  admittance 

Mir.  Hoyty  toyty  !  what  a  plague  have  we  here  ?  Plato  in 
Petticoats  ! 

Dur.  Ay,  ay,  let  her  go  on,  Man  ;  (he  talks  in  my  own 
Mother-Tongue. 

Bif.  'Tis  expos'd  to  invalidity  from  a  contradidory  inflance, 
looks  only  upon  common  Operations,  and  is  infinite  in  its 
Termination. 

Mir.  Rare  Pedantry* 

Dur.  Axioms !  Axioms !  Self-evident  Principles. 

Bif.    1  hen  the  Ideas  wherewith  the  Mind  is  pre-occupate. 

O  Gentlemen,    I  hope  you'll  pardon  my  Cogitation; 

I  was  involv'd  in  a  profound  Point  of  Phiiofophy  ;  but  I  (hall 
difcufs  it  fome where  elfe,  being  fatisfy'd  that  the  Subjed  is 
not  agreeable  to  you  Sparks,  that  profcfs  the  Vanity  of  thet 
Times.  [^Exit. 

Mir.  Go  thy  way,  good  Wife  Bias  :  Bo  you  hear,  Dure*' 
tetc'^.  Doft  hear  this  liarch'd  piece  of  Aufterity  ?  ; 

Dur.  She's  mine,  Man ;  fhe's  mine :  my  ov/n  Talent  to  a 
T.  ril  match  her  in  Diale6ls,  faith.  1  v/as  feven  Years  at. 
the  Univcrfity,  Man,  nurs'dup  withLVr^^nz,  Celarunt.^  Darii^ 
Ferio^  Baralipton.  Did  you  never  know,  Man,  that  'twas. 
Metaphyiicks  made  me  an  Afs  ?  It  was,  faith.  Had  Ihe  talk'd. 
a  word  of  Singing,  Dancing,  Plays,  Fafhions,  or  the  like,  I 
had  founder'd  at  the  firll  ftep;  but  as  Ihc  is  — Mirabel .^  wi(k 
me  Joy. 

Mir.  You  don't  mean  Marriage,  I  hope. 

Dur.  No,  no,  I  am  a  Man  of  more  Honour. 

Mir.  Bravely  refolv'd.  Captain,  now  for  thy  Credit,  warm' 
me  this  frozen  Snow-ball,  'twill  be  a  Conqueft  above  the  yf^j-. 

Dur.  But  will  you  promife  to  be  always  near  me  } 

Mir.  Upon  all  Occaiions,  never  fear. 

D'dr.  Why  then,  you  (hall  fee  me  in  two  Moments  make 
an  Induclion  from  my  Love  to  her  Hand,  from  her  Pland  to^ 
her  Mouth,  from  her  Mouth  to  her  Heart,  and  fo  conclude  in 

her  Bed,  Categorimaiice, 

Mir.  Now  the  Game  begins,  and  my  Fool  is  enter'd. , 

But  here  comes  one  to  fpoihny  Sport ;  now  fliall  Ibeteiz'dto 
death  with  this  old  fafliion'd  Contrail.     I  Ihou'dlove  her  too, 
if  I  might  do  it  my  own  way,  but  (he'll  do  nothing  withoUt 
Witacilcs  forfooth ;  I  wonder  Women  cau  be  fo  iuimodeft. 
2.  Enter 
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Enter  Oriaiia. 
Well,  Madam,  why  d'ye  follow  me  ? 
Oru  Well,  Sir,  why  do  you  Ihun  mc  ? 
M'lr.  'Tis  my  Humour,  Madam,  and  Fm  naturally  fway'd 
by  Inclination. 

Oru  Have  you  forgot  our  Contra(5l,  Sir? 
Mir.  All  I  rememiber  of  that  Contrad  is,  that  it  was  made 
feme  three  Year>  ago,  and  that's  enough  in  Confciencc  to 
forget  the  reft  on't. 

On.  'Tis  fuiiicient.  Sir,  to  recoUeft  the  pafllng  of  it,  for 
in  that  Circumllance,  I  prcfumc,  lies  the  Force  of  the  Obli- 
gation. 

Mir.  Obligations,  Madam,  that  are  forc'd  upon  the  Will 
are  no  tye  upon  the  Confcience ;  I  was  a  Slave  to  my  Paliloii 
iwhen  I  pafs'd  the  Inilrument,  but  the  Recovery  of  my  Free- 
j  dom  makes  the  Contrad  void. 

i  Or't.  Sir,  you  can't  make  that  a  Compulfion  which  was 
■your  own  Choice ;  belides,  Sir,  a  Subjedion  to  your  owa 
Dclires  has  not  the  Virtue  of  a  forcible  Conftraint:  And  you 
jwill  lind.  Sir,  that  to  plead  your  Paifion  for  the  killing  of  a 
I  Man  will  hardly  exempt  you  from  the  Juftice  of  the  Pu- 
jiiifliment. 

Mir.  And  fo,  Madam,  you  make  the  Sin  of  Murther  and 
the  Crime  of  a  Contrail  the  very  fame,  becaufe  that  Hanging 
(and  Matrimony  are  fo  much  alike. 

I     Ori.  Come,  Mr.  Mirabel.^  thefe  ExprelTions  I  expeded  from 
the  Raillery  of  your  Humour,  but  I  hope  for  very  different 
Sentiments  from  your  Honour  and  Generolity. 
i     Mir.  Look'e,  Madam,   as  for  my  Generofity,  'tis  at  your 
! Service,  with  all  my  Heart:  I'll  keep  you  a  Coach  and  fix 
Horfes,  if  you  pleafe,  only  permit  me  to  keep  my  Honour  to 
my  felf ;  for  I  can  allure  'you,  Madam,  that  the  thing  call'd 
Honour  is  a  Circumflance  ablblutely  unnecellary  in  a  natu- 
ral Correfpondence  between  Male  and   Female,  and  he's  a 
Mad-man  that  lays  it  out,  conildering  its  Scarcity,  upon  a- 
^ny  fuch  trivial  Occaiions.     There's  Honour  required  of  us  by 
jour  Friends,  and  Honour  due  to  our  Enemies,  and  they  return  it 
:  to  us  again ;  but  I  never  heard  of  a  Man  that  left  but  an  Inch  of 
!  his  Honour  in  a  Woman's  keeping,  thatcou'd  ever  get  the  lead: 

•  account  on't. Confider,  Madam,  you  have  no  fuch  thing 

'nmong  ye,  and  'tis  a  main  Point  of  Policy  to  keep  no  Faith 

'with  Reprobates thou  art  a  pretty  little  Reprobate,  and 

fo  get  thee  about  thy  Biilinefs. 

Q  3  Ori, 
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Ori.  Well,  Sir,  even  all  tliis  I  will  allow  to  the  gayety  of 
your  Temper ;  your  Travels  have  improved  your  Talent  of 
Talking,  but  they  are  not  of  Force,  I  hope,  to  irhpair  your 
Morals. 

Mir.  Morals !  Why  there  'tis  again  now -I  tell  thee, 

Child,  there  is  not  the  leafl:  occalion  for  Morals  in  any  Bufi.- 
nefs  betVv^eenyouand  I — —Don't  you  know  that  of  all  Com? 
merce  in  the  World  there  is  no  fuch  Couzenage  and  Deceit  a?'- 
in  the  Traffick  between  Man  and  Woman  ;  we  fiudy  all  our 

Lives  long  how  to  put  Tricks  upon  one  another What  is 

your  Bufinefs  now%  from  the  time  you  throw  away  your  Arr 
tificial  Babies,   but  how  to  get  Natural  Ones  with  the  moft 

Advantage  >—- -No  Fowler  lays  abroad  more  Nets  foi: 

his  Game,  nor  a  Hunter  for  his  Prey,  than  you  do  to  catch  \ 
poor  innocent  Men.  — W^hy  do  you  fit  three  or  four  HourS 
at  your  Toylet  in.  a  Morning  f  only  with  a  villanous  Deiigu 
to  make  fome  poor  Fellow  a  Fool  before  Night.  What  are 
your  languifhing  Looks,  your  ftudy'd  Airs  and  Afteftations, 
butfo  many  Baits  and  Devices  to  delude  Men  out  of  their  dear 

Liberty  and  Freedom  > What  d'ye  figh  for  .^   What  d'ye 

weep  for  .^  What  d'ye  pray  for  ?  Why  for  a  Husband  :  That  is, 
you  implore  Providence  to  alTifl:  you  in  the  jull:  and  pious  De- 
iign  of  making  the  wifefl  of  his  Creatures  a  Fool,  and  the 
Head  of  the  Creation  a  Slave. 

Ori.  Sir,   I  am  proud  of  my  Power,   and  am  refolv'd  to 
life  it. 

Mir.  Hold,  hold.    Madam,  not  fo  fall As  you  have 

Variety  of  Vanities  to  make  Coxcombs  of  us;  fo  we  have 
Vows,  Oaths,  and  Protefiations,  of  all  forts  and  fixes  to 
make  Fools  of  you.  As  you  are  very  ftrange  and  whimfical 
Creatures,  fo  we  are  allow'd  as  unaccountable  ways  of  ma- 
naging you.  And  this,  in  fhort,  my  dear  Creature,  is  our 
prefent  Condition,  1  have  fworn  and  ly'd  briskly  to  gain  my 
Ends  of  you  ;  your  Ladyfhip  has  patch'd  and  painted  vio- 
lently, to  gain  your  Ends  of  me But,  fince  we  are  both 

difappointed,  let  us  make  a  drawn  Battel,  and  part  clear  on 
both  fides. 

Ori.  With  all  my  Heart,   Sir  ;   give  me  up  my  Contrail, 
and  I'll  never  fee  your  Face  again. 

Mrr.  Indeed  I  won't,  Child. 

On.  What,  Sir,  neither  do  one  nor  t'other  } 

Mrr.  No,   you  flialidie  a  Maid,   unlefs  you  pleafe  to  bee- 
therwife  upon  my  Terms. 

Ori,  What  do  you  intend  by  this.  Sir  ^ 

3/// 
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Mir.  Why,  to  ftarve  you  into  Compliance  ;  look'e,  you 
(hall  never  marry  any  Man ;  and  you  had  as  good  let  me  do  you 
-aKindncfs  as  a  Stranger. 

Ori.S'w,  you're  a — 

Mir.  What  am  I,  Miftrefs  >  ■ 

Ori.  A  Villain,  Sir. 

Mir.  Vm  glad  on't.  —  I  never  knew  an  honeft  Fellovir  in 

my  Life,  but  was  a  Villain  upon  thele  Occafions. Hajn't 

you  drawn  your  felf  nOw  into  a  very  pretty  Dilemma?  Ha, 
ha,  ha;  the  poor  Lady  has  made  a  Vow  of  Virginity^,  when 
ihe  thought  of  making  a  Vow  for  the  contrary.  Was  ever 
poor  Woman  fo  cheated  into  Chaftity  ? 

On.  Sir,  my  Fortune  is  equal  to  yours,  my  Friends  as 
•powerful,  and  both  lliall  be  put  to  the  Teft,  to  do  me 
Jullice. 

Mir.  What!  You'll  force  me  to  marry  you,  will  ye? 

Ori.  Sir,  the  Law  fliall. 

Mir.  But  the  Law  can't  force  me   to  do  any  thing  clfe, 
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can  It 

Ori.  Pfhaw,  I  defpifethee, — Monftcr. 

Mir.  Kifsandbe  Friends  then —-Don't  cry.  Child,  and  you 

fliallhave  your  Sugar-plumb Come,  Madam,  d'ye  think  I 

could  be  fo  unreafonable  as  to  make  you  fad  all  your  Life 
long?  No,  I  did  but  jeft,  you  Ihall  have  your  Liberty  ;  here, 
-take  your  Contrail,  and  give  me  mine. 

Ori.  No,  I  won't. 

Mir.  Eh !  Wliat,  is  the  Girl  a  Fool  ? 

Ori.  No,  Sir,  you  Ihall  find  me  cunning  enough  to  do  my 
felf  Juftice;  and  fmce  I  muft  not  dependupon  your  Love,  Til 
be  revcng'd,  andforce  you  to  marry  me  outof  fpight. 

Mir.  Then  I'll  beat  thee  out  of  fpight;  make  a  mod  con 
founded  Husband. 

Ori.  OSir,  lOiallmatch  ye:  A  good  Husband  makes  a  good 
Wife  at  any  time. 

Mir.  I'll  rattle  down  your  China  about  your  Ears. 

On.  And  I'll  rattle  about  the  City  to  run  you  in  Debt  for 
more. 

Mir.  Your  Face-mending  Toylet  (hall  fly  out  of  the  Win- 
dow. 

Ori.  And  your  Face-mending  Perriwig  (hall  fly  after  it. 

Mir.  I'll  tear  the  Furbelow  ofFyour  Cloaths,  and  when  you 
fwoon  for  Vexation,  you  iha'n't  have  a  Penny  co  buy  a  Bottle 
of  Hartf-horn. 
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Ori.    And  you,   Sir,   fhall  have  Hart's -horn  in  Abun^ 
dance. 

Mir.    ril   keep  as   many  Miflreffes    as   I  have  Coach- 
horfes. 

Ori,  And    I'll    keep    as    many    Gallants    as  you    have 
Grooms. 

Mir.  I'll  lie  with  your  Woman  before  your  Face. 

Ori.  Have  a  care  of  your  Valet  behind  your  back. 

Mir.  Bur,  fweet  Madam,  there  is  fuch  a  thing  as  a  Di-* 
vorce. 

Ori.  But,  fweet  Sir,  there  is  fuch  a  thing  as  Alimony,  fo  di- 
vorce on,  and  fpare  not.  [^Exit. 

Mir.  Ay,  that  feparate  Maintenance  is  the  Devil 

there's  their  Refuge o'  my  Confcience,  one  wou'd  take 

Cuckoldom  for  a  meritorious  Adion,  becaufe  the  Women  are 
fo  haiidfomly  rewarded  for't.  [Sat/V. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  large  Parlour  in  the  farae  Houfe. 

Enter  Duretete  and  Petit. 

Dur.  And  fhe's  mighty  peevifh,  you  fay  > 

Pet.  O  Sir,  fhe  has  a  Tongue  as  long  as  my  Leg,  and 
talks  fo  crabbedly,  you  wou'd  think  fhe  always  fpoke 
IVelJh. 

Dur.  That's  an  odd  Language,  methinks,  for  her  Philo- 
fophy. 

Pet.  But  fometimes  fhe  will  fit  you  half  a  Day  without 
fpeaking  a  Word,  and  talk  Oracles  all  the  while  by  the 
Wrinkles  of  her  Forehead,  and  the  Motions  of  her  Eye^ 
brows. 

Dur.  Nay,  I  fhall  match  her  in  Philofophical  Ogles,  faith ; 
that's  my  Talent :  I  can  talk  befl,  you  mufl  know,  when  I 
fay  nothing. 

Pet.  But  d'ye  ever  laugh.  Sir  > 

Dur.  Laugh!  Vv^on't  fhe  endure  laughing? 

Pet.  Why  fhe's  a  Critick,  Sir ;  fhe  hates  a  Jefl,  for  fear  it 
jhould  pleafe  her ;  and  nothing  keeps  her  in  Humour  but  what 
gives  her  the  Spleen.  And  then  for  Logick,  and  all  that,  you 
know 

tjp^^'  ^^'  ^^'   ^'^^   prepar'd,  I  have  been  pradifing  hard 
Words,  and  no  Scnfe,  this  Hour  to  entertain  her. 

Pet.  Then  place  your  felf  behind  this  Screen,  that  you  may 
iiave  a  view  of  her  Behaviour  before  you  begin. 

Pur. 
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Dtir.  I  long  to  engage  her,  left  I  fhould  forget  my  Leflbn.    • 
Fet.  Here  die  comes,  Sir,  I  muft  fly.^ 

[^A^VPet,  andVi\\x.  ftands  -peepng  behind  the  Cnrtaln^ 

'Enter  Bifarre  and  Maid. 
Bif.  [IFif'h  a  Book.']  Pftaw,   hang  Books,  they  fowre  our 
Temper,  fpoil  our  Eyes,  and  ruin  our  Complexions. 

[Throws  away  the  Bool; 
Diir.  Eh  !   The  Devil  fuch  a  Word   there    is  in  all  A- 
riftotlc. 

Bif.  Come,  Wench,  let's  be  free,  call  in  the  Fiddle,  there's 
no  body  near  us. 

Enter  Fidler. 
f     D'^r.  Wou'd  to  the  Lord  there  was  not. 

Y 'Bif.  Here,  P>iend,  a  Minuet  I quicker  time;  ha — • 

I  wouM  we  had  a  Man  or  two. 

Dur.  [Stealing  away']  You  fhall  have  the  Devil  fooner,  my 
dear  dancing  Philolbpher. 

Bif  Uds  my  Life ! Here's  one, 

[Runs  to  Dur.  and  hales  him  hack. 
Dur.  Is  all  my  learn'd  Preparation  come  to  this } 
Bif  Come,  Sir,  don't  be  afham'd,  that's  my  good  Boy — - 

you're  very  welcome,   we  wanted  fuch   a  one- Come, 

ilrike  up 1  know   you  dance  well,    Sir,  you're  finely 

Ihap'd  for't Come,  come.  Sir ;  quick,  quick,  you  mifs 

the  time  elfe, 

I     Dur.  But,  Madam,  I  come  to  talk  with  you. 
'.  ■  Bif  z\y ,   ay ,  talk  as   you   dance ,    talk   as   you   dance , 
come. 
Dur.  But  we  were  talking  of  Diale61-icks. 

Bif  Hang  Dialetlicks Mind  the  time quicker. 

Sirrah,  [To  the  Fidler.]  Come, and  how  d'ye  find  your 

felf  now,  Sir.^ 
Dur.  In  a  fine  breathing  Sweat,  Dodor. 
Bif  All  the  better.  Patient,  all  the  better  ; —  Come,  Sir, 
flag  now,  fing,  I  know  you  fing  well ;  I  fee  you  have  a  fing^ 
ing  Face ;  a  heavy  dull  Sonato  Face. 
Dur.  Who,  I  fing  > 

Bif  O  you're  modeil,  Sir- but  come,  fit  down,  do- 

fer,  clofcr.     Here,  a  Bottle  of  Wine Come,  Sir,  ta,  la, 

la;  fing.  Sir. 
Dur,  But,  Madam,  I  came  to  talk  with  you. 
Bif  O  Sir,  you  fhall  drink  firfi.     Come,  fill  me  a  Buni^ 
per-— here.  Sir,  blefs  the  King. 
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Dur.  Wou'd  I  were  out  of  his  Dominions. — ^By  this  Light 
Ihe'll  make  me  drunk  too. 

Bt[,  O  pardon  me,  Sir,  you  fhall  do  me  right,  fill  it  high- 
er.  Now,  Sir,  can  you  drink  a  Health  under  your  Leg? 

Dur,  Rare  Philofophy  that,  Faith. 

Bif.  Come,  off  with  it,  to  the  bottom. — —Now  how  d'ye 
like  me.  Sir  ? 

Dur.  O,  mighty  well,  Madam, 

B//.  You  fee  how  a  Woman's  Fancy  varies,  fometimes  fple- 
natick  and  heavy,  then  gay  and  frolickfome. — x\nd  how  d'ye 
like  the  Humour  ? 

Dur.  Good  Madam,  let  me  fit  dovv^n  to  anfwer  you,  fori 
am  heartily  tir'd. 

Btf.  Fye  upon't ;  a  voung  Man,  and  tir'd !  up  for  fhame, 

and  walk  about,  Action  becomes  us a  little  fafter,  Sir.— - 

What  d'ye  think  nov/  of  my  Lady  ha  Pale.^  and  Lady  Coquet 
the  Duke's  fair  Daughter?  Ha!  Are  they  not  brisk  Lafles  ? 
Then  there  is  black  Mrs.  Beliair,  and  brown  Mrs.  Bellface. 

Dur.  They  are  all  Strangers  to  m_e,  Madam. 

Bif  But  let  me  tell  you.  Sir,  that  brown  is  not  always  de- 

fpicable O  Laird,  Sir,  if  young  Mrs.  BagateH  had  kept 

her  felf  fingle  'till  this  time  o'6ay,  what  a  Beauty  there  had 
been !  And  then,  you  know,  the  charming  Mrs.  Monkey hve.^ 
the  fair  Gem  of  St.  Germmns. 

Dur.  Upon  my  Soul,  I  don't. 

Btf.  And  then  you  muft  have  heard  of  the  Englijh  Beau:, 
Spleeyiarnore.,  how  unlike  a  Gentleman 

Dur.  Hey not  a  Syllable  on't,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav'd,j 

Madam.  j 

Bif.  No !  Why  then  play  me  a  Jig ;  come,  Sir. 

Dur.  By  this  Light  I  cannot ;  faith,  Madam,  I  have  fprain'd 
my  Leg. 

Btf.  Then  fit  you  down.  Sir ;  and  now  tell  me  what's  your 
Bulinefs  with  me?  What's  your  Errand?  Quick,  quick,  di- 
fpatch- Odfo,  may  be  you  are  fomc  Gentleman's  Ser- 
vant, that  have  brought  me  a  Letter,  or  a  Haunch  of  Veni- 
fon.  J 

Dur.  'Sdeath,  Madam,  do  I  look  like  a  Carrier  ?  I 

Btf.  O^  cry  you  Mercy,  I  faw  you  juft  now,  I  mi(looI{ 
you,  upon  my  Word :  you  are  one  of  the  travelling  Gen- 
tlemen  and  pray,  Sir,  how  do  all  our  impudent  Friend; 

in  Italy  ? 

Dur.  Madam,  I  came  to  wait  on  you  with  a  more  feriou' 
Intention  than  your  Entertainment  has  anfwer'd. 


^i/| 
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\  Bif.  Sir,  your  Intention  of  waiting  on  me  was  the  greateft 
Affront  imaginable,  howe'er  your  Exprelfions  may  turn  it  to 
a  Compliment :  Your  Vilit,  Sir,  was  intended  as  a  Prologue 
to  a  very  fcurvy  Play,  of  which  Mr.  .M/r^^^/ and  you  fo  hand- 

fomly  laid  the  Plot Marry  1  No,  m^  Vm  a  Mem  of  more 

Honour.  Where's  your  Honour  r  'Where's  your  Courage  now  > 

Ads  my  Life,  Sir,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  kick  you Go,  go 

to  your  Fellow-Rake  now,  rail  at  my  Sex,  and  ^tt  drunk  for 

Vexation,  and  wrice  a  Lampoon But  1  muft  have  you  to 

know,  Sir,  that  my  Reputation  i^  above  the  Scandal  of  a  Li- 
bel, my  Vertue  is  fufficiently  approved  to  thofe  whofe  Opi- 
nion is  my  Intercfl :  And  for  the  reft,  let  them  talk  what  they 
yi\\\ ;  for  when  I  pleafe  I'll  be  what  I  pleafe,  in  Ipightof  you 
■  and  all  Mankind :  and  fo,  my  dear  Mayi  of  Honour ,  if  you 
^e  tirM  con  over  this  LeiTon,  and  fit  there  till  I  ccme  to  you. 

IRumoJF, 
Dur.  Turn  ti  dum.     [^z??^-'".]    Ha,  ha,  ha.  Ads  my  Life'.  I 

have  a  great  mind  to  kick  \ou  ! Oons  and  Confufion  ! 

,  IStarts  up.']  Was  ever  Man  fo  abus'd Ay,  Mnabcl  fst 

I  ine  on. 

Enter  Petit. 
Pet.  Well,  Sir,  how  d'ye  find  your  felf  ? 
Dur.  You  Son  of  a  nine-ey'd  Whore,  d'ye  come  to  abufe 
i  me  ?  I'll  kick  you  v/ith  a  Vengeance,  you  Dog. 

[Petit  runs  off.^  and  Dur.  after  hlr/i. 


ACT     III. 

SCENE  continues. 


Old  Mirabel  ^^^  the  Young. 
Old  M.  cnOB,  come  hither.  Bob. 

^  Mir.  Your  Plcafure,  Sir  > 

Old  M.  Are  not  you  a  great  Rogue,  Sirrah  ? 
Mir.  That's  a  little  out  of  my  Comprehenfion,  Sir,  for  I've 
heard  fay,  that  I  refemble  my  Father. 

Old.M.  Your  Father  is  your  very  humble  Slave 1  tell 

thee  what.  Child,  thou  art  a  very  pretty  Fellow,  and  I  love 
thee  heartily ;  and  a  very  great  Villain,  and  I  hate  thee  mor- 
tally. 
Mir.  Villain,  Sir !   Then  I  mud  be  a  very  impudent  one, 

tor 
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for  I  caii't  recollecl  any  PafFage  of  my  Life  that  Vm  a" 
Iham'd  of. 

Old.  M.  Come  hither,  my  dear  Friend ;  dofl  fee  this  Pi- 
6iure  ?  {Shews  him  a  little  Piclure. 

Mir.  Oriana's'^.  Pfhaw ! 

Old  M.  What,  Sir,  won't  you  look  upon't? Boh.^ 

dear  Bob.^  prithee  come  hither  now Doft  want  any  Money, 

Child?  f 

IMir.  No,  Sir, 

OldM.  Why  then  here^'s  fome  for  thee ;  come  here  now-— 
How  canfl:  thou  be  fo  hard-hearted,  an  unnatural ,  unman- 
nerly Rafcal  (don't  milTake  me.  Child,  I  a'n't  angry)  as  to 
abufe  this  tender,  lovely,  good-natur'd  dear  Rogue  ? — Why, 
file  iighs  for  thee,  and  cries  for  thee,  pouts  for  thee,  and  fnubs 

for  thee,  the  poor  little  Heart  of  it  is  like  to  burft Come, 

my  dear  Boy,  be  good-natur'd  like  your  nown  Father,  be 

now and  then  fee  here,  read  this the  Effigies  of  the 

lovely  Oriar.a.^  with  ten  thoufand  Pound  to  her  Portion — ten 
thoufand  Pound-,  you  Dog ;  ten  thoufaud  Pound,  you  Rogue; 
hov/  dare  you  lefufe  a  Lady  with  ten  thoufand  Pound,  you 
impudent  Rafcal  } 

Mir.  Will  you  hear  me  fpeak,  Sir  ? 

OldM,  Hear  you  fpeak,  Sir!  If  you  had  ten  thoufand 
Tongues,  you  ccuM  not  out-talk  ten  thoufand  Pound  Sir. 

I\'hr.  Nay,  Sir,  if  you  won't  hear  me  FU  be  gone,  Sir  !  Fll 
take  Poft  for  Itnly  this  Moment. 

Old  M.  Ah !  the  Fellow  knows  I  w'on't  part  with  him. 
Well,  Sir,  what  have  you  to  fay  > 

Mir.  The  univerfal  Reception,  Sir,  that  Marriage  has  had 
ill  the  World,  is  enough  to  fix  it  for  a  publick  Good,  and  to 
draw  every  body  into  the  Common  Caufe ;  but  there  are  fome 
Conflitutions,  like  fome  Inftruments,  fo  peculiarly  lingular, 
that  they  make  tolerable  Mufick  by  themfelves,  but  never  do 
well  in  a  Confort. 

Old  M.  Why  this  is  Reafon,  I  mull:  confefs,  but  yet  'tis 
Nonfenfc  too ;  for  tho'  you  fliou'd  reafon  like  an  Angel , 
if  you  argue  your  felf  out  of  a  good  Eftate  you  talk  like  a 
f ^ool . 

M'lr.  But,  Sir,  if  you  bribe  me  into  Bondage  with  the  Ri-- 
chcs  of  Croefiis.^  you  leave  me  but  a  Beggar  for  v/antofmy  Li- 
berty. 

OldM.  Was  ever  fuch  a  perverfe  Fool  heard?  'Sdeath, 
Sirpwhy  did  I  give  you  Education?  was  it  to  difpute  me 
out  of  my  Senfesr  Of  what  Colour  now  is  the  Headof  this- 
Cane  ?  You'U  fay   'tis-  white,  and,  ten  to  one,    mak^  me 

believe 
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believe  it  too 1  thought  that  young  Fellows  fludyM  to 

get  Money. 

Mir-*  No,  Sir,  I  have  (ludy'd  to  defpife  it  ;  my  Reading 
was  not  to  make  me  rich,  but  happy,  Sir. 

Old  /!/.  There  he  has  me  agen  now.  But,  Sir,  did  not  I 
marry  to  oblige  you  > 

Mir.  To  oblige  me,  Sir,  in  what  refpefl  pray? 

Old  M.  Why,  to  bring  you  into  the  World,  Sir;  waVt 
that  an  Obligation  > 

JMir^  And  becaufe  I  wou'd  have  it  dill  an  Obligation,  I 
i  avoid  Marriage. 
j    '  Old  M.  How  is  that,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Becaule  I  wou'd  not  curfe  the  hour  I  was  born. 

Old  M.  Look'e,  Friend,  you  may  perfuade  mc  out  of  my 
Deiigns,  but  I'll  command  you  out  of  yours ;  and  tho'  yoa 
may  convince  my  Reafonthat  you  are  in  the  right,  yet  there  is 
an  old  x\ttendant  of  Sixty  three,  call'd  Politivenefs,  which 
you  nor  all  the  Wits  in  Ital-j^  fhall  ever  be  able  to  (hake  ;  fo. 
Sir,  you're  a  Wit,  and  I'm  a  Father  ;  you  may  talk,  but  I'll 
be  obey'd. 

Mir.  This  ft  is  to  have  the  Son  a  finer  Gentleman  than  the 
Father  ;  they  firft  give  us  Breeding  that  they  don't  underdand, 
then  they  turn  us  out  of  doors  'caufe  v/e  are  wifer  than  them- 
felves.  But  I'm  a  little  afore-hand  Vvith  the  Old  Gentleman. 
\^Ajide.'\  Sir,  you  have  been  pleas'd  to  feule  a  thoufand  Pound 
Sterling  a  Year  upon  me;  in  return  of  which,  I  have  a  very 
great  Honour  for  you  and  your  Family,  and  fnall  take  care 
that  your  only  and  beloved  Son  fhall  do  nothing  to  make  him 
hate  his  Father,  or  to  hang  himfelf.  So,  dear  Sir,  I'm  your 
very  humble  Servant.  \_Kuns  off^ 

Old  cT.  Here,  Sirrah,  Rogue,  Boh^  Villain. 
Enter  Du2;ard. 

Dug.  Ay,  Sir,  'tis  but  what  he  defer ves. 

Old  M.  'Tis  falfe.  Sir,  he  don't  deferve  it :  what  have  you 
to  fay  againll  my  Boy,  Sir? 

Dug.   I  fliall  only  repeat  your  own  Words. 

Old  M.  What  have  you  to  do  with  my  Words?  I  have 
i^fwallow'd  my  Words  already;  I  have  eaten  them  up,  and 
\  how  can  you  come  at  'cm,  Sir  ? 

i     Dug.  Very  eafily.  Sir:    'Tis  but  mentioning  your  injur'd 
Ward,  and  you  will  throw  them  up  again  immediately. 

Old  i\i.  Sir,  your  Siller  was  a  foolifli  young  Flirt  t  j  truil 
•  any  fuch  young,  deceitful,  rakehelly  Rogue,  like  him. 

Dug.  Cry  you  mercy,  old  Gentlemen,  I  thought  we  fhou'd 
hrtVc  the  Words  a^ain. 
ii„.  OLi 
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Old  M.  And  what  then  ?  'Tis  the  way  with  young  Fel- 
lows to  flight  old  Gentlemen's  Words,  you  never  mind  'em 

when  you  ought. 1  fay,  that  Bob's  an  honefl:  Fellow,  and 

who  dares  deny  it  ? 

Et7ter  Bifarre. 

Bif.  That  dare  I,  Sir :— 1  fay,  that  your  Son  is  a  wild, 

foppifh,  whimfical,  impertinent  Coxcomb;  and  were  I  abus'd 
as  this  Gentleman's  Sifter,  I  wou'd  make  it  an  Italian  Quarrel, 
and  poifon  the  whole  Family. 

Dug.  Come,  Sir,  'tis  no  time  for  trifling,  my  Sifter  is  abus'd  ; 
you  are  made  fenfible  of  the  Affront,  and  your  Honour  is  con- 
cern'd  to  fee  her  redrefs'd. 

OldM.  Look>,  Mr.  Dugard,  good  Words  go  fartheft.  I 
will  do  your  Sifter  Juftice,  but  it  muft  be  after  my  own  rate, 
no  body  muft  abufe  my  Son  but  my  felf.  For  altho'  Robia 
be  a  fad  Dog,  yet  he's  no  body's  Puppy  but  my  own. 

Bif,  Ay,  that's  my  fweet-natur'd,  kind  Old  Gentleman. 

[Wheedlwg  him.']  We  will  be  good  then,if  you'll  join  with  us 
in  the  Plot. 

Old  M.  Ah,  you  coaxing  young  Baggage,  what  Plot  can 
you  have  to  wheedle  a  Fellow  of  Sixty  three? 

Bif.  A  Plot  that  Sixty  three  is  only  good  for,  to  bring  other 
People  together,  Sir,  and  you  muft  a6i:  the  Spaniard.,  'caufe 
your  Son  will  leaft  fufped  you ;  and  if  he  fhou'd,  your  Au- 
thority proteds  you  from  a  Quarrel,  to  which  Onana  is  un- 
willing to  expofe  her  Brother. 

Old  M.  And  what  part  will  you  acl  in  the  Bufinefs,  MaH 
dam  r  • 

Bif,  My  felf,  Sir;  my  Friend  is  grown  a  perfeftChangling:' 
thefe  foolifti  Hearts  of  ours  fpoil  our  Heads  prefently ;  the  Fel- 
lows no  fooner  turn  Knaves,  but  we  turn  Fools :  But  I  am 
dill  my  felf,  and  he  may  expeft  the  moft  fevere  Ufage  from 
me,  'caufe  I  neither  love  him,  nor  hate  him.  [Exit. 

Old  M.  Well  faid,  Mrs.  Paradox;  but,  Sir,  who  muft  open 
the  matter  to  him } 

Dug.  Petit^  Sir,  who  is  our  Engineer  General.  And  here 
he  comes. 

E?2tcr  Petit. 

Pet.  O  Sir,  moreDifcoveries;  are  all  Friends  about  us  ? 

Dug.  Ay,  ay,  fpeak  freely. 

Pet.  You  muft  know,  Sir od's  my  Life,  Pm  out  of 

Breath  ;  you  muft  know.  Sir you  muft  know 

Old  M.  What  the  Devil  mmft  we  know,  Sir  > 

Pet.  That  I  have  [Pants  and  blovjs.]  brib'd,  Sir,  brib'd 

your  Son's  Secretary  of  State, 

Old 
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OU  M.  Secretary  of  State  I who's  that,  for  Heaven's 

fake? 

Fet.  His  Valet-de-Chambre,  Sir :  Youmuft  know,  Sir,  that 
the  Intrigue  lay  folded  up  with  his  Mailer's  Cloaths,  andwhea 
he  went  to  duft  the  Enibroidt^r'd  Suit,  the  Secret  flew  out  of  the 
right  Pocket  of  his  Coat,  in  a  whole  Swarm  of  your  Crambo 
Songs,  fhort  footed  Odes,  and  long-lesg'd  Pindaricks. 

OldM,  Impoffible! 

Vet.  Ah,  Sir,  he  has  lov'd  her  all  along ;  there  was  O-nana 
in  every  Line,  but  he  hates  Marriage :  Now,  Sir ,  this  Plot 
will  (Hr  up  his  Jealoulie,  and  we  fhall  know  by  the  llrength 
of  that  how  to  proceed  farther.  Come,  Sir,  lets  about  it  with 
fpeed. 

'Tis  Expedition  gives  our  King  the  fway ; 
For  Expedition  too  the  French  give  way  ; 
Swift  to  attack,  or  fwift  to  run  away.  \Exetmt^ 

Enter  Mirabel  ayid  Bifarre,  f^jfing  carelejly  hy  one  another. 

B:f.  \_Afide.']  I  wonder  what  fhe  can  fee  in  this  Fellow  to 
like  him } 

Mir.  [_Afide.']  I  wonder  what  my  Friend  can  fee  in  this  Girl 
to  admire  her.'* 

Bif.  [Afide.l  A  wild,  foppifli,  extravagant  Rakehel. 

Dfiir.  [Afide.']  A  light,  whimfical,  impertinent  Mad-cap. 

Bif.  Whom  do  you  mean.  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Whom  do  you  mean,  Madam  ? 

Bif.  A  Fellow  that  has  nothing  left  to  re-eftablifh  him  for 
a  humane  Creature,  but  a  prudent  Refolution  to  hang  him- 
felf. 

I     Mir.  There  is  a  way.  Madam,  to  force  me  to  that  Refo- 
lliition. 
1     Bif  I'll  do't  with  all  my  Heart. 

Mir.  Then  you  mufl  marry  me. 

Bif  Look'e,  Sir,  don't  think  your  ill  Manners  to  mt  fhall 

excufe  your  ill  Ufage  of  my  Friend  ;  nor  by  fixing  a  Quarrel 

here,  to  divert  my  Zeal  for  the  abfent :  for  I'm  refolv'd,  nay, 

I  come  prepar'd  to  make  you  a  Panegyrick,  that  lliall  morti- 

,  fie  your  Pride  like  any  modern  Dedication. 

!,  •  Mir.  And  I,  Madam,  like  a  true  modern  Patron ,   fhall 

'hardly  give  you  thanks  for  your  trouble. 

Bif  Come,  Sir,  to  let  you  fee  what  little  Foundation  you 
have  for  your  dear  fufficiency,  I'll  take  you  to  pieces. 

Mtr.  And  what  Piece  v/ill  you  chufe? 
..   ^  Bif  Your  Heart,  to  be  fure ;  'caufe  I  fhou'd  get  prefently 
rid  on't;  your  Courage  I  wou'd  give  to  aHeclor,  your  Wit  to 

a  lewd 
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a  lewd  Play-maker,  your  Honour  to  an  Attorney,  yotir  Body  ! 
to  the  Phyficians,  and  your  Soul  to  its  Mailer. 

Mtr.  I  had  the  oddeft  Dream  laft  night  of  the  Dutchefs  of 
Burgundy,  methought  the  Furbelows  of  her  Gown  were  pinn'd 
up  fo  high  behind,'  that  I  cou'd  not  fee  her  Head  for  her  Tail. 

Bif.  The  Creature  don't  mind  me  !  do  you  think,  Sir,  that 
your  humorous  Impertinence  can  divert  me?  No,  Sir,  I'm  , 
above  any  Pleafure  that  you  can  give,  but  that  of  feeing  you  |' 
miferable.  And  mark  me,  Sir;  my  Friend,  my  injur'd Friend  j 
fhall  yet  be  doubly  happy,  and  you  fhall  be  a  Husband  as  I 
much  as  the  Rites  of  Marriage,  and  the  Breach  of  'em  can 
make  you.        [^Hcre  Mir.  pdb  out  a  Virgil,  and  reads  to  him- 

felf  while  Jhe  fpeaks. 

Mir.  [Reading]  At  Rcgina  dolos^  quis  fallere  pojjit  amantern. 
DiJJim7ilare  etiam  fperafii^  perfide^  tantum     [\^ery  true.  ' 
Pojfe  ncfas. 
By  your  Favour,  Friend  Virgil^  'twas  but  a  rafcally  trick  of 
your  Hero  to  forfake  poor  Pug  fo  inhumanly.  n 

Bif.  I  don't  know  what  to  lay  to  him.    The  Devil  I 

what's  Ftrgil  to  us,  Sir  .^  -  j 

Mir.  Very  much,  Madam,  the  moll:  apropo  in  the  World 

* for,  what  fhou'd  I  chop  upon,  but  the  very  Place  where 

the  perjur'd  Rogue  of  a  Lover  and  the  forfaken  Lady  are  bat- 
tcling  it  tooth  and  nail.  Come,  Madam,  fpend  your  Spirits 
no  longer,  we'll  take  an  ealier  method :  I'll  be  JEneas  now, 
and  you  iliall  be  Dido^  and  we'll  rail  by  Book.  Now  for  you 
Madam  Dido. 

Nee  te  77oJ}er  amor.,  nee  te  data  dextra  quondam .^  . 

Ncc  Moritma  tenet  crudeli  funerc  Dido—- 

Ah  poor  Dido  !  [^Looking  at  hen 

Bif.  Rudenefs,  Affronts,  Impatience  I  I  cou'd  almoft  flart 
out  even  to  Manhood,  and  want  but  a  Weapon  as  long  as  his 
to  fight  him  upon  the  fpot.    What  Ihall  I  fay  r 

Mir.  Now  iht  rants. 

Quce  quihus  antefcrar/i.,  jam  jara  nee  Maxima  Juno. 

Bif.  A  Man!  No,  the  Woman's  Birth  was  fplrited  away.  • 

Mir.  Pvight,  right,  Madam,  the  very  Words. 

Bif.  And  fome  pernicious  Elf  left  in  the  Cradle  with  hu- 
mane Shape  to  palliate  growing  Mifchief. 

IBothfpeak  together^  and  raife  their  Voices  by  degree f*. 

Mir.  Perfide.,  fed  duris  genuit  te  Cautibus  horrens  [ 

Caucafus^  hire  an  a:  que  admornnt  Ubera  T'igres. 

Bif.  Go,  Sir,  fly  to  your  m/idnight  Revels. 

Mir.  [Excellent]  Ifequcre  Italiam-  ventis.,  pete  regna  per  undas^ 
Spero  equidem  mediis^  ft  quidpia  Nnraina  pofJmt.[^  Together  again. 

Btf 
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"B'tf.  Converfe  with  Imps  of  Darknefs  of  your  make,  your 
Nature  Harts  at  Jurtice,  and  fhivers  at  the  touch  of  Vertue. 
Now  the  Devil  take  his  Impudence,  he  vexes  me  fo,  I  don't 
know  whether  to  cry  or  laugh  at  him. 

Mir.  Bravely  perform'd,  my  dear  L^hian  ;  Pll  write  the 
Tragedy  o^  Dido,  and  you  fhall  ad  the  Part  :  But  you  do  no- 
thing at  all,  unlefs  you  fret  your  felf  into  a  Fit  ;  for  here  the 
poor  Lady  is  ftiflcd  with  Vapours,  drops  into  the  Arms  ofher 
Maids;  and  the  cruel,  barbarous,  deceitful  Wanderer,  is  in 
:he  very  next  Line  call'd  Pious  Mneas. There's  Autho- 
rity for  ye. 

Sorry  indeed  JEneas  flood 
To  fee  her  in  a  Pout ; 

But  Jove  himfclf,  who  ne'er  thought  good 

'    To  flay  a  fecond  Bout, 

Commands  him  off,  with  all  his  Crew, 

And  leaves  poor  Z>)',  as  I  leave  you.  \_Runs  off. 

BtJ\  Go  thy  ways,  for  a  dear,  mad,  deceitful,  agreeable  Fel- 
low.    O'  my  Confciencc  I  mull:  QXCVi^cOriana. 
<    That  Lover  foon  his  angry  Fair  di farms, 
'   Whofe  flighting  pleafes,  andwhofe  Faults  are  Charms. 

E^ter  Petit,  rum  about  to  every  Door,  and  knocks, 
\Per.  Mr.  Mirabel!  Sir,   where  are  you  >  nowhere  to  be 
found? 
:  Enter  Mirabel. 

Mir.  What's  the  matter,  Petit  ? 

P^^.  Mofl  critically  met. -Ah,    Sir,  that  one  who  has 

'ollow'd  the  Game  fo  long,  ^nd  brought  the  poor  Hare  juft 
ander  his  Paws,  fliould  let  a  Mungril  Cur  chop  in,  and  run 
iway  with  the  Pufs. 

Mir.  If  your  Worlhip  can  get  out  of  your  Allegories  ,  be 
pleas'd  to  tell  me  in  three  Words  what  you  mean. 

Pet.  Plain,  plain,  Sir.  Your  Miftrefs  and  mine  is  going 
to  be  marry 'd.  ^ 

Mir.  I  believe  you  lie.  Sir. 

Pet.  Y"our  humble  Servant,  Sir.  [Going. 

Mir.  Come  hither.  Petit.    Marry'd  fay  you  ? 

Pet.  No,  Sir,  'tis  no  matter  ;  I  only  thought  to  do  you  a 
Service,  but  I  fhall  take  care  how  1  confer  my  Favours  for 
:he  future. 

Mir.  Sir,  I  beg  you  ten  thoufand  Pardons.        [Bowing  low. 

Pet.  'Tis  enough,  Sir. 1  come  to  tell  you.  Sir,  that 

Oriana  is  this  Moment  to  be  facrific'd  ;  marry'd  paiFRe- 
iemption. 

R  Mir. 
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M/r,  I  underftand  her,  fhe' 11  take  a  Husband  out  offpighttoj 
me,  and  then  out  of  love  to  me  flie  will  make  him  a  Cuckold; 
'tis  ordinary  with  Women  to  marry  one  Perfon  for  the  fake  of 
another,  and  to  throw  themfelves  into  the  Arms  of  one  they 
hate,  to  fecure  their  Pleafure  with  the  Man  they  love.  But 
who  is  the  happy  Man  ?     -.,  ^ 

Pern.  A  Lord,  Sir.    ^  ;./' 

Mir.  I'm  her  Ladyfliip's  mofi:  humble  Servant ;  a  Train 
and  a  Title,  hey  !  room  for  my^  Lady's  Coach,  a  front  Row 
in  the  Box  for  her  Ladyfhip  ;  Lights,  Lights  for  her  Honour. 

Now  mud  I  be  a  conftant  attender  at  my  Lord's  Levee, 

to  work  my  way  to  my  Lady's  Couchee a  Countcfs,   I 

prefimie,  Sir. 

Pef.  A  Spamp  Count,  Sir,  that  Mr.  Dugard  knew  abroad, 
is  come  to  Pans.^  fawyour  Miftrefs  yefterday,  aiarries  her  to 
day,  and  whips  herinto^)>^i;f  to  morrow. 

Mir.  Ay,  is  it  fo }  and  muil  I  follow  my  Cuckold  over  the 
Pyrenees!.  Had  fhe  marry'd  within  thePrecin6ls  of  a  Billet  deux, 
I  wou'd  be  the  Man  to  lead  her  to  Church;  but  as  itiiappens, 
I'll  forbid  the  Banes.     Where  is  this  mighty  Don  > 

Pet.  Have  a  care,  Sir,  he's  a  rough  crofs-grain'd  Piece, 
and  there's  no  tampering  with  him  ;  wou'd  you  apply  to  Mr. 
Dugard^  or  the  Lady  her  felf,  fomcthing  might  be  done,  for  it 
is  \\\  deipight  to  you,  that  the  Bulinefs  is  carry'd  fo  hailily .  Od- 
fo,  Sir,  here  he  comes.    I  mull  be  gone.  {Exit. 

Enter  Old  Mir.  drefs^d  In  a  Spanlfii  Hahlt^  leading  Oriana. 

Ori.  Good  my  Lord,  a  nobler  Choice  had  better  fuited  your 
Lordfhip's  Merit.  My  Perfon,  Rank,  and  Circumlf ance,  ex- 
pofe  me  as  the  publick  Theme  of  Raillery,  and  fubjed  me  to 
fo  injurious  L^fage,  my  Lord,  that  I  can  lay  no  Claim  to  any 
part  of  your  Regard,  except  your  Pity. 

Old  M.  Br-^athes  he  vital  Air,  that  dares  prefume 
With  rude  Behayiour  to  profane  fuch  Excellence  ! 
Shew  me  the  Man  — 
And  you  fhall  fee  how  my  fudden  Revenge 
Shall  fall  upon  the  Head  of  fuch  Prefumption. 
Is  this  thing  one?  [^Strutting  up  to  Mirabel. 

Mtr.  Sir! 

Ori.  Good  my  Lord.        -,,,-!.f'v 

OldM.  If  he,  or  any  he!' 

Ori.  Pray,  my  Lord,  the  Gentleman's  a  flranger. 

Old  M.  O  your  Pardon,  Sir but  if  you  had re- 
member, Sir the  Lady  now  is  mine,  her  Injuries   arc 

mine  ; 
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mine;  therefore,  Sir,  you  iindcrftand  me Come, Madam. 

{Leads  Oriana  to  the  Door^  (he  goes  off^  Mir.  nr/is  to  his 
Father^  and -pulls  him  by  the  Sleeve, 

Mir.  E  coHte^  MonfieUr  Le  Count. 

Old  M.  Your  Bu(iiiefs,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Boh  ! 

Old  M.  Boh  !  What  Language  is  that.  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Stawjh^  my  Lord. 

OldM.  What  d'ye  mean  ? 

Mir.  This,  Sir.  {j;rips  up  his  Heels. 

Old  M.  A  very  concife  Quarrel,  truly I'll  bully  him. 

-Trmidado  Scignieur^  give  me  fair  play.      {Offering  to  nje, 

Mir.  By  all  means,  Sir,  {Takes  away  his  Sword.)  Now  Sei- 
^nieur,  Where's  that  bombaft  Look /and  fuilian  Face  your 
Countfhip  wore  jull  now  .^  {Strikes  him. 

^  Old  M.  The  Rogue  quarrels  well,  very  well,  my  own  Son 
right! But  hold,  Sirrah,  no  more  Jefting;  I'm  your  Fa- 
ther,  Sir,  your  Father. 

Mir.  My  Father!  then  by  this  Light  I  cou'd  find  in  my 
Heart  to  pay  thee  {Afide.)  Is  the  Fellow  mad  >  Why  fure, 
Sir,  I  ha'n't  frighted  you  out  of  your  Senfes  ? 
I    Old  M.  But  you  have.  Sir. 
;    Mir.  Then  I'll  beat  them  into  you  again.    {Offers  tojlrike  him. 

\    Old  M.  Why  Rogue Bob,  dear  Bob.,  don't  you  know 

me,  Child?  .    . 

yj'/zr.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Fellow's  downright  diftrafled  :  Thou 
Miracle  of  Impudence,  woud'ft  thou  make  me  believe  that 
fuch  a  grave  Gentleman  as  my  Father  wou'd  go  a  Mafquera- 
iing  thus  >  That  a  Perfon  of  threefcore  and  three  wou'd  run 
about  in  a  Fool's  Coat  to  difgrace  himfelf  and  Family  ?  Why, 
);ou  impudent  Villain,  do  you  think  I  will  futrcr  fuch  an  Af- 
front to  pafs  upon  my  honoured  Father,  my  worthy  Father, 
Tiy  dear  Father?  'Sdeath,  Sir,  mention  my  Father  but  once 
igain,  and  I'll  fend  your  Soul  to  my  Grandfather  this  Mi- 
nute. {Offering  toftah  him. 

Old  M.^  Well,  well,  I  am  not  your  Father. 

Mir.  Why  then,  Sir,  you  are  the  fawcy,  \i^diOi\vi'^  Spaniard^ 
md  I'll  ufe  you  accordingly. 

Old M.  The  Devil  take  the  Spaniards.,  Sir;  we  have  all  got 
lothing  but  Blows  fince  we  began  to  take  their  part. 
Enter  Dugard,  Oriana,  Maid,' Petit.      Dugard  rum  to  Mi- 
rabel, the  reft  to  the  Old  Gentleman. 

Dug.   Fye,  fye,  Mirabel.,  murder  your  Father  ! 

Mir.  My  Father  !  What  is  the  whole  Familv  mad  >  Give 
•lie  way,  Sir,  I  wo'n't  be  held. 

R  %  Old 
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Old  M.  No  !  nor  I  neither;  let  me  begone,  pray. 

[^Offering  to  go. 

Mir.  My  Father  ! 

Old  M.  Ay,  you  Dog's  Face,  I  am  your  Father,  for  I  have 
bore  as  much  for  thee,  as  your  Mother  ever  did. 

ALr.  O  ho !  then  t^.is  was  a  Trick,  it  feems,  a  Defign,  a" 
Contrivance,  a  Stratagem Oh!  hov^  my  Bones  ake !        ' 

OU  M.  Your  Bones,  Sirrah,  why  yours  ? 

Mir.  Why,  Sir,  ha'nt  I  been  beating  my  own  Flefh  and 
Blood  all  this  while  ?  O  Madam,  [To  Oriana.]  I  wifh  your 
Ladylhip  Joy  of  your  new^  Dignity.  Here  was  a  Contrivance! 
indeed.  -I; 

Pet.  The  Contrivance  was  well  enough,  Sir,  for  they  im-l 
pos'd  upon  us  all.  ' 

Alir.  Well,  my  dear  Dulcinea^  did  your  Don  Qujxot  battel" 
for  you  bravely  ?  My  feather  will  anfwer  for  the  Force  of  my 
Love. 

Ori.  Pray,  Sir,  don't  infult  the  Misfortunes  of  your  own 


creating. 


Dug.  My  Prudence  w^ill  be  counted  Cowardice,  if  I  Hand 

tamelv  now. — [Comes  up  betvjeerilSA\x?bQ\  and  his  Sifter. ^ 

Well;  Sir  ! 

Mir.  Well,  Sir  !  Do  you  take  me  for  one  of  your  Tenants, 
Sir,  that  you  put  on  your  Landlord-face  at  me  .^ 

Dug.  On  what  Prefumption.   Sir,  dare  you  afTume  thus  } 

[Draws 

OldM.  What's  that  to  you,  Sir.  [Draws 

Pet.  Help,  help,  the  Lady  faints. 

[Oriana  falls  into  her  Maids  Arms 

Mir.  Vapours!  Vapours!    flie'U  come  toher  felf  :   If  it  b( 

an  angry  Fit,  a  Dram  of  Affa  Foetida If  Jealoufie,  Hartf 

horn  in  Water  —  If  the  Mother,  burnt  Feathers If  Grief 

Ratifia If  it  be  ftrait  Stays,  or  Corns,  there's  nothing  lik< 

a  Dram  of  plain  Brandy.  [Exit 

Ort.  Hold  off,  give  me  Air O  my  Brother,    wou'd  yoi 

prefervemy  Life,  endanger  not  your  own;  wou'd  youdefem 
my  Reputation,  leave  it  to  it  felf;  'tis  adear  Vindication  that' 
purchas'd  by  the  Sword  ,  for  tho'  our  Champion  prove  vi 
dorious,  yet  our  Honour  is  wounded.  , 

OldM.  Ay,  and  your  Lover  may  be  wounded,  that's  anoi 
thcr  thing.     But  I  think  you're  pretty  brisk  again,  my  Child. -^ 

Ori.  Ay,  Sir,  my  Indifpofition  was  only  a  Pretence  to  di 
vert  the  Quarrel;  the  capricious  Taile  of  your  Sex  excufes  thi 
Artifice  in  ours. 
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For  often ^  when  our  chief  P erf e^^m  fail ^ 

Our  chief  Defeiis  with  fooltp  Men  prevail.  [Exit. 

Pet.  Come,  Mr.  Dugard,  take  Courage,  there  is  away  flill 
eft  to  fetch  him  again. 

Old  M.  Sir,  I'll  have  no  Plot  that  has  any  Relation  to 
Sfatn. 

.    Dug.  I  fcorn  all  Artifice  whatfoever  ;  my  Sword  (hall  do 
-ler  Jufticc. 

Pet.  Pretty. Juftice,  truly  !  Suppofe  you  run  him  thro'  the 
Body  ;  you  run  her  thro'  the  Heart  at  the  fame  time. 

0/d  M.  And  me  thro'  the  Head rot  your  Sword,  Sir, 

we'll  have  Plots ;  come,  Petit.,  let's  hear. 

Pet.  What  it  fhe  pretended  to  go  into  a  Nunnery,    and  fo 
3ring  him  about  to  declare  himfelf. 
I   Dug.  That,  I  muil  confefs,  has  a  Face. 
I   OldM.  Face!  A  Face  like  an  Angel,  Sir.     Ad's  my  Life, 
Sir,  'tis  the  mod  beautiful  Plot  in  Chrtftendom.     We'll  about 
t  immediately.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE,   the  Street. 

Duretete  and  Mirabel. 

Dur.  lln  a  PaJJion.']  And  tho'  I  can't  dance  ,  nor  fing,  nor 
:alk  like  you,  yet  I  can  fight,  you  know.  Sir. 

Mtr.  I  know  thou  canll,  Man. 

Dur.  'Sdeath,  Sir,  and  I  will:  Let  me  fee  the  proudeft  Man 
ilive  make  a  left  of  me ! 

Mir.  But  I'll  engage  to  make  you  amends. 

Dur.  Danc'd  to  Death  !  Baited  like  a  Bear  !  Ridicul'd  ! 
;hreatn'd  to  be  kick'd  !  Confulion  !  Sir,  you  fet  me  on,  and 
[  will  have  Satisfadion,  all  Mankind  will  point  at  me. 

Mtr.    [_AJide.']   I  mult  give  this  Thunderbolt  fome  Paffage, 

3r  'twill  break  upon  my  own  Head Look'e,  Duretete., 

what  do  thefe  Gentlemen  laugh  at  > 

Eyiter  two  Gentlemen, 

Dur.  At  me  to  be  fure Sir,  what  made  .you  laugh  at 

tne  > 

1  Gen.  You're  miftaken.  Sir,  if  we  were  merry  we  had  a 
private  Reafon 

2  Gen.  Sir,  we  don't  know  you. 

Dur.  Sir,  rii  make  you  know  me  ;  mark  and  obferve  me, 
I  wo'u't  be  nam'd  ;  it  flia'n't  be  mention'd,  not  even  v  hif- 

R  3  P^^''^' 
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pcr'd  in  your  Prayers  at  Church.     'Sdeath,  Sir,  d'ye  fmile  ? 

I  Ge-a.  Not  I,  upon  my  word. 

Dur.  Why  then,  look  grave  as  an  Owl  in  a  Barn,  or  a 
Fryer  with  his  Crown  afiiaving. 

Mir.  \_JlJide  to  the  Gent.~]  Don't  be  bully'd  out  of  your 
Humour,  Gentlemen  ;  the  Fellow's  mad,  laugh  at  him,  and 
I'll  Hand  by  you. 

I  Gen.  Igad  and  fo  we  will. 

Both.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Dur.  Ha,  ha,  ha,   very  pretty.  [^Draws.']  She  threaten'd  tQj*; 
kick  me.     Ay,  then,  you  Dogs,  I'll  murther  ye.  ; 

[Fights  .f  and  beats  them  off^  Mir.  runs  over  to  his  fide  i 

Mir.  Fla,  ha,  ha  ,  bravely  done,  Durctete.^  there  you  had 
him,   noble  Captain,  hey,   they  run,   they  run,  ViBoria.^  Vi^i 

Sioria -Ha,  ha,  ha — —how  happy  am  I  in  an  excellent 

Friend  !  Tell  me  of  your  Virtuofo's  and  Men  of  Senfe,  a 
parcel  of  fowre-fac'd  fplenetick  Rogues  —- —  a  Man  of  my 
thin  Conftitution  Ihou'd  never  v/ant  a  Fool  in  his  Company : 
I  don't  affed  your  fine  things  that  improve  the  Underftanding, 
but  hearty  laughing  to  fatten  m.y  Car  cafe  :  And  o'  my  Con- 
fcience,  a  Man  of  Senfe  is  as  melancholy  without  a  Cox- 
comb, as  u  Lyon  without  his  Jackall  ;  he  hunts  for  our  Di- 
verfion,  flarts  Game  for  our  Spleen,  and  perfectly  feeds  us 
with  Pleafure, 

I  hate  the  Man  who  makes  Acquaintance  nice, 

And  flill  difcreetly  plagues  me  with  Advice  ; 

Who  moves  by  Caution,  and  mature  Delays,  \ 

Andmuft  give  Reafons  for  whate'er  he  fays. 

The  Man,  Indeed,  whofe  Converfe  is  fo  full. 

Makes  me  attentive,  but  it  makes  me  dull : 

Give  me  the  carelefs  Rogue,  who  never  thinks, 

That^plays  the  Fool  as  freely  as  he  drinks. 

Not  a  Buffoon,  who  is  Buffoon  by  Trade,  :o 

But  one  that  Nature,  not  his  Wants  have  made. 

Who  ftill  is  merry,  but  does  ne'er  deiign  it : 

And  flill  is  ridicul'd,  but  ne'er  can  find  it. 

Who  when  he's  moil  in  earnefl,  is  the  befl  ; 

And  his  mofl  grave  Expreffion  is  the  Jeil.  \ExtU 

The  End  of  the  Third  A  C  T^ 


ACT 
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ACT     IV. 

S  C  E  N  E,  O/^  MirabelV  Hmfc, 

Emer  Old  Mirabel  and  Dugard. 
Dug.  'TpHE  Lady  Abbefs  is  my  Relation,   and  privy  to  the 
»  -■-    Plot :  your  Son  has  been  there,   but  had  no  Admit- 

tance beyond  the  Privilege  of  the  Grate,  and  there  my  Siikr 
refus'd  to  fee  him.  He  went  off  more  nettled  at  his  Repulfe, 
than  I  thought  his  Gayety  cou'd  admit. 

Old  M.  x\y,  ay,  this  Nunnery  will  bring  him  about,  I  war- 
rant ye. 

Enter  Durctetc. 

D:rr.  Here,   where  are  ye  all  ? O  I  Mr.  Mirabel^  you 

have  done  fine  things  for  your  Pofterity And  you , 

Mr.  Dugard^  may  come" to  anfwer  this 1  come  to  de- 
mand my  Friend  at  vour  Hands  ;  reflore  him,  Sir,  or 

[To  Old  Mir. 

Old  M.  ReilorehimI  What  d'ye  think  I  have  got  him  in 
my  Trunk,  or  my  Pocket  I 

Dur.  Sir,  he's  mad,  and  you're  the  Caufe  on't. 

Old  M.  That  may  be ;  for  I  was  as  mad  as  he  when  I  begat 
him. 

Di:g.  Mad,  Sir!  What  d'ye  mean  r 

Dur.  What  do  you  mean,   Sir,   by  (hutting  up  your  Sifler 

fonder,  to  talk  like  a  Parrot  thro'  a  Cage? Or  a  Dccoy- 

Duck,  to  draw  others  into  the  Snare?  Your  Son,  Sir,  becaufe 
flie  has  deferted  him,  he  has  forfaken  the  World  ;  and  in 
"three  Words,  has 

OldM.  Hang'd  himfelf ! 

Dur.  The  very  fame,  turn'd  Fryer. 

'Old  M.   You  lie.   Sir,   'tis  ten  times   worfe.     Boh  turn'd 

Fryer  ! Why  {hou'd  the  Fellow  (liave  his  foolilh  Crown 

wheli  the  fame  Razor  may  cut  his  Throat  ? 

Dur.  If  you  have  any  Command,  or  you  any  Intereft  over 
him,  lofe  not  a  Minute?  He  has  thrown  himfelf  into  the  next 
Monaflery,  and  has  order'd  m.e  to  pay  off  his  Servants,  and 
tiifcharge  his  Equipage. 

Old  M.  Let  me  alone  to  ferret  him  out  ;  Fll  facrifice  the 
Abbot,  if  he  receives  him  ;  I'll  try  Vvhether  the  Spiritual  or  the 
Natural  Father  has  the  moil  Right  to  the  Child.-- — But,  dear 
Captain,  what  has  he  done  with  his  Ellate  ? 

R  4  D:r, 
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Dur.  Settled  it  upon  the  Church,  Sir. 

Old  M.  The  Church  !  Nay,  then  the  Devil  won't  get  him 

out  of  their  Clutches. T&n  thoufand  Livres  a  Year  upon 

the  Church  !  'Tis  downright  Sacrilege. Come,  Gentle- 
men, all  hands  to  work  ;  for  half  that  Sum,  one  of  thefe 
Monafteries  Ihall  proted  you  a  Traytor  from  the  Law,  a 
Rebellious  Wife  from  her  Husband,  and  a  Difobedient  Son 
from  his  own  Father.  [Exit, 

Dug.  But  will  ye  perfuade  me  that  he's  gone  to  a  Mo- 
naftery ! 

Dzir.  Is  your  Sifter  gone  to  the  Filles  RepeMies  ?  I  tell  you, 
Sir,  (he's  not  fit  for  the  Society  of  repenting  Maids. 

Dug,  Why  fo,  Sir  > 

Dur.  Becaufe  ihe's  neither  one  nor  t'other;  fhe's  too  old  to 
be  a  Maid,  and  too  young  to  repent. 

[Ea'/>  ;  Dug.  after  him. 

SCENE,  the  infide  of  a  Motrnjlery  ;    Oriana  ia  a  Nun's  Ha- 
bit'^  Bifarre. 

Ori,  I  hope,   Bifarre,    there  is  no  harm  in  jefling  with  this  i 
Religious  Habit.  I 

B7f.  To  me,  the  greatefl  Jefl:  in  the  Habit,  is  taking  it  in 
earneft  :  I  don't  underftand  this  imprifoning  People  with  the 
Keys  oi  Paradife^  nor  the  Merit  of  that  Virtue  which  comes 
by  Conftraint.  —  Befides,  we  may  own  to  one  another,  that 
we  are  in  the  worft  Company  when  among  our  felves  ;  for  our 
private  Thoughts  run  us  into  thofe  Deiires,  which  our  Pride 
refifts  from  the  Attacks  of  the  World;  and,  you  may  remem- 
ber, the  fird  Woman  then  met  the  Devil,  when  flieretir'd  from 
her  Man. 

Ori.  But  Pmreconcil'd,  methinks,  to  the  Mortification  of 
a  Nunnery  ;  becaufe  I  fancy  the  Habit  becomes  me. 

Btf  A  well-contriv'd  Mortification,    truly,   that  makes  a 

Woman  look  ten  times  handfomer  than  fhe  did  before  ! 

Ay,  my  Dear,  were  there  any  Religion  in  becoming  Drefs, 
our  Sex's  Devotion  were  rightly  plac'd  ;  for  our  Toylets 
wou'd  do  the  Work  of  the  Altar  ;  we  lliou'd  all  be  ca- 
nonlz'd. 

Ori.  But  don't  you  think  there  is  a  great  deal  of  Merit,  in 
dedicating  a  beautiful  F  ace  and  Perfon  to  the  Service  of  Re- 
ligion } 

Bif.  Not  half  fo  much,    as  devoting  'em  to  a  pretty  Fel- 
low; If  our  Feminaliiy  had  no  Bufmefs  in  this  World,    why 
was  it  fent  hither  ^  Let  us  dedicate  our  beautiful  Minds  to 
'  the 
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the  Service  of  Heaven.  And  for  our  handfome  Perfons  ; 
they  become  a  Box  at  the  Play,  as  well  as  a  Pew  in  the 
Church. 

Orl,  But  the  VicilTitudes  of  Fortune,  the  Inconflancy  of 
Man,  with  other  Difappointments  of  Life,  require  fomc  place 
of  Religion,  for  a  Refuge  from  their  Perfecution. 

Bif,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  and  do  you  think  there  is  any  Devotion 

in  a  Fellow's  going  to  Church,  when  he  takes  it  only  for  a 

,  Sanduary?   Don't  you   know,    that   Religion  conlilfs  in  a 

Charity  with  all  Mankind;  and  that  you  lliould  never  think 

of  being  Friends  with  Heaven,  till  you  have  quarrell'd  with 

all  the  World.     Come,  come,  mind  your  Bulinefs,  Mimhcl 

loves  you,  'tis  now  plain,  and  hold  him  to't ;  give  frefti  Or- 

y  ders  that  he  (han't  fee  you:   We  get  more  by  hiding  our  Fa- 

\  ce§  fometimes,  than  by  expofmg  them;    a  very  Mask,  you 

I  fee,  whecs  Delire ;  but  a  pair  of  keen  Eyes  thro'  an  Iron  Gate, 

^  &c  double  upon  'em,  with  View  and  Difguifc.     But  I  muft 

I  be  gone  upon  my  Affairs,  I  have  brought  my  Captain  about 

again. 

On.  But  why  will  you  trouble  your  felf  with  that  Cox- 
comb } 

B'tf.  Becaufehe  is  a  Coxcomb;  had  I  not  better  have  a  Lo- 
ver like  him,  that  I  can  make  an  Afs,  than  a  Lover  like  yoars, 
to  make  a  Fool  of  me.  [^Kmckhig  below.']  A  MefTage  from  il'iV 
rahel.,  I'll  lay  my  Life.  [She  runs  to  the  Door.']  Come  hither, 
Run,  thou  charming  Nun,  come  hither. 

Ori.  What's  the  News  >  \^Rmis  to  her. 

■    Bif.  Don't  you  fee  who's  below  ^ 

Ori.  I  fee  no  body  but  a  Fryer. 

B'f.  Ah  !  Thou  poor  blind  CupU!  O' my  Confcience,  thefe 
Hearts  of  ours  fpoil  our  Heads  inftantly ;  the  Fellows  no  foon- 
er  turn  Knaves,  than  we  turn  Fools.  A  Fryer!  Don't  you 
fee  a  villanous  genteel  Mien  under  that  Cloak  of  Hypocrilie, 
the  loofe  carelefs  Air  of  a  tall  Rakehelly  Fellow.^ 

Or:.  As  I  live,  Mirabel  turn'd  Fryer !  I  hope,  in  Heav'n, 
he's  not  in  earneft. 

B^  In  earnefl :  Ha,  ha,  ha,  are  you  in  earnefl.?  Now's 
your  time  ;  this  Difguife  has  hef certainly  taken  for  a  Paf- 
port,  to  get  in  and  try  your  Refolutions ;  Hick  to  your  Habit 
to  be  fare;  treat  him  with  Difdain,  rather  than  Anger;  lor 
Pride  becomes  us  more  than  Paffion :  Remember  what  I  fay, 
if  you  wouM  yield  to  advantage,  and  hold  out  the  Attack  :  to 
dr^V7  him  on,  keep  him  off  to  be  fure. 
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'The  cunning  Gamefiers  never  gain  too  fafi^ 

But  lofe  atfirftj  to  win  the  more  at  laft.  \^xit, 

Ori.  His  coming  puts  mc  into  fome  Ambiguity ,  I  don't 
know  how ;  I  don't  fear  him,  but  I  miftr ail  my  felf ;  wouM 
he  were  not  come,  yet  I  wou'd  not  have  him  gone  neither ; 
I'm  afraid  to  talk  with  him,  but  I  love  to  fee  him  tho'. 

IjThat  a  flrange  Power  has  this  fantaflick  Fire^ 
That  makes  us  dread  even  what  we  mofl  dejire ! 

Enter  Mirabel  in  Fryers  Habit. 

Mir.  Save  you.  Sifter Your  Brother,  young  Lady,  ha- 
ving a  regard  to  your  Soul's  Health,  has  fent  mc  to  prepare 
you  for  that  facred  Habit  by  Confelfion. 

Ori.  That's  falfe,  the  cloven  Foot  already.  [^Afide.']  My 
Brother's  Care  I  own;  and  to  you,  facred  Sir,  I  confefs,  that 
the  great  crying  Sin  which  I  have  long  indulg'd,  and  now 
prepare  to  expiate,  was  Love.  My  Morning  Thoughts,  my 
Evening  Prayers,  my  Daily  Muiings,  Nightly  Cares,  was 
Love  I  My  prefent  Peace,  my  future  Blifs,  the  Joy  of  Earth, 
and  hopes  of  Heaven,  I  all  contemn'd  for  Love! 

Mir.  She's  downright  ftark  mad  in  earncft;  Death  and 
Confulion,  I  have  loft  her  !  [_Afide.']  You  confefs  your  fault, 
Madam,  in  fuch  moving  Terms,  that  I  could  almoft  be  in 
]ove  with  the  Sin. 

Ori.  Take  care,  Sir  ;  Crimes,  like  Virtues,  are  their  own 
Rewards  ;  my  chief  Delight  became  my  only  Grief;  he  in 
whofe  Breaft  I  thought  my  Heart  fecure  turn'd  Robber,  and 
defpcil'd  the  Trcafure  that  he  kept. 

Mir.  Perhaps  that  Treamre  he  efteems  fo  much,  that  like  a 
Mifer,  tho'  afraid  to  ufe  it,  he  referves  it  fafe. 

Ori.  No,  holy  Father;  who  can  be  Mifer  in  another's 
Wealth  that's  Prodigal  of  his  own,  his  Heart  was  open,  fliar'd 
to  all  he  knew,  and  what,  alas  !  muft  then  become  of  mine  ? 
Eut  the  fame  Eyes  that  drew  the  Paflion  in,  fhall  fend  it  out 
in  Tears,  to  which  now  hear  my  Vow. 

Mir.  [Difcovering  himfelf.']  No,  my  fair  Angel,  but  let  me 
ycpcnt;  here  on  his  Knees  behold  the  Criminal,  that  vows 
Repentance  his.     Ha!  No  concern  upon  her  ! 

Ori.  This  Turn  is  odd,  and  the  time  has  been,  that  fuch 
a  fudden  Change  wou'd  have  furpriz'd  nie  into  fome  Con- 
fufion. 
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.  M'lr.  Reftore  that  happy  Time ,  for  I  am  now  return'd  to 
my  felf,  for  I  want  but  pardon  to  deferve  your  Favour,  and 
here  I'll  fix  till  you  relent,  ai^  give  it. 

Orl.  Groveling,  fordid  Man  ;  why  wou'd  you  a6l  a  thing 
to  make  you  kneel,  Monarch  in  Pleafure  to  be  Slave  to  your 
Faults  ?  Are  all  the  Conqucftsof  your  wandring  Sway,  your 
Wit,  your  Humour,  Fortune,  all  rcduc'd  to  the  bafe  cringing 

of  a  bended  K  nee  ?  Servile  and  Poor  !  1 hove  it 

\  {AfJe, 

V.  Mtr.  I  come  not  here  to  juftifie  my  Fault  but  my  Submif- 
'Con,  for  tho'  there  be  a  meannefs  in  this  humble  Pollute, 
'tis  nobler  dill  to  bend  when  Juilice  calls,  than  to  reflft  Con- 
viction. 

Ort.  No  more thy  oft  repeated  violated  Words  re- 
proach my  weak  Belief,  'tis  the  fcverell  Calumny  to  hear  thee 
fpcak  ;  that  humble  Poilure  which  once  cou'd  raifc,  now  mor- 
tifies my  Pride;  how  can'!!  thou  hope  for  Pardon  from  one 
that  you  aftront  by  asking  it  ? 

Mtr.  {Rifes.)  In  my  ownCaufe  no  more,  but  give  me  leave 
to  intercede  for  you  againft  the  hard  Injunctions  of  that  Habit, 
which  for  my  fault  you  wear. 

Ori.  Surprizing  Infolence!  ?vly  grcateft  Foe  pretends  to 
give  me  Counfel ;  but  I  am  too  warm  upon  fo  cool  aSubJeft. 
My  Rcfolutions,  Sir,  are  fix'd !  but  as  our  Hearts  were  uni- 
ted with  the  Ceremony  of  our  Eyes,  fo  I  fhall  fpare  fome 
Tears  to  the  Separation,  {M^eeps.)  That's  ail;  farewel. 

Mir.  And  mufi:  I  lofe  her  }  No.  {Runs^  and  catches  her.') 
Since  all  my  Prayers  are  vain,  I'll  ufe  the  nobler  Argument 
of  Man,  and  force  you  to  the  Juftice  yourefufe;  you're  mine 
by  Pre-contra6i: :  Ajid  where's  the  Vow  fo  facred  to  difanul 
another?  I'll  urge  my  Love,  your  Oath,  and  plead  my  Caufe 
'gainil  all  Monailick  Shifts  upon  the  Earth. 

Ori.  Unhand  me,  Ravifher !  Wou'd  you  prophane  thefe  ho- 
ly Walls  with  Violence?  Revenge  for  all  my  pall  Difgrace 
now  ofiers,  thy  Life  iliould  anfwer  this,  wou'd  I  provoke  the 
Law :  Urge  me  no  farther,  but  be  gone. 

Mir.  Inexorable  Woman,  let  me  kneel  again. 

{Knceh. 
Enter  Old  Mirabel. 

Old  M.  Where,  where's  this  Counterfeit  Nun  ? 

Ori.  Madnefs !  Confufion  !  I'm  ruin'd ! 

Mir.  What  do  I  hear  ?  {Puts  on  his  Hood. )  What  did  you 
fay,  Sir  ? 

Old 
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Old  M.  I  fay  fhe's  a  Counterfeit,  and  you  may  be  ano- 
ther for  ought  I  know,  Sir ;  I  have  loft  my  Child  by  thefe 
Tricks,  Sir. 

Mtr.  What  Tricks,  Sir  > 

Old  M.  By  a  pretended  Trick,  Sir.  A  Contrivance  to 
bring  my  Son  to  reafon,  and  it  has  made  him  ftark  mad;  I 
have  loft  him,  and  a  thoufand  Pound  a  Year. 

Mir.  (D  if  cover  if^g  himfelf.)  My  dear  Father,  Fm  your  moft 
humble  Servant. 

Old  M.  My  dear  Boy,  {Runs  and  kijfes  him.)  Welcome,  ex 
Inferis.,  my  dear  Boy,  'tis  all  a  Trick,  (he's  no  more  a  Nun 
than  I  am. 

Mir.  No  > 

Old  M.  The  Devil  a  bit. 

Mir.  Then   kifs  me   again,  my  dear  Dad,  for  the  mo(t 

happy  News. And  now  moft  venerable  holy  Sifter. 

{Kricels, 
Tour  Mercy  and  your  Pardon  I  implore.^ 
For  the  Offence  of  asking  it  before. 

Look'e,  my  dear  counterfeiting  Nun,  take  my  Advice,  be  a 
Nun  in  good  earneft ;  Women  make  the  beft  Nuns  always 
when  they  can't  do  otherwife.  Ay,  my  dear  Father,  there  is 
a  Merit  in  your  Son's  Behaviour  that  you  little  think  ;  the  free 
Deportment  of  fuch  Fellows  as  I,  makes  more  Ladies  Reli- 
gious, than  all  the  Pulpits  in  France. 

Ori.  O  !  Sir,  how  unhappily  have  you  deftroy'd  what 
was  fo  near  Perfc6lion !  He  is  the  Counterfeit  that  has  de- 
ceived you. 

Old  M.  Ha!  Look'e,  Sir,  I  recant,  (he  is  a  Nun. 

Mir.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant,  then  I'm  a  Fryer  this 
Moment. 

Old  M.  Was  ever  an  old  Fool  fo  banter'd  by  a  Brace  o' 
young  ones ;  hang  you  both,  you're  both  Counterfeits,  and 
my  Plot's  fpoii'd,  that's  all. 

Ori.  Shame  and  Confufion,  Love,  Anger,  and  Difappoint- 
ment,  will  work  my  Brain  to  Madnefs. 

{Throws  off  her  Habit.     Exit. 

Mir.  Ay,  ay,  throw  by  the  Rags,  they  have  ferv'd  a  turn 
for  us  both,  and  they  Ihail  e'en  go  oft^  together. 

{Takes  off  his  Habit. 

T'hus  thejick  U'retch^  when  tortured  by  his  Pain, 
And  finding  all  Efjays  for  Life  are  vain'^ 

When 
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m^en  the  Phyjician  can  no  more  defign^ 

Then  call  the  other  Do^or^  the  Divine. 

UHoat  Vows  to  Heaven ^  wotCd  Heaven  reftore  his  Health ; 

Vows  All  to  Heaven,^  his  \tho7ights.^  his  ABions^  Wealth : 

But  if  rejior'^d  to  Vigour  as  before^ 

His  Health  refufes  what  his  Sickncfs  fvjore. 

T'he  Body  is  no  fooner  Raised  and  Well. 

But  the  weak  Soul  relapfes  into  lU. 

T'o  all  its  former  Swing  of  Life  is  led.^ 

And  leaves  its  Vows  and  Promifes  in  Bed. 

(Exit,  throwing  away  the  Habit, 

SCENE  changes  to  Old  MirabelV  Houfe :   Duretete  with  a 

Letter, 

Dur.  (Reads.) 
'AyfY  Rudenefi  was  only  a  Proof  of  your  Humour^  which  I  have 
d-yJ-  foTtndfo  agreeable.,  that  I  own  my  felf  penitent.,  and  willing 
to  make  any  Reparation  upon  your  firji  Appearance  to 

BiSARRE. 

■Mirabel  fwears  fhe  loves  me,  and  this  confirms  it ;  then  fare- 
wel  Gallantry,  and  welcome  Revenge  :  'tis  my  turn  now  to 
be  upon  the  Sublime,  I'll  take  her  otF,  I  warrant  her. 

Enter  Bifarre. 

Well,  Miftrefs,  do  you  love  me  ? 

Bif.  I  hope,  Sir,  you  will  pardon  the  Modefty  of- 

Dur.  Of  what  ?  of  a  Dancing  Devil ! — Do  vou  love  me, 
I  Hiy. 
•    Btf  Perhaps  I 

Dur.  What? 

Bif.  Perhaps  I  do  not. 

Dur.  Ha !  abus'd  again  /  Death,  Woman,  Pll 

Bif  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  I  do,  I  do  ! 

Dur.  Confirm  it  then  by  your  Obedience,  fland  there ;  and 
Ogle  me  now,  as  if  your  Heart,  Blood,  and  Soul  were  like  to 
fly  out  at  your  Eyes. — Firft,  the  dire6l  Surprife  (She  looks  fud 
upon  him.)  Right ;  next  the  Deux  yeux  par  oblique.  {She  gives 
him  the  fide  Glance.)  Right;  now  depart,  and  languid.  {She 
turns  from  him.,  and  looks  over  her  Shoulder.)  Very  well;  now 
Sigh.  {She  Sighs.)  Now  drop  your  Fan  a  purpofe.  {She  drops 
her  Fan.)  Now  take  it  up  again :  Come  now,  confefs  your 
Faults,  arc  not  you  a  proud- fay  after  me. 

B:f 


38  The  Inconjtant :  Or, 

Bif.  Proud. 

Dur.  Impertinent. 

Bif  Impertinent. 

Dur.  Ridiculous. 

Bif.  Ridiculous. 

Dur,  Flurt. 

Bif.  Puppy.  ..   , 

Dur.  Soons,  Woman,  don't  provoke  me,  wc.are  alone,  and 
you  don't  know  but  the  Devil  may  tempt  me  to  do  you  a  Mif* 
chief,   ask  my  Pardon  immediately. 

Bif  I  do.  Sir,  I^only  miftook  the  Word.  , 

Dur.  Crv  then,  ha'  you  got  e'er  a  Handkerchief? 

Bif  Yes,' Sir.  ' 

Diir.  Cry  then,  handfomly;  cry  like  a  Queen  inaTragedy^ 
{^he.,  pretending  to  cry.^  hurfis  out  a  laughiyig,^  and  enter  \ 

tvjo  Ladies  laughing^ 

Bif  Ha,  ha,  ha.  ; 

Ladies  both.)  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Dur,  Hell  broke  loofe  upon  me,  and  all  the  Furies,flutter'4 
about  my  Ears !  Betray'd  again ! 

Bif  That  you  arc  upon  my  Word,  my  dear  Captain ;  ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Dur.  The  Lord  deliver  mc. 

\.  Lady.  What !  Is  this  the  mighty  Man  with  the  Bull-face 
that  co^nicsto  frighten  Ladies  .^  I  long  to  fee  him  angry;  come, 
begin. 

Dur.  Ah,  Madam,  I'm  tlie  beil  naturd  Fellow  in  the 
World. 

2.  Lady.  A  Man  I  We're  miilaken,  a  Man  has  Manners; 
the  aukard  Creature  is  fome  Tinker's  Trull  in  a  Perriwig. 

Btf  Come,  Ladies,  let's  examine  him.  (^hey  lay  hold  on  him . 

Dur.  Examine!  The  Devil  you, will  ! 

Bif  I'll  lay  my  Life,  fome  great  Dairy-Maid  in  Man's 
Cloaths. 

Dur.  They  will  do't; -look'e,  dear  Chriftlan  Women, 

pray  hear  me. 

Bif  Will  you  ever  attempt  a  Lady's  Honour  again  ? 

Dur.  If  you  pleafe  to  let  me  get  away  with  my  Honour, 
I'd  do  any  thing  in  the  World. 

Bif.  Will  you  perfuade  your  Friend  to  marry  mine  'i 

Dur.  O,  yes  to  be  fure. 

Bif  And  will  you  do  the  fame  by  m.O. 

Dur.  Burn  mc  if  I  do,  if  the  Coaii  be  clear.         (^Rjins  out, 

Bif  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Vilit,  Ladies,,  was  criticrd  for  our  Di- 
verfion;  we'll  go  make  an  end  of  our  Tea.  {Exeuy^t. 

Entci 
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Eyifer  Mirabel  and  Old  Mirabel. 

Mir.  Your  Putiencc,  Sir.  I  tell  you  I  won't  marry;  and 
tho'  you  fend  all  the  Bifliops  'mFra;2ce  to  periuade  me,  i  lluH 
never  believe  their  Doclrine  ngalnll:  their  PraiSlice. 

Old  M.  But  will  you  dilbbey  your  Father,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Wou'd  my  Father  have  his  youthful  Son  lie  lazing 
here,  bound  to  a  Wife,  ch<ain'd  like  a  Monkey  to  make  fport 
to  a  Woman,  fubjed  to  her  Whims,  Humours,  Longings, 
Vapours  and  Caprices,  to  have  her  one  Day  pleas'd,  to  Mor- 
row peevifli,  the  next  Day  mad,  the  fourth  rebellious;  and  no- 
thing but  this  Succeflion  of  Impertinence  for  Ages  together. 
Be  merciful.  Sir,  to  your  own  Flefh  and  Blood. 

Old  M.  But,  Sir,  did  not  I  bear  all  this,  why  lliould  not 
you  ? 

Mir.  Then  you  think,  that  Marriage,  like  Trcafon,  fliould 
attaint  the  whole  Blood;  pray  confider.  Sir,  is  it  reafonable 
becaufe  you  throw  your  felf  down  from  one  Story,  that  Im.ull 
call  my  felf  headlong  from  the  Garret  Window ;  you  Vv'ou'd 
compel  me  to  that  State,  which  I  have  heard  you  curfe  your 
felf,  when  my  Mother  and  you  have  battel'd  it  for  a  whole 
Week  together. 

Old  M.  Never  but  once,  you  Rogue,  and  that  was  when 
Ihe  long'd  for  i]i  Flanders  Mares :  Ay,  Sir,  then  file  was  breed- 
ing of  you,  which  fhew'd  what  an  expenlive  Dog  I  ihouM 
have  of  you. 

Enter  Petit. 
Well  Pt'//>,  how  do's  ihe  now? 

Pet.  Mad,  Sir,  conPornpos Ay,  Mr.  TkT/V^^r/,  you'll  be- 
lieve that  I  fpeak  truth,  no\V,  when  I  confefs  that  I  have  told 
you  hitherto  nothing  but  Lies;  our  jelling  is  come  to  a  fad 
Earned,  flic's  down-right  dillraded. 
Enter  Bifarre. 

Bif.  Where  is  this  mighty  Viclor  ? The  great  Exploit 

is  done  ;  go  triumph  in  the  Glory  of  your  Conque^,  inhu- 
mane, barbarous  Man!  O,  Sir,  (To  the  Old  GemWuian.') 
your  wretched  Ward  has  found  a  tender  Guardian  of  you, 
where  her  young  Innocence  expeded  Protection,  here  has  O^e 
found  her  Ruin. 

Old  M.  Ay,  the  fault  is  mine,  for  I  believe  that  Rogue 

won't  marry,  for  fear  of  begetting  fuch  a  difobedient  Son  as 

his  Father  did.     I  have  done  all  I  can,  Madam,  and  now  can 

do  no  more  than  run  mad  for  Company.  (CrJcs. 

Enter  Dugard  -iv'tth-his  6iu or d  drawn. 

Dug.  Avv'ay  I  Revenge,  Revenge. 

Old 
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Old  M.  Patience,  Patience,  Sir.    f  Old  Mirabel  holds  him. 
Bob^  draw.  [Afide.. 

Dug.  Patience  !  The  Coward's  Virtue,  and  the  brave  Man*s 

failing,  when  thus  provok'd Villain  !  ^ 

Mrr.  Your  Sifter's  Frenzy  fhall  excufe  your  Madnefs ;  and 
fhew  my  Concern  for  what  fhe  futfers,  I'll  bear  the  Villain.; 

from  her  Prother. Put  up  your  Anger  with  your  Sword ;  I 

have  a  Heart  like  yours,  that  fwells  at  an  Affront  received, 
but  melts  at  an  Injury  given  ;  and  if  the  lovely  Onand's  Grief 
be  fuch  a  moving  Scene,  'twill  find  a  part  within  thisBreaft, 
perhaps  as  tender  as  a  Brother's. 

Dug.  l^o  prove  that  foft  CompalTion  for  her  Grief,  endea- 
vour to  remove  it. There,  there,  behold  an  Objed that's 

infedive;  1  cannot  view  her,  but  I  am  as  mad  as  fl^e:  {Enter 

Oriana  mad.^  held  by  two  Maids  .^  who  pa  her  in  a  Chair.)  A  Sifter 

jhat  my  dying  Parents  left,  with  their  laft  Words  and  Blef- 

iing,  to  my  Care.     Sifter,  deareft  Sifter.  {Goes  to  her. 

Old  M.  Ay,  poor  Child,  poor  Child,  d'ye  know  me  ? 

Ori.  You  !  you  are  Amadis  de  Gaul^  Sir; Oh  !  oh  my 

Heart !   Were  you  never  in  Love,  fair  Lady  ?  And  do  you 

never  dream  of  Flowers  and  Gardens  ? 1  dream  of  walking 

Fires,  and  tall  Gigantick  Sights.     Take  heed,  it  comes  now — 
What's  that  ?   Pray  ftand  away :  I  have  feen  that  Face  fure. 

How  light  my  Head  is. 

Mir.  What  piercing  Charms  has  Beauty,  ev'n  in  Madnefs ! 
thefe  fudden  ftarts  of  undigefted  Words  ftioot  thro'  my  Soul, 
with  more  perfuafive  Force  than  all  theftudy'd  Artof  labour'd 
Eloquence. — Come,  Madam,  try  to  repofe  a  little. 

Ori.  I  cannot ;  for  I  muft  be  up  to  go  to  Church,  and  I 
muft  drefs  me,  put  on  my  new  Gown,  and  be  fo  fine,  to  meet 
my  Love.  Hey,  ho! — --Will  not  you  tell  me  where  my 
Heart  lyes  bury'd  ? 

Mir.  My  very  Soul  is  touch'd — Your  Hand,  my  Fair. 

Ori.  How  foft  and  gentle  you  feel  ? I'll  tell  you  your 

Fortune,  Friend. 

Mir.  How  ftie  ft  ares  upon  me ! 

Ori.  You  have  a  flattering  Face ;  but  'tis  a  fine  one 1 

warrant  you  have  five  hundred  MiftrefTes — Ay,  to  be  fure, 

a  Miftrefs  for  every  Guinea  in  his  Pocket Will  you  pray 

for  me  ?  I  ftiall  die  to  Morrow — And  will  you  ring  my  Paf- 
fing-Bell  > 

Mir.  O  Woman,  Woman,  of  Artifice  created !  whofe  Na- 
ture, even  diftradied,  has  a  Cunning :  In  vain  let  Man  his 
Senfe,  his  Learning  boaft,  when  Woman's  Madnefs  over-rules 
his  Reafon.    Do  you  know  me,  injur'd  Creature  } 

Ori. 
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Gr'i.  No,  — -  but  you  fhall  be  my  intimate  Acquaintance 
u  the  Grave.  [IVceps. 

Mir.  Oh  Tears,  I  mufl:  believe  you;  fure  there's  a  kind  of 
Sympathy  in  Madncfs ;  for  even  I,  obdurate  as  I  am,  do  feel 
Tiy  Soiil  fo  tofs'd  with  Storms  of  PalTion,  that  I  could  cry  for 
iclp  as  well  as  fhc. [H^ipes  his  Eyes. 

Ori.  What  have  you  loft  your  Lover  ?  No,  you  mock  me  5 
.'11  go  home  and  pray. 

M:r.  Stay,  my  fair  Innocelice,  and  hear  me  dwii  my  Love 
b  loud,  that  I  may  call  your  Seiifcs  to  their  Place,  rcllore'eni 

0  their  charming  happy  Functions,  and  re-inftatc  my  felf  into 
•our  Favour. 

Bif.  Let  her  alone,  Sir,  'tis  all  too  late;  ffic  trembles.  Hold 
ler,  her  Fits  go  ftronger  by  her  talking  ;  don't  trouble  her,  (he 
don't  know  you.  Sir. 

OUM.  Not  know  him  !  What  then  r  Ihe  loves  to  fee  him 
or  all  that. 

E?2ter  Duretete. 

Dur.  Where  are  you  all  >  What  the  Devil !  melalicholly^ 
,nd  I  here !  Are  ye  fad,  and  fuch  a  ridiculous  Subject,  fuch  a 
ery  good  Jeft  among  ye,  as  I  am  > 

Mir.  Away  with  this  Impertinence  ;  thi^  is  no  place  for 
)agatel :  I  have  murder'd  my  Honour,  deftroy'd  a  Lady,  aiid 
ay  defire  of  Reparation  is  come  at  length  too  late :  See  there. 

Dur.  What  ails  her  ^ 

Mtr.  Alas,  She's  mad. 

Dur.  Mad !  doft  wonder  at  that  ?  By  this  Light,  they're  all 
3;  they're  cozening  mad,  they're  brawling  mad,  they're  proud 
.lad  ;  I  jufl:  now  came  from  a  whole  World  of  mad  Women, 
ut  had  almoft What,  is  fhe  dead  > 

Mir.  Dead!  Heav'ns  forbid. 

Dur.  Heav'ns  farther  it  ;  for  till  they  be  as  cold  as  a  Key, 
lere's  no  trufting  them  ;    you're  never  fure  that  a  Woman's 

1  earned,  'till  fhe  be  nail'd  in  her  Coffin.     Shall  I  talk  to  her? 
^re  you  m.ad,  Miftrefs  ? 

B;/.  What's  that  to  you.  Sir. 

Dur.  Oons,  Madam,  are  you  there  ?  S^Runs  off. 

Mir.  Away,  thou  wild  Buffoon  ;  how  poor  and  mean  this 
kmour  now  appears  ?  His  Follies  and  my  own  1  here  dif- 
laim;  this  Lady's  Frenzy  has  reftor'd  my  Senfes,  and  was  Ihe 
erfca  nov/,  as  once  fhe  was,  (before  you  all  1  fpeak  it,)  Oie 
lou'd  be  mine  ;  and  as  fhc  is,  my  Tears  and  Pravcrs  (hall 
^ed  her. 

Dug.  How  happy  had  this  Declaration  been  fome  hours  ago  > 
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Bif.  Sir,  fhe  beckons  to  you,  and  waves  us  to  gooff;  come 
come,  lets  leave  'em.  ^Ex.  ornnes^  hit  Mir.  and  Ori' 

Ort.  Oh,  Sir! 

Mir.  Speak,  my  charming  Angel,  if  your  dear  Senfes  have 
regained  their  Order  ;  fpeak,  Fair ,  and  blcfs  me  with  the 
News.  i 

Orl.  Firfl,  let  me  blefs  the  Cunning  of  my  Sex,  that  happy, 
counterfeited  Frenzy  that  has  reftor'd  to  my  poor  labouring 
Breaft,  the  deareft,  beil-belov'd  of  Men. 

Mir.  Tune  all,  ye  Spheres,  your  Inftruments  of  Joy,  and 
carry  round  your  fpacious  Orbs,  the  happy  found  of  Oriana'^ 
Health;  her  Soul,  whofe  Harmony  was  next  to  yours,  is  now 
in  Tune  again  ;  the  counterfeiting  Fair  has  playM  the  Fool. 

She  was  fo  mad  to  counterfeit  for  me.  ^ 

/  was  fo  mad  to  pawn  my  Liberty  :  S. 

But  now  we  both  are  we  11^  and  both  are  free.  ^ 

Ori.  How,  Sir?  Free  !  | 

Mir.  As  Air,  my  dear  Bedlamite  ;  what,  marry  a  Luna' 
tick  !  Look,  my  Dear,  you  have  counterfeited  Madnefs  fo  ve 
FY  well  this  bout,  that  you'll  be  apt  to  play  the  Fool  all  you: 
Life  long. Here,  Gentlemen. 

Ori.  Monller !  you  won't  difgrace  me. 

Mir.  O'  my  Faith,  but  I  will  ;  here,  come  in,  Gentlemen 

A  Miracle!   a  Miracle  !  the  Woman's  difpoffefs'd,  thi 

Devil's  vaniih'd. 

Enter  Old  Mirabel  and  Dugard. 

OidM.  Blefs  us,  was  Ihe  poflefs'd  > 

Mir.  With  the  word  of  Demons,  Sir,  a  Marriage-Devil,  | 
horrid  Devil.  Mr.  Dugard.,  don't  be  furpriz'd,  Ipromis'dm; 
Endeavours  to  cure  your  Sifter  ;  nomad  Do^Slor  'mChriJler> 
dom  could  have  done  it  more  effe6lually.  Take  her  into  you 
Charge  ;  and  have  a  care  fhe  don't  relapfe  ;  if  flie  (hould,  em 
ploy  me  again,  fori  am  no  more  infallible  than  others  of  th 
Faculty  ;  I  do  cure  fometime<^. 

Ori.  Your  Remedy,  mxOil:  barbarous  Man,  will  prove  th 
greatefl  Poifon  to  my  Health;  fortho'my  former  Frenzy  wa 
but  counterfeit,    I  now  lliall  run  into  a  real  Madnefs. 

{Exit  ;  Old  Mir.  aftr, 

Dug.  This  was  a  turn  beyond  my  Knowledge  ;  Pm  focon 
fus'd,  I  know  not  how  to  refent  it.  '  {_Ex'i. 

Mir.  What  a  dangerous  Precipice  have  I  'fcap'd  ?  Was  nc 
I  jud  now  upon  the  Brink  of  Deftrudion? 

Enu 
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Enter  Duretetc. 
O  my  Friend,  let  me  run  into  thy  Bofom  ;  no  Lark  cfcap*d 
from  the  devouring  Pounces  of  a  Hawk,  quakes  with  more  dif- 
mal  Apprehenlions. 

Dur.  The  matter,  Man  ! 
•   Mir.  Marriage,  Hanging  ;   I  was  juft  at  the  Gallows-foot, 
the  running  Noofe  about  my  Neck,   and  the  Cart  wheeling 
from  me.  —  Oh  —  I  fha'n't  be  my  felf  this  Month  again. 

Dur.  Did  not  I  tell  you  fo  ?  They  are  all  alike,  Saints  or 
Devils  ;  their  counterfeiting  can't  be  reputed  a  Deceit ;  for 
\\s  the  Nature  of  the  Sex,  not  their  Contrivance. 

Mir.  Ay,  ay  :  There's  no  living  here  with  Security  ;  this 
Houfe  is  fo  full  of  Stratagem  and  Delign,  that  I  muli  abroad 
again. 

Dur.  With  all  my  Heart,  I'll  bear  thee  Company,  my  Lad ; 
['11  meet  you  at  the  Play  ;  and  we'll  fet  out  for  Italy  to  mor- 
row Morning. 

Mtr.  A  Match  :  I'll  go  pay  my  Compliment  of  leave  to  my 
Father  prefently. 

Dur.  I'm  afraid  he'll  (lop  you. 

Mir.  What,  pretend  a  Command  over  me  after  his  Settle- 
ment of  a  thoufand  Pound  a  Year  upon  me  !  No,  no,  he 
-.as  paiTed  away  his  Authority  with  the  Conveyance  ;  the 
Will  of  a  living  Father  is  chiefly  obeyed  for  fake  of  the 
lying  one. 

What  makes  the  World  attend  and  crowd  the  Great  > 
Hopes,  Intereil,  and  Dependence,  make  their  State. 
Behold  the  Anti-chamber  fiU'd  with  Beaux, 
A  Horfe's  Levee  throng'd  with  Courtly  Crows. 
Tho'  grumbling  Subjedls  make  the  Crown  their  fport, 
Hopes  of  a  Place  will  bring  the  Sparks  to  Court. 
Dependence,  even  a  Father's  fway  fecures, 
For  tho'  the  Son  rebels,  the  Heir  is  yours. 

the  End  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 
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ACT     V. 

SCENE,  the  Street  before  the  Play-houfe  ; 
Mirabel  and  Duretete  as  coming  from  the  Tlay. 


Dttr.  TTOW  d'ye  like  this  Play  ? 

-tx  Mir.  1  likM  the  Company  ;  the  Lady,  the  rich 
Beauty  in  the  Front-box  had  my  Attention :  Thefe  impudent 
Poets  bring  the  Ladies  together  to  fupport  Them ,  and  to  kffil 
every  body  elfe. 

For  Deaths  upon  the  Stage  the  Ladles  rry, 
'But  ne^r  mind  tis  that  m  the  Audience  'die  :'  j 

The  Poet\(  Hero  pou\i  not  move  their  Pain,  •.  i 

But  they  Jhou'd  weep  fur  thofe  their  Eyes  have  flain. 

Dur.  Hoity,  toity ;  dldPhillis  infpire  you  with  all  thi-  '' 

Mir.  Ten  times  more  ;  the  Play-houfe  is  the  Elcniciir,  oi 
Poetry,  becaufe  the  Region  of  Beauty  ;  the  Ladles,  methinks,' 
have  a  more  infpiring  triumphant  Air  in  the  Boxes  than  anv 
where  elfe,  they  lit  commanding  on  their  Tlirones  with  a]! 
their  SubjetSl-flaves  about  them  :  Their  beil  Cloaths,  beil  Looks, 
fhining  Jewels,  fparkling  Eyes,  the  Treafare  of  the  World  in 
a  Ring.  Then  there's  fuch  a  hurry  of  Plcafure  to  tranfport  us , 
the  Buftle,  Noife,  Gallantry,  Equipage,  Garters,  P'catherb. 
Wigs,  Bows,  Smiles,  Ogles,  Love,  Muiick  and  Applauk-. 
I  cou'd  wifh  that  my  wholt^  Life  long  were  the  tirft  Night  oi 
a  new  Play. 

Dur.  The  Fellow  has  quite  forgot  this  Journey  ;  have  yoi: 
befpokc  Poli-Horfes  ? 

Mir.  Grant  me  but  three  Days,  dear  Captain,  one  to  dif 
cover  the  Lady,  one  to  unfold  my  fclf.,  and  one  to  make  nif 
happy  ;  and  then  Pm  yours  to  the  World's  end. 

Dur.  HaiUhou  the  impudence  topromife  thyfclfa  Ladyo. 
her  Figure  and  Quality  in  fo  fhort  a  time  ? 
.    Mir.  Yes,  Sir  —  1  have  a  confident   Addrefs,    no  difa 
greeable  Perfon,  and  five  hundred  Lezvidores  in  my  Pocket. 

Dur.  Y'wQhundvtd.  Lewidorcs  !  Youa'n'tmad? 

Mir.  I  tell  you,  fhe's  worth  tive  thoufand  ;  one  of  he 
Black  Brilliant  Eyes  is  worth  a  Diamond  as  h\^  as  her  Head 

1  com 
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I  compnr'd  her  Necklace  with  her  Looks,  and  the  living  Jew- 
ds  out  fparkl'd  the  dead  ones  by  a  Million. 

Diir.  Jkit  you  have  own'd  to  mc,  that  abating  0r/.7;7^'sPre- 
tcnlions  to  Marriage,  you  lov'dherPaflionately,  then  how  can 
you  wander  at  this  rate  ? 

Mir.  I  long'd  for  a  Partridge  t'other  day  off  the  King's 
Plate,  but  d'ye  think,  becaufe  I  cou'd  not  have  it,  I  muil 
cat  nothing. 

Dur.  Pri.hee,  MWahel^  be  quiet;  you  may  remember  what 
narrow  fcapes  you  have  had  abroad  by  following  Strangers ; 
you  forget  your  Leap  out  of  the  C^r^t^?^«'s  Window  at  Bo/o^;?/^ 
,:o  fave  your  fine  Ring  there. 

I    Mir.  My  Ring's  a  Trifle,  there's  nothing  w^e  pofTefs  com- 
parable to  what  we  dcfirc be  fhy  of  a  Lady  barefac'd  in 

the  Front-Box  w^ith  a  thoufand  Pound  in  Jewels  about  her 
iNeck  !    For  (hame,   no  more. 

Enter  Oriana  in  Boy^s  Cloaths  with  a  Letter, 

Ori.  Is.  your  Name,  Mirabel.^  Sir.^ 

Mir,  Yes,  Sir. 

Ori,  A  Letter  from  your  Uncle  in  Picardy. 

\Giz!es  the  Letter. 

Mir.  IRead^.'] 
fr'HE  Bearer  is  the  Son  of  a  Vroteflant  Gentleman,^  who  flying 
•*-    for  his  Religion  .^    left  me  the  Charge  of  this  Touth   [a  pretty 
Boy.]  he'^s  fond  offome  handfome  Service  that  may  afford  hirno^" 
^ortnmty  of  Improvement.^  your  Care  of  him  will  oblige 

(•'^  Yours, 

'Haft  a  mind  to  travel,  Child  ? 

\    Ori.  'Tis  myDefirc,  Sir;  I  fhou'd  be  pleas'd  to  ferve  a  Tra- 

|/eller  in  any  Capacity. 

'    Mtr.  A  hopeful  Inclination  ;  you  fhall  along  with  me  into 

Itak.,  as  my  Pag-c. 

i    Dur.  I  don't  think  it  fafe ;  the  Rogue's  \_Noife  withoyj.']  too 

inandfome The  Play's  done,  and  fomeofthe  Ladies  come 

;his  way. 

Enter  Lamorce,  with  her  'Train  horn  up  by  a  Page, 
Mir.  Duretete.^  the  very  Dear,  identical  She. 
Dur.  And  what  then  ? 
Mir.  Why  'tis  Ihe. 
Dur.  And  what  then.  Sir  ? 

^  Mtr.  Then!  Why, Look'e,   Sirrah,   the  firfl  piece  of 

Service  I  put  you  upon,   is  to  follow  that  Lady's  Coach,  and 
:)rineme  word  where  (he  lives.  [;Tv  Oriana. 

S  :!  OrL 
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Orl.  I  don't  know  the  Town,  Sir,  and  am  afraid  of  lo- 
ling  my  felf. 

Mir.  Pfliaw  ! 

Lam.  Page,  what's  became  of  all  my  People  ? 

Fage.  I  can't  tell,  Madam,   I  can  fee  no  lign  of  your  La-   jj 
dylhip's  Coach.  ? 

Lam.  That  Fellow  is  got  Into  his  old  Pranks,  and  fall'n 
drunk  fomewhere;  none  of  the  Footmen  there  ? 

Fage.  Not  one.  Madam. 

Lam.  Thefe  Servants  are  the  plague  of  our  Lives,  what 
fhall  I  do  > 

Mir.  By  all  my  Hopes  Fortune  pimps  for  mc  ;  now  Dure- 
ieie  for  apiece  of  Gallantry. 

Dur.  Why  you  won't  fure  ? 

yV7/>.  Won't,  Brute  !  Let  not  your  Servant's  negle6i:.  Ma- 
dam, put  your  Ladyfhip  to  any  Inconvenience,  for  you  can't, 
be  difappointed  of  an  Equipage  whilfr  mine  waits  below,  and 
wou'd  you  honour  the  Mailer  fo  far,  he  wou'd  be  proud  to 
pay  his  Attendance.  .:.^^  ^... 

Dur.  Ay,  to  be  fure.      •  _ ^  -    ^  ■; -; ^-         {^  - -, -J  T      lAfide. 

Lam.  Sir,  I  won't  prefume  to  be  troublefome,  for  my  Ha- 
bitation is  a  great  way  off. 

Dur.  Very  true.  Madam,  and  he's  a  little  engag'd,  befides 
Madam;  a  Hackney-Coach  will  do  as  well,  Madam.  -» 

Mir.  Rude  Bead,  be  quiet  !  [7l?  Duretete.  ]  The  farther 
from  home.  Madam,  the  more  occafion  you  have  for  GuarcJ 
pray,  Madam.- v 

Lam.  Lard,  Sir. ■     [^He  feems  fo  prefs,  pe    to  decline  it  in 

dumb  pew. 

Dur.  Ah!  The  Devil's  in  his  Impudence;  now  he  wheedles^ 
fhe  fmiles;  he  flatters,  fhe  fimpers  ;  he  fwears,  fhe  believes ; 
he's  a  Rogue,  and  fhe's  a  Wh- — in  a  moment.  j 

Mir.  Without  there,  my  Coach ;  Duretete.,  wilh  me  Joy. 

[Hands  the  Lady  outy 

Dur.  Wifh  you  a  Surgeon!  Here  you  little P/V^r^,  go  fol- 
low your  Mailer,  and  hc'il  lead  you  — 
On.  Whither,  Sir  P 

Dur.  To  the  Academy  Child:  'tis  the  Faihion  with  Men  of 

Quality  to  teach  their  Pages  their  Exercifes go. 

On.  Won't  you  go  with  him  too.  Sir ;  that  Woman  may 
do  him  fome  harm,  I  don't  like  her. 

Dur.  Why,  how  now,  T.?^<?x,  do  you  flart  up  to  give  Laws 
of  a  fudden  ;  do  you  pretend  to  rife  at  Court ,  and  difap- 
prove  the  Pleafures  of  your  Betters :  Look'e,  Sirrah,  if  ever 
you  wou'd  rife  h)  a  great  Man,   be  fure  to  be  with  him  in 

his 
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ns  little  A61:Ions,  and,  as  aflcpto  your  Advancement,  follow 
:our  Mafter  immediately,  and  make  it  your  Hop^^  that  he  go 
0  a  Bawdy-houle. 

Or/.  Havens  forbid.  {Exit,. 

Dnr.  Now  wou'd  I  fooner  take  a  Cart  in  Company  of  the 
:^angman,  than  a  Coach  with  that  Woman  :  What  a  ilrange 
^liuipathy  have  I.taken  againll  thcfe  Creatures;,  a  Woman  to 
ne  is  Averlion  upon  Averllon  ,  Cheefe,  a  Cat,  a  Breall  ot. 
Mutton,  the  fquceling  of  Children,  the  grinding  of  Knives, 
^Hid  the  Snulf  of  a  Caiidlc.  [^Exu. 

SCENE,    a  handsome  Apart /nerd. 

Enter  Mirabel  and  Lamorce. 
Lim.  To  convince  me,  Sir,   that  your  Service  was  fome- 
j:hiiig  more  than  good  Breeding,   plcafc  to  lay  out  an  Hour  of 
feour  Company  upon  my  Defire,  as  you  have  already  upon  my 
'NecclTity.  ^ 

I-  ^//r.  YourDclire,  Madam,  has  only  prevented  my  Requcft ; 
tuy  Hours.!  Make 'em  yours,  Madam,  eleven,  twelve,  one, 
(iwo,  three,  and  all  that' belong  to  thofe  happy  Minutes. 

Lam.  But  I  mull  trouble  you,  Sir,  todilmifsyour^Retinue, 
becaufe  an  Equipage  at  my  Door,  at  this  time  of  Night  will 
inot  be  confiitent  with  my  Reputation. 

Mir.  By  all  means,   Madam,  all  but  one  little  Boy 

■Here,  Page,  order  my  Coach  and  Servants  home,  and  do  you 
Itay  ;  'tis  a  foolilh  Country,  Boy,  that  knows  nothing  bur  In- 
nocence. 

Lam.  Innocence,  Sir  I  I  fhou'd  be  forry  if  you  made  any 
finiiler  ConflruCiions  of  my  Freedom. 

Mir.  O  Madam,  I  mull  not  pretend  to  remark  upon  any 
Body's  Freedom,  having  fo  entirely  forfeited  my  own. 

Lam.  Well,  Sir,  'twere  convenient  towards  our  cafy  Cor- 
refpondence,  that  we  entered  into  a  free  Confidence  of  each  o- 
ther,  by  a  mutual  Declaration  of  what  we  are,  and^  what  we 
think  of  one  another.  —  Now,  Sir.  v/hat  are  you  ?^ 
;  Mir.  In  three  Words,  Madam,-- —  I  am  a  Gentleman,  I 
fhave  five  hundred  Pound'  in  my  Pocket,  and  a  clean  Shin 
on. 

Lam.  And  your  Names  is 

Mir.  Mufiapha. Now,  Madam,  the  Inventory  of  your 

Fortunes. 

Lam.  My  Name  Is  Lamorce  \  my  Birth  Noble  ;  I  wasm.ar- 
rled  young,  to  a  proud,  rude,  fullen,  imperious  Fellow ;  the 
Husband  fpoiled  the  Gentleman  ;    Crying  ruin'd  my  Fao 
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till  at  lad  I  took  heart,  leap'dout  of  a  Window,  got  away  to 
my  Friends,  fu'd  my  Tyrant,  and  recovered  my  Fortune — ^. 
I  lived  from  fifteen  to  twenty  to  pleafe  a  Husband,  frorii" 
twenty  to  forty  Pm  refolv'd  to  pleafe  my  fejf,  and  from  thence' 
upwards  I'll  humour  the  World. 

Mh\  The  charming  wild  Notes  of  a  Bird  broke  out  of  its* 
Cage' 

Lam.  I  markMyou  at  the  Play,  and  fomething  I  faw  of  4. 
well-furnifh'd ,  carelefs,  agreeable  Tour  about  you.  Me-j 
thought  your  Eyes  made  their  mannerly  demapds  with  fuch  ai^' 
arch  Modefiy,  that  I  don't  know  how  — —  but  Pm  elopM. 
fla,  ha,  ha,  I'm  elop'd. 

lyiir.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  rejoyce  in  your  good  Fortune  with  al} 
my  Heart. 

Lam.  O,  now  I  think  pn't,  Mr.  Mftjlapha^  you  have  got 
the  fineft  Ring  there,  I  cou'd  fcarcely  believe  it  right,  pray  let 
me  fee  it. 

Mir.  Hum!   Yes,  Madam,  'tis;  'tis  right but,  but,, 

but,  it  was  given  me  by  my  Mother,  an  ipld  Family-Ring, 
Madam,  an  old  fafhion'd  Family-Ring. 

Lam.  Ay,  Sir— r~ if  you  can  entertain y6ur  felf  with  a  Song,^ 
for  a  Moment  I'll  v/ait  on  you,  come  in  there. 

Enter  Singer  So 
Call  what  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Mir.  The  new  Song .Prithee^  Phillis,  ^c, 

SONG, 

Certainly  the  Stars  have  been  in  a  (Irangc  intriguing  Humou| 
when  I  was  born.-- — Ay,  this  Night  (hou'd  I  have  had  4 
Bride  in  my  Arms,  and  that  I  fhou'd  like  well  enough  ;  but 
w^hat  ftiou'd  1  have  to  morrow  Night  .^  The  fame.  And  what 
next  Night?  the  fame  ;  and  what  next  Night  .^  the  very  fame: 
Soop  for  Breakfaft,  Soop  for  Dinner,  Soop  for  Supper,  an4 
Soop  for  Breakfaft  again.— -but  here's  variety. 

/  love  the  Fair  ivJw  freely  gives  her  Heart, 
'Thafs  mine  by  Ttes  of  Nature^  not  of  Art ; 
Who  boldly  owns  whatever  her  "Thoughts  indite^ 
And  is  too  madeji  for  a  Hypocrite. 

[Lamorcp  appears  at  the  Door^  as  he  runs  towards  hcr^  foMi 
BravoesJlep>  in  before  her.     He  Jiaris  back. 

I  Shf 
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Sh<^  comes,  flie  comes Hum,  hum Bitch Mur- 

der'd  murder'd  to  be  fure  !  The  curfcd  Strumpet !  To  make 

jne  fend  away  my  Servants no  Body  near  me!  Thefe 

Cut-throats  make  always  lure  Work.  What  Ihall  I  do  ?  I 
have  but  oneway.  Arc  thefe  Gentlemen,  your  Relations, 
Madam  •'' 

Lam.  Yes,  Sir. 

Mir.  Gentlemen,  your  mofl  humble  Servant ,  Sir,  your  moft 
faithful,  yours.  Sir,  with  all  my' heart;  your  moll  obedient 

come.  Gentlemen.  {SaUites  ail  round?)  plcafc  to  lit 

no  Ceremony,  next  the  Lady,  pray  Sir. 

Lam.  Well,  Sir,  and  how  d'ye  like  my  Friends  > 

{They  all  fit. 

Mir.  O,  Madam,  the  mod  finift'd  Gentlemen !  I  was  ne- 
ver more  happy  in  good  Company  in  my  Life ;  \  fuppofe,  Sir^ 
you  have  travel  I'd  ? 

I  Bra.  Yes,  Sir, 

M'lr.  Which  way  ?  may  I  prefume  ? 

I  Bra.  In  a  Weitern  Barge,  Sir. 

Mtr.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  very  pretty  ;    facetious  pretty  Gentle- 


man 


Lam.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ;  Sir,  you  have  got  the  prettied  Ring  up- 
on your  Finger  there 

Mir.  Ah !  Madam,  'tis  at  your  Service  with  all  my  Heart. 

{Offering  the  Rwg_ 

Lam.  By  no  means.  Sir,  a  FaniHy-Ring!  {Takes  jt. 

Mir.  No  matter,  Madam.     Spven  hundred  Pound,  by  this 
J.ight.  '(#^. 

2  Bra.  Pray,  Sir,  what's  a  Clock  ? 
.  Mir.  Hum  I  Sir,  I  forgot  my  Watch  at  home. 

Z  Bra.   I  thought  I  faw  the  String  of  it  jull  now, 

Mir.  Ods  my  Life,  Sir,  I  beg  your  Pardon,  here  it  is . 

but  it  don't  go.  {Putiirig  it  up^ 

Lam.  O  dear   Sir,  an  Lnglip  Watch!    Tompivas^  I  pre- 
fume. 

Mtr.  D*ye  like  it,  Madam. no  Ceremony 'tis  at 

your  Service  with  all  my  Heart  and  Soul Tompion's  \ 

Hang  ye.  '  {Afide. 

I  Bra.  But,  Sir,  above  all  things,  I  admire  the  Faflncn  and 
Make  of  your  Sword-hilt. 

Mir.  Pm  mighty  ghad  you  like  \t.^  Sir, 

I  Bra.  Will  you  part  with  it.  Sir. 

Mir.  Sir,  I  won't  fell  it. 

\  Bra.  Not  fell  it,  Sir ! 
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Mir.  No,  Gentlemen, but  Pll  beftow  it  with  all  my 

Heart.  [Ojf^ri-^g  it. 

Bra.  O  Sir,  we-fhall  rob  you. 

Mir.  That  you  do  FIl  be  fworn.  [^j^Jide.]  I  havcanother  at 

home,  pray,  Sir, -Gentlemen  you're  too  modefl:,  have  I  a- 

ny  thing  elle  that  you  fancy? Sir,  will  you  do  me  a- 

Favour  ?  [To  the  i  Bravo. '\  I  am  extremely  in  love  with  that 
Wig  which  you  wear,  will  you  do  me  the  Favour  to  change 
with  me? 

I  Bra.  Look'e,  Sir,  this  is  a  Family- Wig,  and  I  wou'd  not 
part  with  it,  but  if  you  like  it — 

Mir.  Sir,  your  mod  humble  Servant,     [\they  change  IVigs 

I  Bra.  Madam, 'your  moil  humble  Slave. 

Goes  tip  foppijhly  to  the  Lady^falutc^  her. 
.  2.  Bra.  The  Fellow's  very  liberal,  fhall  we  murder  him? 

I  Bra.  What !  Let  him  'fcape,  to  hang  us  all !     And  I  to. 
lofe  my  Wig ;  no,  no,  I  want  but  a  handfome  Pretence  to 
quarrel  with  him,  for  you  know  we  mud  a6l  like  Gentlemen. " 
Here,  fome  WmQ—ilVine-  here.']  Sir,  your  good  Health- 

iyultsM\X2bt\  bythe  Nofc. 

Mir.  Oh!  Sir,  your  mofi:  humble  Servant;  aple'afant  Fro- 
lick  enough,  to  drink  a  Man's  Health,  and  pull  him  by  the 
Nofc  ;  ha,  ha,  ha,  the  pleafanteft  pretty  humour'd  Gentle- 
man. 

Larn.  Help  the  Gentleman  to  a  Glafs.  [Mir.  drtnks. 

1  Bra.  How  d'ye  like  the  Wine,  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Very  good  o'  the  kind.  Sir ;  but  I  tell  ye  what,  I  find 
we're  all  inclin'd  to  be  frolickfome,  and  I'gad,  for  my  owii- 
part,  I  was  never  more  difpofed  to  be  merry;  let's  make  a 
Night  on't,  ha  ! — This  Wine  is  pretty,  but  I  have  fuch  Bur- 
giindy  at  home. — Look'e,  Gentlemen,  let  me  fend  for  a  dozren 

Flasks  of  my  Btirgtind\'.^\  defie  France  to  match  it 'Twill' 

make  us  all  Life,  all  Air,  pray  Gentlemen.  ^' 

2  Bra.  Eh  !  Shall  us  have  his  Burgundy  ? 

I  Bra.  Yes,  faith,  we'll  have  all  we  can  ;  here,  call  up  the 
Gentleman's  Servant. —What  think  you,  Larnorce  ? 

Lam.  Yes,  yes,— —your  Servant  is  a  foolilh  Country  BoyJ 
Sir,  he  underftands  nothing  but  Innocence  ? 

Mir.  Ay,  ay.  Madam. Here,  Page,  {Enter  Oriana.] 

take  this  Key,  and  go  to  my  Butler,  order  him  to  fend  half  a 
Dozen  Flasks  of  the  red  Burguvdy  ^  mark'd  a  thoufand ;  and 
be  fiire  you  make  halle,  I  long  to  entertain  my  Friends  here, 
my  very  good  Friends. 

Qmness  Ah,  dear,  Sir ' 

I  Bra. 
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I  Bra.  Here,  Child,  take  a  Glafs  of  Wine Your  M'afler 

and  I  have  chang'd  Wigs,  Honey,  in  aFrolick. Where 

had  you  this  pretty  Boy,  honelt  Mnftapba  ? 

Ori.  Muftapha  ! 

Mir.  Out  of  Pi  card) this  is  the  firfl  Errand  he  has  made 

for  me,  and  if  he  does  it  right,  I'll  encourage  him. 

Or:.  The  red  Bt/rgrr^dy.,  Sir  ? 

Mjr.  The  red,  mark'd  a  thoufand,  and  be  fure  you  make 
hafte. 
.  Ori.  I  ITiall,  Sir.  (Exif, 

1  Bra.  Sir,  you  were  pleas'd  to  like  my  Wig,  have  you  a- 

ny  Fancy  for  my  Coat? Look'e,  Sir,  it  has  fcrv'da  great 

many  honed  Gentlemen  very  faithfully. 

Mir.  Not  fo  faithfully,  for  I'm  afraid  it  has  ^ot  a  fcurvy 
Trick  of  leaving  all  itsMaftersinNeceirity. — Thelnfolencc 
of  thefe  Dogs  is  beyond  their  Cruelty.  (  /ijide. 

,  Lam.  You're  melancholly,  Sir. 

Mir.  Only  conccrn'd.  Madam,  that  I  fhould  have  no  Ser- 
vant here  but  this  little  Boy — he'll  make  fome  confounded 
Blunder,  I'll  lay  my  Life  on't,  I  wou'd  not  be  difappointcd 
of  my  Wine  for  the  Univerfe. 

Lam.  He'll  do  v/ell  enough.  Sir ;  but  Supper's  ready,  v/ ill 
you  pleafe  to  eat  a  Bit,  Sir? 

Mir.  O  Madam,  I  never  had  a  better  Stomach  In  my  Life. 

Lam.  Come  then, wc  have  nothing  but  a  Plate  of 

Soop. 

.  Mir.  Ah!  The.Marriage-Soop  I  cou'd  difpenfe  with  now. 
{Afide.)  (Exit,  handing  the  Lady. 

2.  Bra.  That  Wig  wo'n't  flill  to  your  Share. 

I.  Bra.  No,  no,  we'll  fettle  that  after  Supper,  in  the  mean 
lime  the  Gentleman  fhall  wx^ir  it. 

2  Bra.  fhall  we  difpatch  him  ? 

t  5.  Bra.  To  be  lure,  I  think  he  knows  me. 

I  Bra.  Ay,  ay,  dead  Men  tell  no  Tales ;  I  wonder  at  the 
Impudence  of  the  Enghjh  Rogues,  that  will  hazard  the  meet- 
ing a  Man  at  the  Bar  that  they  have  encounter'd  upon  the 
Road !  I  ha'n't  the  Contidence  to  look  a  Man  in  the  P\ace 
after  I  have  done  him  an  Injury,  therefore  we'll  murder 
him.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Old  MlrabdV  Houfe. 

EKter  Duretete. 
Dur.  My  Friend  has  foifaken  me,  I  have  abandon'd  my 
Miltrcfs,  my  time  lies  heavy  on  my  Hands,  and  my  Moiiey 

burns 
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bums  In  my  Pocket But  now  I  think  on't  my  Mfrmi- 

dons-  are  upon  Duty  to  Nisjht ;  Til  fairly  ftrole  down  to  the 
Guard,  and  nod  away  the  Night  with  my  honeft  Lieutenant. 
over  a  Flask  of  Wine,  a  Rakehelly  Story,  and  a  Pipe  of 
Tobacco.  {Going  off^  Bif.  raeets  h'tra^ 

B'lf.  Who  comes  there  >  fland  ! 

Dur.  Hey  day,  now  Ihe's  turn'd  Dragoon. 

B/f.  Look'e,  Sir,  I*m  told  you  tntend  to  travel  again >- 
I  deiign  to  wait  on  you  as  far  as  Ital^, 

Dur,  l^hen  I'll  travel  into  Wales. 

Bij.  Wales  !  AVhat  Country's  that  ? 

Dur,  The  Land  of  Mountains,  Child,  where  you're  never 
out  of  the  way,  xaufe  there's  no  fuch  thing  as  a  High-road. 
•  BtjZ  Rather  always  in  a  High-road,  'caufe  you  travel  all 
Tipon  Hills; but  be't  as  it  will,  Pll  jog  along  with  you, 

Dzir,  But  we  intend  to  fail  to  the  Eaft-lndies. 

Bif.  Eafl  or  Weft^  'tis  all  one  to  me ;  Pm  tight  and  light, 
and  the  fitter  for  failing. 

Dur,  But  fuppofe  we  take  thro'  Germans^  and  drink  hard. 

Bt[.  Suppofe  I  take  thro'  Germany,,  and"  drink  harder  than 
you. 

Du.r,  Suppofe  I  go  to  a  Baudy-houfe. 

Bif,  Suppofe  I  fnew  you  the  w^ay. 

Dur.  'Sdeath,  Woman,  wiTI  you  goto  the  Guard  wirhm.c, 
and  fmoak  a  Pipe  ? 

Bi[.  AUons,  Done  ! 

Dtiri  The  Devil's  in  the  Wom^an ;——— fuppofe  I  hang  my 
ielf. 

B'lf.  There  Pll  leave  you. 

Dur.  And  a  happy  riddance,  the  Gallows  is  welcome. 

Bif.  Hold,  hold,  Sir,  [Catches  htm  by  the  Arm  going. '\  one 
word  before  we  part. 

Dur.  Let  me  go.  Madam, or  I  fhall  think  that  you're 

a  Man,  and  perhaps  may  examine  you. 

Bif.  Stir  if  you  dare;  I  have  ftill  Spirits  to  attend  me;  and 
can  raife  fuch  a  mufter  of  Fairies  as  fhall  punifh  you  to  death. 
— Come,  Sir,  Hand  there  now  and  ogle  me  ;  [_He  frowns  upon 
her.']  Now  a  languilhing  Sigh  !  [He  groans ^^  Now  run  and 
take  up  my  Fan, — faiier.  [Reruns  andtakes  tt  up,']  Now  play 
with  it  handfomely. 

Z)/^r.  Ay,  ay.  [He  tears  it  all  in  pieces, 

Bif.  Hold,  hold,  dear  humorous  Coxcomb ;  Captain,  fpare 

my  Fan,  and  Pll Why,  you  rude,  inhumane  Monlter, 

don't  you  cxpe6l  to  pay  for  this  ? 

Pur. 
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Dur.  Yes,  Madam,  there's  Twelve  Pence ;  for  that's  the 
price  on't. 

Bif.  Sir,  it  coft  a  Guinea. 

Dur.  Well,  Madam,  you  Ihall  have  the  Sticks  again. 

(Throws  them  to  her^  and  E xlt. 

JB/J.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ridiculous,  below  my  Concern.  1  muil 
follow  him  however,  to  know  if  he  can  give  me  any  News 
of  Onana.  [Extt, 

SCENE  ch.r/igcs  to  LamorccV  Lodgings, 

Enter  Mirabel  Solus. 

^'    Mir,  Bloody  Hell-hounds,  I  over-heard  you  : Was  fiot 

1  two  hours  ago  the  happy,  gay,  rejoicing — Mirabel^  How 
did  I  plume  my  Hopes  in  a  lair  coming  profpcdl  of  a  long 
Scene  of  Years  ?  Life  courted  me  with  all  the  Charms  of  Vi~ 
gour.  Youth,  and  Fortune;  and  to  be  torn  away  from  all  my 
promifed  Joys ,  is  more  than  Death,  The  manner  too ,  by 

Villains. O  my  Or'iana,^  this  very  moment  might  have 

blefs'd  me  in  thy  Arms !  and  my  poorJBoy,  the  innocent  Boy  ! 

' Confufion  / But  hulTi,  they  come ;  I  mult  dif- 

femble  flill No  News  of  my  W^^^  Gentlemen  ? 

Knter  the  Four  Bravoes. 

i/?.  Bra.  No,  Sir,  I  believe  your,  Country-Booby  has  loll 

himfelf,  and  we  can  wait  no  longer  for't : true.  Sir,  you're 

a  pleafant  Gentleman,  but  I  luppofe  yoii  under ifand  our  Bu- 
linefs. 

Mir.  Sir,  I  may  go  near  to  guefs  at  ycur  Employments; 
you,  Sir,  are  a  Lawyer,  I  prefume,  you  a  Phylician,  you  -X 
Scrivener,  you  a  Stock-jobber. All  Cut-throats,  I  Gad. 

^th.  Bra.  Sir,  I  am  a  Brokcn-OfBcer  •  I  was  cafhier'd  at  the 
Head  of  the  Army  for  a  Coward :  So  I  took  up  tiie  Trade  of 
Murder  to  retrieve  the  Reputation  of  my  Courage. 

^d  Bra.  I  am  a  Soldier  too,  and  wou'd  ferve  my  King,  but 
I  don't  like  the  Quarrel,  and  1  have  more  honour  than'  to 
fight  in  a  bad  Caufe. 

id.  Bra.  I  was  bred  a  Gentleman,  and  have  no  Eftate,  but 
1  mufl:  have  my  Whore  and  my  Bottle,  thro'  the  Prejudice  of 
Education. 

ift.  Bra.  I  am  a  Ruffian  too;  by  the  Prejudice  of  Education, 
I  was  bred  a  Butcher.     In  fhort,  Sir,  if  your  Wine  had  come, 

we  might  have  trifled  a  little  longer. Come,  Sir,  which 

Sword  will  you  fall  by  ?  mine,  Sir? 

xd  Bra* 


j-^  T^he  Inconjiant :  Or, 

xd.  Bra.  Or  mine :  {draws. 

3^.  Bra.  Oj  mine :  (draws. 

^b. Bra.  Or  mine:  (draws. 

Mir.  I  fcorn  to  beg  my  Life ;  but  to  be  butchcr'd  thus !  O' 

there's  the  Wine : this  moment  For  {knocking.)  my  Life  or 

Death. 

Enter  Oriana. 
Loft,  for  ever  loft ! Where's  the  Wine,  Child  ?^    {faintly. 

Ori.  Coming  up,  Sir.    (Stamp.) 

Enter  Durctcte  with  his  Sword  drawn^  and  fix  of  the  grand  Muf- 

queieers  with  theirPtcccsprefented.^  theliHffians  drop  their  Swords. 

Oriana  goes  off. 

Mir.  The  Wine,  the  Wine,  the  Wine.    Youth,  Pleafure, 

Fortune,  Days,  and  Years,  are  now  my  own  again. 

Ah,  my  dear  Friends,  did  not  I  tell  you  this  Wine  wou'd 

make  me  merry  ?- Dear  Captain,  thefe  Gentlemen  are 

the  beft  natur'd,  facetious,  witty  Creatures,  that  ever  you 
knew. 

Enter  Lamorce.  [ 

Lam.  Is  the  Wine  come.  Sir? 

Mir.  O  yes.  Madam,  the  Wine  is  come fee  there — i. 

Your  Ladyfhip  has  got  a  very  fine  Ring  (Pointing  to  the  Sol- 
diers.) upon  your  Finger. 

Lam.  Sir,  'Tis  at  your  Service. 

Mir.  O  ho  !   is  it  fo  }  Thou  dear  Seven  hundred  Pound  ,- 

thou'rt  welcome  home  again,  with  all  my  Heart. Ad'S 

iTiy  Life,  Madam,  you  have  got  the  fineft  built  Watch  there! 
l'ompon\  I  prefume. 

Lam.  Sir,  you  may  wear  it.  ^ 

Mir.  O,  Madam,  by  no  means,  'tis  too  much.^^ -l_Rob 

you  of  all ! (Taking  it  from  her.)  Good  dear  Time,  thou'rt 

a  precious  thing.  I'm  glad  I  have  rctriev'd  thee.  (Putting  it 
itp.)  What,  my  Friends  negleded  all  this  while!  Gentle- 
men, you'll  pardon  my  Complaifance  to  the  Lady. How 

now —  is  it  fo  civil  to  be  out  of  humour  at  my  Entertain- 
ment, and  I  fo  pleafed  with  yours  ?  Captain,  you're  fur- 
priz'd  at  all  this !  but  we're  in  our  Frolicks,  you  muft  know* 
■  ^"  Some  Wine  here.  1^ 

Enter  Servant  with  Wine. 
Come,  Captain,  this  worthy  Gentleman's  Health. 

{ft'VJeaks  the  firji  Bravo  by  the  Nofe^  he  roars. 

But  now,  where, where's  my  dear  Deliverer,  my  Boy, 

my  charming  Boy } 

2,  I  Bra 
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I  Bra.  I  hope,  fomc  of  our  Crew  bdow-flairs  hare  dii- 
patch'd  him. 

Mtr.  Villain,  v/hat  fay'il  thou  ?  difpatchM  !  PlI  have  ye 
all  tortur'd,  rack'd,  torn  to  pieces  alive,  if  you  have  touch'd 
my  Boy. Here  Page!  Page!  Page!  {Rjtns  out, 

Dtir,  Here,  Gentlemen,  be  fure  you  fecure  thofc  Fellov/s. 

I  Bra.  Yes,  Sir,  we  know  you  and  your  Guard  will  be 
very  civil  to  us. 

Dur.  Now,  for  you.  Madam; He,  he,  he. Pmfo 

pleas'd  to  think  that  I  Thai  1  be  reveng'd  ofone  Woman  before 
]  ale Well,  Mirtrcfs  Snap-dragon.,  which  of  thefe  ho- 
nourable Gentlemen  is  fo  happy  to  call  you  Wife. 
'  ift  Bra.  Sir,  the  fhouM  have  been  mine  to  Night,  'caufe 
Sampre  here  had  her  lali  Night.  Sir,  Ihe's  very  true  to  us  all 
four. 

Dur.  Take 'em  to  Juftice.  {The  Guards  carry  off  ihe'QTXfO^, 

Eater  Old  Mirabel,  Dugard,  Bifarre. 
Old  M.  RobiK,  Robin.,  Where's  Bob  ?  where's  my  Boy  ^ 


What ,  is  this  the  Lady ,  a  pretty  Whore,  faith  ! Hcark*e 

Child,  becaufe  my  Son  was  fo  civil  as  to  oblige  you  with  a 
Coach,  I'll  treat  you  with  a  Cart,   indeed  I  will. 

Diig.  x\y.  Madam, and  you  fhall  have    a   fwinging 

Equipage,  three  or  four  thoufa%d  Footmen  at  your  heels  at 
kail. 

Dur.  No  lefs  becomes  her  Quality. 

Bif.  Faugh  !  the  Monfter  I 

Dur.  Monikr  !  ay,  you're  all  a  little  monflrous,  let  mc 
tell  you. 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Old  M.^  Ah,  my  dear  Bob,  art  thou  fafe,  Man  > 

j\r:r.  No,  no.  Sir,  I'm  ruin'd,  the  faver  of  my  Life  is  loft. 

Old  M.  No,  no,  he  came  and  brought  us  the  News. 

Mir.  But  where  is  he  > (Enter  Oriana.)  Ha  !  (Rum 

\  4nd  embraces  her.)  My  dear  Preferver,  what  Ihall  I  do  to  rc- 

compence  your  truft . Father,  Friend,  Gentlemen,  behold 

the  Youth  that  has  relicv'd  m.e  from  the  moll  ignominious 
Death,  from  the  fcandalous  Pionards  of  thefe  bloody  AwZ/r/z^.^", 
where  to  have  fall'n,  wou'd  have  defam'd  my  Memory  with 

j  vile  Reproach. My  Life,  Ellate,  my  all,  is  due  to  fuch 

'  a  Favour. — Command  me.  Child,  before  you  all,  before  my 
late,  fo  kind  indulgent  Stars,  I  fwear,  to  grant  whate'er  you  ask . 

Ori.  To  the  fame  Stars  indulgent  now  tome,  I  will  appeal 
«s  to  the  Jullice  of  my  Claim,  I  ihall  demand  but  what  was 

mine. 


^6  The  hiconjiant :  Cr^ 

mine  before —  the  juft  Performance  of  your  Contra6l  tc? 

Ortana.  {Discovering  ker  felfi 

Om.  Oriandl 

Ori.  In  this  Difguifel  refolv'd  to  follow  you  abroad,  coun- 
terfeited that  Letter  that  got  me  into  your  Service ;  and  fo,  by 
ihis  ftrange  turn  of  Fate,  I  became  the  Initrument  of  your 
Prefervation ;  few  common  Servants  wouM  have  had  fuch  cun- 
ning: My  Love  infpir'd  me  with  the  meaning  of  your  Mef- 
iage,  'caufe  my  Concern  for  your  Safety  made  me  fufped  your 
Company. 

Dnr.  Mirabel^  yOu're  Caught. 

Mir.  Caught !  I  fcorn  the  thought  of  Irnpofition,  the  Tricks 
and  artful  Cunning  of  the  Sex  I  have  defpis'd,  and  broke  thro' 
all  Contrivance.  Caught!  No,  'tis  my  voluntary  Ad;  this 
was  no  humane  Stratagem,  but  by  my  providential  Stars, 
defign'd  to  fhew  the  Dangers  wandring  Youth  incurs  by  the 
purfuit  of  an  unlav/ful  Love ,  to  plunge  me  headlong  in  the 
Snares  of  Vice,  and  then  to  free  me  by  the  Hands  of  Vertue; 
here,  on  my  Knees,  I  humbly  beg  my  fair  Preferver's  Pardon ; 
my  Thanks  are  needlefs,  for  my  felf  I  owe,-  And  now  for 
ever  do  proteft  me  yours. 

OldAl.  Tall,  all,  di  dall.  {Sings,)  Kifs  me,  Daughter-—— 
no,  you  Ihall  kifs  me  firft ;  ^(T<?  Lamorcc.)  For  you're  the 
caufe  on't.     Well,  Bifarre^  what  fay  you  to  the  Captain? 

Bif.  I  like  the  Beaft  well  enough,  but  I  don't  unaeritand  his 
Paces  fo  well  as  to  venture  him  in  a  ftrange  Road. 

OU  M,  But  Marriage  is  fo  beaten  a  Path  that  you  can't 
go  wrong. 

Bif.  Ay,  'tis  fo  beaten  that  the  Way  is  fpoil'd.' 

Dur.  There  is  but  one  thing  Ihou'd  make  me  thy  Husband. 

1  cou'd  marry  thee  to  Day  for  the  Privilege  of  beating 

thee  to  morrow. 

OUM.  Come  come,  you  may  agree  for  all  this :  Mr.  Z)a- 
g^-rd,,  are  not  you  pleas'd  with  this  ? 

Dug.  So  pleas'd,  that  if  I  thought  it  might  fecure  your  Son's 
Atfedion  to  my  Sifter,  I  wou'd  double  her  Fortune. 

Mir.  Fortune!  has  not  Oie  given  me  mine?  my  Life,  Eftate, 
my  All,  and  what  is  more,  her  veituous  felf— — Venue,  iii 
this  fo  advantageous  Light,  has  her  own  fparkling  Charms , 
more  tempting  far  than  glittering  Gold  or  Glory.  Behold  the 
Foil  {Powtmg  to  Lamorce.)  that  fets  this  Brightnefs  off.  ("7^^ 
Oriana.)  Here  view  the  Pride  {To  Oriana.)  and  fcandal  of 
the  Sex.  (71/ Lam.)  There  (To  Lam.)  the falfe  Meteor,  whole 
deluding  Light  leadsMankindtoDelliudion.  Here  (760nsna.) 

thef- 
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le  bright  fliining  Star  that  guides  to  a  Security  of  Happinef** 
Garden  and  a  single  She  [To  Oriana,]  was  our  iirlt  Father's 
)lifs;  the  Tempter  [7<?  Lam.]  and  to  wander  was  his  Curfe* 

What  L iherty  can  he  fa  temptt77g  there ^  [To  LaiTJ. 

As  afoft^  vertuous^  amorous  Bondnge  here,  [To  Oriana. 

the  End  of  the  Fifth  hQT, 


SONG:  By  A/r.O — r. 

^^t  by  Mr.  T>miel  TurcelL 
I. 

Clnce^  Caclia,  "'tis  not  tn  our  Power 
^  T'o  tell  how  long  our  hives  may  laft^ 
Begin  to  love  this  very  Hour^ 
ToH*ve  loft  too  much  in  what  is  pafi. 

II. 

For  fine e  the  Povjerwe  all  obey. 
Has  in  your  Breaji  my  Heart  confin*d^ 
Let  me  my  Body  to  tt  lay^ 
In  vain  yotid  part  what  Kature  joined. 


FINIS. 


%?  I- 
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E  P  I  L  O  G  UE: 

Writ|en  by  Nathaniel  Rom,  E[q 

And  Ipokeri  by  Mr.  PFilks. 

"jpROM  Ylttchtr^s  great  Original^  to  Day 
-f     We  took  the  Hint  of  this  our  Modern  Play: 
Qur  Author^  from  his  Lines ^  has  Jlrove  to  paint 
A  witty y  -vjild^  inccnfiant^  free ,QaUant\~ 
With  a  gay  Soul^    with  Senfe^  and  Will  to  rove^ 
With  Language^   and  with  foftnefs  frarn'd  to  move-^ 
With  little  Truth ^  but  with  a  World'(^ Love.  -  »,j   ^i  ,, 
Such  Forms  on  Maids  in  Morning-Slumbers  wait^ 
When  Fancy  fir  ft  infiruBs  their  Hearts  to  beat^ 
When  firfl  they  wifh^  andfigh  for  what  they  knawnotyet 
Frown  not.^  ye  Fair^  to  think  your  Lovers  may 
Reach  your  cold  Hearts  by  fome  unguarded  zvay  ; 
Let  ^^illeroyV  Misfortune  make  you  wife^ 
There* s  Danger  ftili  in  Darknefs  and  Surprize  ; 
Ihd^  from  his  Rampart  he  defyd  the  Foe^ 
Prince  E  ngen  e  found  an  Aquedu^  below. 
With  eafie  Freedom y  and  a  gay  Addrefs^ 
Aprejfmg  Lover  J'eldom  wants  Succefs :_ 
Whilfl  the  Refpedful^   like  the  Greek,  fits  down^ 
And  wafts  a  ten  Tear^s  Siege  before  one  Town. 
^or  her  own  fake,  let  no  forfaken  Maid, 
Our  Wanderer^  for  wa}?t  of  Love,  upbraid. 
Since  ^tis  a  Secret,  none  Jhou^d  e'^er  confefs. 
That  they  have  loft  the  happy  Povfr  topleafe. 
If  you  fufpeil  the  Rogue  inclined  to  break. 
Break  firfi^  and  five  ar  you've  turn*  d  him  off  a  Week  ^ 
As  Princes-^  when  they  refiy  States-men  doubt, 
Before  they  can  fur  render,  turn  ''em  o.ut. 
Whate'^er  you  think,  grave  Ufes  may  be  made^ 
And  mucfO,  even  for  Inconftancy  be  f aid. 
Let  the  good  Man  for  Marriage -Rites,  defign''d^ 
With  fludious  Care^  and  Diligence  of  Mmd^ 
T'urn  over  every  Page  of  Womankind, 
Mark  every  Senfe\  and  how  the  Readings  vary, 
And^  when  he  knovjs  the  worjt  Qn't^_^ Ut  him  marry ^ 
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HENRY  BRET,  Efq; 

^HE  CommoTJs  of  England  have  a  Right  of  Petttioning ;  and 
•^  fmce  by  your  Place  in  the  Senate  you  are  obliged  to  hear  and 
redrefs  the  Subject^  I  prefume  upon  the  Privilege  of  the  People^ 
to  give  you  the  following  T'rouble. 

As  Prologues  introduce  Plays  on  the  Stage ^  fo  Dedications  ujhcr 
them  into  the  great  Theatre  of  the  World  ;  and  as  we  chufe  form 
fianchAcior  to  addrefs  the  Audience,  fo  we  pitch  upon  fomeGen^ 
tleman  of  undifputed  Ingenuity  to  recommend  us  to  the  Reader. 
hooks ^  like  Metals^  require  to  be  Jlampt  withfome  valuable  Effigies 
before  they  become  popular  and  current. 

To  efcape  the  Criticb,  I  refolv'd  to  take  San^uary  with  one  of 
the  befi  ;  one  who  differs  from  the  Fraternity  in  this^  That  his  good 
Nature  is  ever  predominant^  can  difcover  an  Author's  fmallejl 
Faulty  and  pardon  the  grcateft. 

Tour  generous  Approbation^  Sir,  has  done  this  Play  Service^  but 
has  in]ur\ithe  Author  \  for  it  has  made  him  infuffer ably  vain ^  and 
he  thinks  htmfclf  authorized  to  (land  up  for  the  Merit  of  his  Perfor- 
mance ^  when  fo  great  a  Majier  of  Wit  has  declared  imts  Favour, 

The  Mufis  are  the  moji  Coquctip  of  their  Sex  ^  fond  of  being  ad-- 
mir''dy  and  always  ptitting  on  their  beji  Airs  to  the  fine fi  Gentle- 
man:  But  alas  ^  ^h  \  Their  Addreffes  are  flale^  and  their  fine  things 
but  Repetition  ;  for  there  is  nothing  new  in  IVit^  but  what  is 
found  in  your  own  Converfation. 

Cou'd  I  write  by  the  help  of  Study ^  as  you  talk  without  it^  I 
wou'd  venture  to  fay  fomething  in  the  ufual  Strain  of  Dedication ; 
hutas  you  have  too  much  Wit  to  fuffer  it^  and  I  too  little  to  under- 
take  it y  I  hope  the  World  will  excufe  my  D efficiency ^  and  yon  will 
pardon  the  Prcfumption  of 

S  I  R, 

Your  moH  Oblig'd,  and 
mofl  humble  Servant, 
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THE 

PREFACE. 

THE  Succefs  and  Countenance  that  Debauchery  has  met 
with  in  Plays,  was  the  moll:  fevereand  reafonable  Charge 
again fi:  their  Authors  in  Mr.  Collier's  Short  View  ;  and  indeed 
this  Gentleman  had  done  the  Drama  confiderable  Service,  had 
he  arraign'd  the  Stage  only  to  punifh  its  Mifdemeanours,  and 
not  to  take  away  its  Life  ;  but  there  is  an  Advantage  to  be 
made  fometimes  of  the  Advice  of  an  Enemy,  and  the  only 
Way  to  difappoint  his  Defigns,  is  to  improve  upon  his  Inve- 
61:ivc,  and  to  make  the  Stage  fiourifh,  by  vertue  of  that  Satyr 
by  which  he  thought  to  fupprcfs  it. 

,  I  have  therefore  in  this  Piece  endcavour'd  to  (hew,  that  an 
&^////7  Comedy  may  anfwcrthe  ftriclnefs  of  Poetical  Juitice  ^ 
but  indeed  the  greater  Share  of  the  £;?^///Z7  Audience,  I  mt\\\ 
that  part  which  is  no  ftirther  read  than  in  Plays  of  their  own 
Language,  have  imbib'd  other  Principles,  and  lland  up  as 
vigorously  for  the  old  Poetick  Licence,  as  they  do  for  the  Li- 
berty of  the  Subje61.  They  take  all  Innovations  for  Grievan- 
ces ;  and.  let  aProjc6l  be  never  fo  well  laid  for  their  Advan- 
tage^ yet  the  Undertaker  is  very  likely  tofuffer  by't.  A  Play 
without  a  Beau,  Cully,  Cuckold,  or  Coquet,  is  as  poor  an 
Entertainment  to  fome  Palates,  as  their  Sunday'^  Dinner 
wouM  be  without  Beef  and  Pudding.  And  this  X  take  to  be 
Oiie  Reafon  that  the  Galleries  were  fo  thin  during  the  Run  of 
this  Play.  I  thought  indeed  to  have  footh'd  the  fplenetick 
Zeal  of  the  City,  by  making  a  Gentleman  a  Knave,  and  pu- 
fiifliing  their  great  Grievance A  Whoremafier^  but  a  cer- 
tain A' irtuofo  of  that  Fraternity  ,  has  told  me  fince,  that  the 
Citi'zens  were  never  more  difiippointcd  in  any  Entertainment; 
for  (laid  he)  however  pious  we  may  appear  to  be  at  home, 
yet  we  never  go  to  that  end  of  the  Town  bat  with  an  Inten- 
tion to  be  lew'd. 

There  was  an  0.-//V/;*?2caftupon  this  Play,  before  it  appeared, 
by  fomc  Pcrfons  who  thought  it  their  Intereft  to  have  it  fup- 
prcfs'd  The  Ladies  were  frighted  from  feeing  it  by  formi- 
dable Stories  of  aMidwifcj  and  were  tC'ld,  no  doubt,  that  they 
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mufl  expect  no  lefs  than  a  Labour  upon  the  Stage;  but  I  hope 
the  examining  into  that  Afperlion  will  be  enough  to  wipe  it 
off,  lince  the  Character  of  the  Midwife  is  only  lb  fartouch'd, 
as  is  necefliiry  for  carrying  on  the  Plot,  fhe  being  principally 
decipher'd -in  her  procuring  Capacity  ;  and  I  dare  not  affront 
the  Ladies  fo  far,  as  to  imagine  they  cou'd  be  offended  at  the 
cxpofing  of  a  Bawd. 

Some  Criticks  complain,  that  the  Defign  is  defe6tive  for 
want  of  Ce//Vs  Appearance  in  the  Scene  ;  but  I  had  rather 
they  (hould  find  this  Fault,  than  I  forfeit  my  Regard  to  the 
Fair,  by  fhewing  a  Lady  of  Figure  under  a  Misfortune  ;  for 
which  Reafon  I  made  her  only  Nominal,  and  chofe  to  ex- 
pofe  the  Perfon  that  injur'd  her  ;  and  if  the  Ladies  don't 
agree  that  I  have  done  her  Juftice  in  the  end,  I'm  very  forry 
for't. 

Some  People  are  apt  to  fay,  That  the  Chara6ter  of  Rich- 
more  points  at  a  particular  Perfon  ;  tho'  I  muft  confefs,  I  fee 
nothing  but  what  is  very  general  in  his  Character,  except  his 
marrying  his  own  Miflrefs  ;  which  by  the  way  he  never  did, 
for  he  was  no  fooner  off  the  Stage,  but  he  changM  his  mind, 
and  the  poor  Lady  is  ftill  in  Statu  Quo^  but  upon  the  whole 
Matter,  'tis  Application  only  makes  the  Afs  ;  and  Chara6ters 
in  Plays,  are  like  Long-lane  Cloaths,  not  hung  out  for  the 
Ufe  of  any  particular  People,  but  to  be  bought  by  only  thofe 
they  happen  to  fit. 

The  moft  material  Objedion  againft  this  Play  is  the  Im- 
portance of  the  Subject,  which  neceffarily  leads  into  Senti- 
ments too  grave  for  Diverlion,  and  fuppofes  Vices  too  great 
for  Comedy  to  punifh.     'Tis  faid,   I  mull  own,  that  the  Bu- 
linefs  of  Comedy  is  chiefly  to  ridicule  Folly  ;  and  that  the  Pu- 
nifhment  of  Vice  falls  rather  into  the:  Province  of  Tragedy  ; 
but  if  there  be  a  middle  fort  of  Wickednefs,  too  high  for  the 
Sock^  and  too  lov/  for  the  Buskin^  is  there  any  Reafon  that  it 
ihou'd  go  unpunifh'd  }  What  arc  more  obnoxious  to  humane 
Society,  than  the  Villanies  expos'd  in  this  Play  ;  the  Frauds, 
Plots  and  Contrivances  upon  the  F^ortunes  of  Men,  and  the 
Vertue  ofWomen,  but  the  Perfons  are  too  mean  for  the  Hc- 
roick,   then  what  muft  we  do  with  them  ?  Why,  they  muft 
of  neceffity  drop  into  Comedy:  For  it  is  unreafonale  to  ima- 
gine that  the  Lav/-givers  in  Poetry  wou'd  tiethcmfevcs  up 
from  executing  that  Jultice  which  i^  the  Foundation  of  their 
Conftitution  ;    or  to  fay,  That  expoiing  Vice  is  the  Bulineis 
of  the  prama^    and  yet  make  Rules  to  fcreen  it  from  Perfe- 
;  cmiou* 
\    ■- 
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Some  haveask'd  the  Quefton,  Why  the  Elder  Wou'dhe,  m  i 
the  Fourth  A  61,  (hould  counterfeit  Madnefs  in  his  Confine-  j 
ment  ;  don't  miftakc,  there  was  no  fuch  thing  in  his  Head ; 
and  the  Judicious  cou'd  eafily  perceive,  that  it  was  only  a 
ftart  of  Humour  put  on  to  divert  his  Melancholy  ;  and  when 
Gayety  is  (IrainM  to  cover  Misfortune,  it  may  very  naturally 
be  overdone,  and  rife  to  a  Semblance  of  Madnefs,  fufficient  to 
impofe  on  the  Conftable,  and  perhaps  on  fome  of  the  Au- 
dience ;  who  taking  every  thing  at  fight,  impute  that  as  a 
Fault,  which  I  am  bold  to  ftand  up  for^  as  one  of  the  moft 
Mafle'rly  Stroaks  of  the  whole  Piece. 

This  I  think  fufficient  to  obviate  what  Obje£i:ions  I  have 
heard  made  ;  but  there  was  no  great  Occalion  for  making 
this  Defence,  having  had  the- Opinion  of  fome  of  the  great- 
eft  Perfons  in  England^  both  for  Quality  and  Parts,  that  the 
Play  has  Merit  enougjt  to  hide  more  P'aults  than  have  beert 
found  ;  and  I  think  their  Approbation  fufficient  to  excufe 
fome  Pride  that  may  be  incident  to  the  Author  upon  this 
Performance. 

I  muft  own  my  felf  obligM  to  Mr.  LongueviUe  for  fome 
Lines  in  the  part  oi^Teagne^  and  fomething  of  the  Lawyer  ! 
but  above  all,  for  his  hint  of  the  Twins,  upon  which  IformM 
my  Plot  :  IBut  having  paid  him  all  due  Satisfadion  and  Ac- 
knowledgment, I  muft  do  my  felf  the  Juftice  to  believe,  that 
few  of  our  Modern  Writers  have  been  lefs  beholden  to  Fo- 
reign Alfiftance  in  their  Plays,  than  I  have  been  in  the  follow- 
ing Scenes. 
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Prologue^    By  Mr.  Motteux^ 
And  fpoken  by  Mr.  IV I L  KS. 

An  ALARM  founded. 

riT H  Drums  and  'Trur/i^ets  in  this  Warring  Age^ 
A  Martial  Prologue pou'd  Alarm  the  Stage, 

New  Plays eVr  Aded^  a  fuR  Audience  near^ 

Seem  'towns  in-vcfled^  when  a  Siege  they  fear. 

prologues  are  like  a  Forlorn-Hops^  fent  out 

Before  the  Plav^  to  Skirmijh^  and  to  Scout :  ..■ 

Our  dreadful  Foes.,  the  Criticks^  when  they  fpy^ 

they  cock^  they  charge.,  they  fire., —  then  lack  they  fly. 

the  Siege  is  laid there  gallant  Chiefs  abound.,  ^ 

Here— Foes  intrench d.,  there— gUtteringtroops  around^  >• 
And  the  loudBat'ries  roar— from  yonder  rifing  Ground.  \\ 
In  the  Firji  Ad,  brrsk  Sullies,  {mifs  or  hit)^  7  i 

With  Vollics  of  Small-Shot.,  or  ^nip-fnap  Wif^  V^ 

Attack.,  and  gaul  the  trenches  of  the  Pit.  j 

the  next the  Fire  continues.,  but  at  length 

Grows  lefs.,  and flackens  like  aBridcgroom'' s  Strength , 
the  third.,  Feints.,  Mines.,  and  Countermines  abound., 
Tour  Critick  Engineers  fafe  under-ground^ 
Blow  up  our  M'^orks.,  and  all  our  Art  confound. 

the  Fourth brings  on  mojl  Ad  ion,  and  "'tis  Jharp., 

Frejh  Foes  crowd  on,  at  your  Remifj'nefs  carp. 
And  defp^ratc,  tho'*  unskilled,  iytfult  our  Counterfcarp. 
then  comes  the  laft ;  the  General  Storm  is  near^ 
the  Poet-Governor  novj  quakes  for  fear '^ 
Runs  wildly  up  and  down,  forgets  to  huff. 

And  wou^l  give  all  he'* as  plundered po  get  off. 

So — Don  and  Moniieur Bluti",  before  the  Siege, 

Were  qi^tckly  tam*d at  Vcnlo,  and  at  Liege : 

"^twas  Viva  Spagnia!  Vive  France  !  before-^ 
iVozi/,  Quart ier  l"" Mo n(] cur!  Quarticr  I  Ah  !  Senor  ! 
But  what  \our  Refoiution  can  withftand, 
Tou  mafter  all,  a>id  awe  the  Sea  and  Land. 

In  War yoitr  Valour  makes  the  Strong  fuhmit  \ 

Tour  "Judgment  humbles  all  Attempts  in  Wit. 
What  Play,  what  Fort,  what  Beauty  can  endure 
All  fierce  AjJ'aults,  and  always  be  fe cure  I 
then  grarnt  ""em  generous  terms  who  dare  to  write. 

Since  now that  fe  ems  as  defp*rate  as  to  fight : 

If  we  mufl  yield yet  e''er  the  Day  be  fixt^ 

Let  m  hold  out-  ths  third and,  tf  we  may,  the  Sixth, 

Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

MEN. 


Elder  Wou'dbe, 
Young  WotCdbe^ 
Richmore^ 

Suhtleman^ 

BaUerdaJh^y 

and       V 

Alderman^  j| 

Char 'Account^  a  Steward, 

Fair-Bank^  a  Gold- Smith, 

'Teague^ 


Mr.  Wilh, 
Mr.  Cibber. 
Mr.  Husband. 
Mr.  iIf/7//. 
Mr.  Vmhethman. 

Mr.  >^«/6;^. 

Mr.  Fairhanko 
Mr.  ikr/»»j-. 
Mr.  B&weu. 


WOMEN. 

ConJiaKce^  Mrs.  ^o^^r/. 

AureVta^  Mrs.  //(?i?^ 

Mandrake^  Mr,  Bullod, 

Steward^  Wife,  Mrs=  il:fc^r. 

Conftable,  Watch,  ^r, 

SCENE,  LONDON. 
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ACT     I. 

SCENE,  Lodgings. 

*The  Curtii'm  drawn  np^  difcoTcrs  Tourig  Wou'dbe  a  drcjfv/ig^  and 
his  I'^alct  hiicklh'ig  his  Shoes. 

V.  mii'dbc  .1^^^^  ^^  R  E  IS  fach  a  Phgue  every  Mor- 
ning;, with  buckling  Shoes,  garter- 
ing, combing,  and  powdering, 

Pfnaw  !    ceale   thy   Impertinence, 

I'll  drefs    no  more  to  Day. 

Were  I  an  honclr  Brute,  that  riles 
from  his  Litter,  flukes  himlclf,  and  io  is  drell,  I  cou'd 
bear  it. 

£?;ffr  Richmore. 
'"'•Rjch.  No  farther  yet,  H'oudhe!  'Tis  aimofr  One. 
Y.  14\  Then  blame  the  Clock-m.akcrs.  they  made  it  fo;  the 

Sun  has  neither  Fore  nor  Atterncon-^ Prithee,  whut  have 

tvc  to  do  with  Time?  Can't  we  let  it  alone  as  Nature  made 
it.^  Can't  a  Man  eat  when  he's  hungry,*  go  to  Bed  when  he's 
flecpy,  rife  when  he  w^akes,  drefs  when  he  pleafcs,  W'ithout 
the  Confinement  of  Hours  to  cnilave  himr 

^  Rick.  Pardon  me.  Sir,  I  underltand  your  Stoicifm Yorz 

have  loft  your  Money  lull  Ni-ht. 

^  Y.IK 
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Y.  W.  No,  no,  Fortune  took  care  of  me  there 1  had 

none  to  lofe.  ^^^^^^ 

Rich.  'Tis  that  gives  you  the  Spleen.  ^"^ 

Y.  W.  Yes,  I  have  got  the  Spleen  ;  and  fomething  elfe- 
Heark'e- — 

Rich.  How!  [U-^hifpers. 

Y.  IV.  Pofitively.  The  Lady's  kind  Reception  v^ras  the 
moll  fevere  Ufage  I  ever  met  with — Sha'n't  I  break  her  Win*' 
dows — Richmore  ? 

Rich.  A  mighty  Revenge  truly  :  Let  me  tell  you,  Friend^ 
That  breaking  the  Windows  of  fuch  Houfes,  are  no  more  than 
writing  over  a  Vintner's  Door,  as  they  do  in  Holland— Vh 

te  koop. 'Tis  no  more  than  a  Bufli  to  a  Tavern,  a  Decoy  to 

Trade,  and  to  draw  in  Cuftomers ;  but  upon  the  whole  mat- 
ter, I  think,  a  Gentleman  fhouM  put  up  an  Affront  got  in  fuch 
little  Company ;  for  the^leafure,  the  Pain,  and  the  Refent- 
mcnt,  are  all  alike  fcandalous. 

Y.  14'\  Have  you  forgot,  Richmore.^  how  I  found  you  one 
Morning  with  the  Flying-Poji  m  your  hand,  hunting  for  Phy* 
lical  Advcrtifements. 

R.ich.  That  was  in  the  Days  of  Dad^  my  Friend,  in  the 
Days  of  dirty  Linnen,  Pit-Masks,  Hedge-Taverns,  and  Beef- 
Steaks  ;  but  now  I  fly  at  nobler  Game,  the  Ring,  the  Court, 
Pawlet\  and  the  Park.  I  defpife  all  Women  that  I  appre- 
hend any  Danger  from,  Icfs  than  the  having  my  Throat  cut  5 
and  fhou'd  fcruple  to  convcrfe  even  with  a  Lady  of  For- 
tune, unlefs  her  Vertue  were  loud  enough  to  give  me  Pride  in 

expoling  \t Here's  a  Letter  1  receiv'd  this  Morning ;  you 

may  read  it.  {Gives  a  Letter. 

Y.  W.  {Readsr\ 
TF  there  be  Solemnity  in  Troteflatton.^  'Juflicc  in  Hca-vcn^  or  Fi- 
•*•  delity  in  Earth .^  I  may  flill  depend  on  the  Faith  of  my  Rich- 
more 'Tho'*  I  may  conceal  my  Lovc.^  I  no  longer  can  hide  the 

Effe6is  on'^t  from  the  li^orld Be  careful  of  my  Honour^  remember 

your  Vows.^  and  fly  to  the  Relief  of  the  Difconfolate 

Clelia. 
The  Fair,  the  Courted,  Blooming  Clelia.  I 

Rich.  The  Credulous,  troublefome,  fooliih  Clelia.  Did  you 

ever  read  fuch  a  fulfome  Harrangue Lard,  Sir,  I  am  near 

my  Time,  and  want  your  Afllftance Docs  the  (illy  Crea- 
ture imagine  that  any  Man  vv^ou'd  come  near  her  in  thofeCir- 

cumflances,  unlefs  it  were  Do^ox  Chamberlain You  may 

keep  the  Letter. 

Y-  m 
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'    Y.  U^.  But  why  wouM  you  truft  it  with  mc?  You  know  I 
can't  keep  a  Secret  that  has  ar.y  Scandal  in't. 

Rich.  For  that  reafou  I  communicate :  I  know  thou  art  a 
^ti^Q^i  Gazette^  and  will  fpread  the  News  all  over  the  Town: 
For  you  muft  underftand,  that  I  am  now  beficging  another; 
and  i  would  have  the  Fame  of  myConqueil  upon  the  Wing, 
that  the  Town  may  furrender  the  fooner. 

Y.  JV.  But  if  the  Report  of  your  Cruelty  goes  along  with 
that  of  your  Valour,  you'll  find  no  Garrifon  of  any  Strength 
will  open  their  Gates  to  you. 

Rich.  No,  no.  Women  are  Cowards,  and  Terror  prevails 
upon  them  more  than  Clemency:  My  bed  Pretence  to  sny 
Succefs  with  the  Fair,  is  my  uiing  'em  ill  i  'Tis  turning  their 
own  Guns  upon  'cm,  and  I  have  always  found  it  the  moft 
luccefsful  Battery  to  allail  one  Reputation  by  facrificing 
another. 

Y.  //''.  I  cou'd  love  thee  for  thy  Mifchief,  did  I  not  envy 
thee  for  thy  Succefs  in't. 

Rich.  You  never  attempt  a  Woman  of  Figure. 

Y.  ^^  How  can  I  ?  This  confounded  Hum.p  of  mine  is  fuch 
a  Burthen  at  my  Back,  that  it  prelfes  me  down  here,  in  the 
Dirt  andDifeafes  oiCovent-Gardey7.^t\\Q  low  Suburbs  of  Plca- 

fure C^rft  Fortune  I    I  am  a  younger  Brother,  and  yet 

cruelly  depriv'd  of  my  Birth-right  of  a  handfome  Perfon  :  fe- 
ven  thoufand  a   Year  in  a  dired  Line,  wou'd  have  ftraitn'd 

my  Back  to  fome  purpofe But  I  look,  in  my  prefent 

Circumllances,  like  a  Branch  of  another  kind,  grafted  only 
upon  the  Stock,  which  makes  me  grow  fo  c-rooked. 

Rich.  Come,  come,  'tis  no  Misfortune,  your  Father  is  fo  ai 
■well  as  you. 

Y.IV.  Then  why  fliou'dnot  I  be  a  Lord  as  well  as  he  -  Had 
I  the  fame  Title  to  the  Deformity  I  cou'd  bear  it. 

Rich.  But  how  does  my  Lord  bear  the  Abfencc  of  yuur 
Twin-Brother  ? 

Y.IV.  My  Twin-Brother!  Ay, 'twas  his  crouding  me  that 
fpoil'd  my  Shape,  and  his  coming  half  an  Hour  before  me  that 

ruin'd  my  Fortune ■- — My  Father  expell'd  me  his  Houfe 

feme  two  years  ago,  becaufe  I  would  have  pcrfuaded  him 

that  my  Twin-Brother  was  a  BaRard He  gave  mc  n;y 

Portion,  which  was  about  fifteen  hundred  Pound,  and  I  have 
fpent  two  thoufand  of  it  already.  As  for  my  Brother,  he 
don't  care  a  Farthing  for  me. 

Rich.  Why  fo,  pray  } 

Y.  //''.  A  very  odd  Rcafon Becaufe  I  hate  him, 

W  Rich.  How  fnould  he  know  that? 
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Y,  JV.  Becaufe  he  thinks  it  reafonable  it  Ihou'd  be  fo.  - 

Rich.  But  did  your  Actions  ever  cxprcfs  any  Maiice  to  him? 

Y.  M^.  Yes :  I  wou'd  fain  have  kept  him  company ;  but  be- 
ing aware  of  my  Kindnefs,  he  went  abi:oad :  He  has  travelM 
thefe  five  Years,  and  I  am  told,  is  agrave,  fober  Fcliow,  ai^d 
in  danger  of  living  a  great  while;  all  my  hope  is,  that  when 
he  gets  into  his  Honour  and  Eftatc,  the  Nobility  will  foonkill 

him,  by  drinking  him  up  to  his  Dignity. But  come,  Frank^ 

I  have  but  two  Eye-fores  in  the  World,  a  Brother  before  me, 
m\(^  a  Hump  behind  me,  and  thou  art  ftill  laying  'em  in  my 
■vvay  :  Let  us  aifume  an  Argument  of  lefs  fevei^ity. —  Cau'll 
thou  lend  me  a  Brace  of  hundred  Pounds  ? 

Rich.  What  wou'd  you  do  with  'um  ^ 

Y.  IF.  Do  v^^ith  'um  !— —  There^s  a  QucUion  indeed; 

Do  you  think  I  wou'd  eat  'um  ? 

Rich.  Yes,  o'  my  troth,  y/ouVi  you,  and  drink 'um  together. 
Look'e,  Mr.lVoii'di^e.^  whilil  youkept  well  with  your  Fa- 
ther, I  cou'd  have  ventur'd  to  have  lent  you  five  Guinea's. 
--._-__ But  as  the  cafe  ftands,  I  can  afiure  you,  I  have  lately 
paid  off  my  Sillers  Fortunes,  and — 

Y.  //^.  Sir,  this  Put-otf  looks  like  an  A^firont,  when  you 
toow  I  don't  ufe  to  take  fuch  things. 

Rich.  Sir,  your  Demand  is  rather  an  Affront,  when  you 
■'know  I  don't  ufe  to  give  fuch  thing^i. 
;     Y.  l^^-  Sir,  I'll  pawn  my  Honour. 

'  Rich.  That's  mortgag'd  already  for  more  th^n  it  is  worth ; 
you  had  better  pawn  your  Sword  there, 'twill  bring  you  forty 
Shillings. 

Y.  kF.  -'Sdeath,  Sir (7uhs  his  Sword  off  the  table. 

Rich.  Hold,  Mr.  ^t^^'JZ'^',-— fuppofe  I  put  an  cud  to  your 
Misfortunes  all  at,  once.     ^ 

Y.li'.  How,  Sir.? 

Rich.  Why,  go  to  aMagiitrate,  and  fwcar  you  wou'd  have 

robb'd  me  of  Two  hundred  Pounds. Look'e,  Sir,  you 

have  been  often  told,  that  your  Extravagance  wou'd  fonie 
timxC  or  other,  be  the  ruin  of  you;  and  it  will  go  a  grea^ 
way  in  your  Indidmcnt,  to  have  tu];n'd  the  Pad  upon  your 
Friend. 

Y.  l^^.  This  UHige  is  the  height  of  Ingratitude  from  you,ift 
Vvhofe  Company  I  have  fpent  my  Fortune. 

Rich.  I'm  therefore  a  Witnefs,  that  it  was  very  ill  fpent.--^ 
Why  wou'd  you  keep  Company ,  be  at  equal  Expences 
with  me  that  have  fifty  times  your  Eftate?  What  was  Gal- 
lantry in  me,  was  Prodigality  in  you;  mine  was  my  Health, 

I  l?ecaufe 
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becaufe  I  cou'd  pay  for't;  your's  aDifeafe,  becaufeyou  cou'd 
pot. 

Y.  W.  And  is  this  all  I  muft  expect  from  our  Friendftiip  ? 
•:  Rich.  Friendship  !  Sir,  there  can  be  no  fuch  thing  without 
an  Equality. 

Y.  IV.  That  is,  there  can  be  no  fuch  thing  when  there  is  oc- 
cafion  for't. 

Rich.  Right,  Sir, our  Friendship  was  over  a  Bottle  on* 

ly;  and  whilft  you  can  pay  your  Club  of  Friendship,  I'm 
that  way  your  humble  Servant,  but  when  once  you  come  bor- 
rowing, Fm  this  way your  humble  Servant.  {Exit. 

Y.  U^.  Rich,  big,  proud,  arrogant  Villain!  I  have  beea 
twice  his  Second,  thrice  fick  of  the  fame  Love,  and  thrice 
cur'd  by  the  fame  Phyiick,  and  now  he  drops  me  for  a  Trifle, 

That  an  honeft  Fellow  in  his  Cups,  fhou'd  be  fuch  a 

llogue  when  he's  fober  ! The  narrov,--heartcd  Rafcal  has 

been  drinking  Coffee  this  Morning.     Well,  thou  dear  folitary 

Half-Crown,  adieu! Here,  J^ck^  {Enter  Servant.)  take 

this,  pay  for  a  Bottle  of  Wine,  and  bid  Balderdap  bring  it 
himfelf,    {Exit  Servant.)    How  melancholly  are  my  poor 

Breeches;  not  one  Chink  ! Thou  art  a  villainousHand, 

for  thou  haft  picktmy  Pocket. This  Vintner  now  has  all 

the  Marks  of  an  honeft  Fellow,  a  broad  Face,  a  copious  Look, 
a  ftrutting  Belly,  and  a  jolly  Mein.  1  have  brought  him 
above  Three  Pound  a  Night  for  thefe  two  Years  fucceflively« 
The  Rogue  has  Money,  I'm  fure,  if  he  will  but  lend  it. 

Enter  Balderdaih  vjith  a  Bottle  and  Glafs, 
Oh,  Mr.  Balder Jajh,  good  Morrow.  \ 

Bald.  Noble  Mr.  li^ou'dhe^  I'm  your  m*oft  humble  Servant. — 
I  have  brought  you  a  Whetting-Glafs,  the  h^^  Old-Hock  n\ 
E:rrope ;  I  know  'tis  vour  Drink  in  a  Morning. 

Y.  IV.  I'll  pledge  you,  Mr.  Balderdajh. 

Bald.  Your  Health,  Sir.  [Drinh. 

Y.  W.  Pray,  Mr.  Balderdajh^  tell  me  one  thing,  but  firft  lit 
down:  Now  tell  me  plainly  what  you  think  of  me.^ 
.    Bald.  Think  of  you,  Sir !  1  think  that  you  are  the  honefteii, 
noblf  ft  Gentleman,  that  ever  drank  a  Glafs  of  Wine;   and 
the  beft  Cuftomer  that  ever  came  into  my  Houle. 

Y.IV.  And  you  really  think  as  you  fpeak. 
:   .Bald.-  May  this  Wine  be  my  Poifou,  Sir,  it  I  don't  fpeak 
from  the  bottom  of  my  Heart. 

.  Y.  IF.  And  how  much  Money  do  yon  think  I  have  fpent 
iU/'Your  Houf'^r 

Bald, 
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Bald.  Why  truly,  Sir,  by  a  moderate  Computation,  I  do  be- 
lieve, that  I  have  handled  of  yonr  Money  the  beft  part  of  five 
hundred  Pounds  v^ithin  thefe  tw^o  years. 

Y.  IV.  Very  well !  And  do  you  think  that  you  lie  under 
any  Obligation  for  the  Trade  I  have  promoted  to  your  Ad- 
vantage ? 

Bald.  Yes,  Sir;  and  if  I  can  ferve  you  in  any  refpedl,  pray 
command  me  to  the  utmoft  of  my  Ability. 

Y.  U^.  Well !  thanks  to  my  Stars,  there  is  flill  fome  hone* 
fly  in  Wine.  Mr. B wilder dajh^  I  embrace  you  and  your  Kind-, 
nefs :  I  am  at  prefent  a  little  low  in  Calh,  and  mud  beg  you 
to  knd  me  a  hundred  Pieces. 

Bald.  Why  truly,  Mr./fW.'/i^^,I  was  afraid  it  would  come 
to  this ;  I  have  had  it  in  my  Head  feverai  times,  to  caution 
you  upon  your  Expcnccs:  but  you  were  fo  very  genteel  in  my 
Houfe,  and  your  Liberality  became  you  fo  very  well,  that  I 
was  unwilling  to  fay  any  thing  that  might  check  your  Di- 
fpoiition ;  but  truly.  Sir,  I  can  forbear  no  longer  to  tell  you, 
that  you  have  been  a  little  too  extravagant. 

Y.  IV.  But  fince  you  reap'd  the  Benefit  of  my  Extravagance, 
you  will,  1  hope,  coniider  my  Neceffity. 

Bald.  Confider  your  Neceffity!  I  do  with  all  my  Heart,  and^ 
inuft  tell  you,  moreover,  that  I  will  be  no  longer  accefTary  to' 
it :  I  deiire  vou.  Sir,  to  frequent  my  Houfe  no  more. 

Y.  ^'".  How,  Sir  ! 

Bald,  I  fay,  Sir,  that  I  have  an  Honour  for  my  good  Lord 
}'0ur  Father,  and  will  not  fuffcr  his  Son  to  run  into  any  In- 
convenience: Sir,  I  (hall  order  my  Drawers  not  to  ferve  you 

with  a  drop  of  Wine. WouM  you  have  me  connive  at  a 

<ient}eman's  Deflruction  ? 

Y.  M-^.  But  methinks.  Sir,  that  a  Perfon  of  your  niceCon*i 
feience  fhould  have  caution'd  me  before. 

Ba/d.  Alas !  Sir,  it  was  none  of  my  Bufinefs :  WouM  you  ' 
have  me  be  fawcy  to  a  Gentleman  that  was  my  befl:  Cuftomer  ? 
Lackaday,  Sir,  had  you  Money  to  hold  it  out  Itill,  I  had  been 
hanged  rather  than  be  rude  to  you.  — ^— But  truly.  Sir,  when 
a  Man  is  ruin'd,  'tis  but  the  Duty  of  a  Chriflian  to  tell  him 
of  it. 

Y.  IK  Will  you  lend  me  the  Money,  Sir  ? 

Bald.  Will  you  pay  me  this  Bill,  Sir  ^ 

Y.  IV.  Lend  me  the  hundred  Pound,  and  I  will  pay  the 
Bill. ^  '        . 

Bald,  Pay  me  the  Bill,  and  I  will  not  lend  the  Hundred 

Pound,  Sir But  pray  confider  with  your  felf,  now,  Sir, 

wou'd  not  you  think  me  an  errant  Cgxcomb,  to  tyuft  a  Perfon 

with 
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with  Money  that  has  always  been  fo  extravagant  under  my 
Eye?  whofe  Profufcnefs  I  have  leen,  I  have  felt,  Ihavehanc'- 
led  }  Have  not  I  known  you,  Sir,  throw  away  ten  Pound  of 
1  Night  upon  a  Covey  of  Pit-Patridges,  and  a  Setting-Dog  ? 
Sir,  you  have  made  my  Houfe  an  ill  Houfe  :  my  very  Chairs 

will  bear  you  no  longer. In  flior:,  Sir,   I  defire  you  to 

fequent  the  Crovjyi  no  more.  Sir. 

Y.  IF.  Thou  fophillicated  Tun  of  Iniquity  ;  have  I  fatned 
,'our  Carkafs,  and  fweil'd  your  Bags  with  my  vital  Blood? 
Wave  I  made  you  my  Companion  to  bethusfaucy  tome?  But 
low  I  will  keep  you  at  your  due  Diifance.  [^Ktckshimi 

Ser.  Welcome,  Sir  ! 

Y. /F.  Well  faid,  3^^^/'.  {Kicks him  again. 

Ser.  Very  welcome,  Sir !  I  hope  we  (hall  have  your  Com- 
pany another  time.     Welcome,  Sir.  S^He" s  kick' d  off i 

Y.  li\  Pray,  WMit  on  him  down  Stairs,  and  give  him  a  wel- 
:ome  at^  the  Door  too.  \Exit  Servant.]  This  is  the  Puniih- 
Tienr  of  Hell  ;  the  very  Devil  that  tempted  me  to  Sin,    now 

jpbraids  me  with  the  Crime. 1  have  villainoufly  murder'd 

ny  Fortune  ;  and  now  Its  Ghofl,  in  the  lank  fliape  of  Po- 
^'crty,  haunts  me  :  Is  there  no  Charm  to  conjure  down  the 
Fiend  ? 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Oh  Sir,  here's  fad  News. 

Y.  W.  Then  keep  it  to  thy  fclf,  I  have  enough  of  that  al- 
ready; 

Ser,  Slr^  you  will  hear  it  too  foon; 

Y.  W.  What  !  is  JSr^^,;/ below  ? 

Ser.  No,  no,  Sir  ;  better  twenty  fuch  as  he  were  haiigM, 
Mr,  your  Father's  dead. 

Y.  W.  My  Father  ! Good  night  my  Lord  ;  has  he 

eft  me  any  thing  ? 

Ser.  I  heard  nothing  of  that,  Sir. 
^  Y.  W.  Then  I  believeyou  heard  all  there  was  of  it  ;  \ti  me 

|ee My  Father  dead  !  and  my  elder  Brother  abroad! — •■ 

!'f  Neccflity  be  the  Mother  of  Invention,  fhe  was  never  mor^ 
pregnant  than  with  me.  {_'P aiifes .'\  Here,  Sirrah,  run  to  Mrs, 
Mandrake^  and  bid  her  come  hither  prefently.  [£.r/> Servant.] 
That  Woman  w^as  my  Mother's  Midwife  when  1  was  born^ 
!md  has  been  my  Bawd  thefe  ten  Years.  I  have  had  her  En- 
ieavours  to  corrupt  my  Brother's  Miftrefs  ;  and  now  her 
Affidance  will  be  neceifary  to  cheat  him  of  his  Efrate  ^  fot 
he's  famous  for  underftanding  the  right-fide  of  a  Woman,  and 
'he  wrong-tide  of  the  Law.  S^Extt, 

U  SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  Mandrake^  Iloufe. 

Mandrake  ^??^' Maid* 

Man.  Who  is  there? 

Maid,  Madam. 

Man.  Has  any  MelTage  been  left  for  me  to  day  ?  ;.: 

Maid.  Yes,  Madam  :  here  has  been  otie  from  my  Lady 
Stilborn.,  that  defir'd  you  not  to  be  out  of  the  way,  for  (he  ex-i* 
peded  to  cry  out  every  Minute. 

Man.  How  I  every  minute  ! —  Let  me  fee  -^— -  [Takei 

tut  her  Pocket-Book.']  Stilhorn iVy fhe  reckons  with 

her  Husband  from  the  firft  of  Afril\   and  with  Sir  James^ 

from  the  fivll  of  March. Ay,  fhe's  always  a  Month  before 

her  time.     ^Knocking    at  the    Door.]     Go  fee   who's   at  the 
iDoor  — - 

Maid.  Yes,  Madam.  [Exit  Af^/V. 

Man.  Well!  certainly  there  is  not  a  Woman  in  the  World 
fo  willing  to  oblige  Mankind  as  my  felf ;  and  really  I  have 
been  i^o  ever  fince  the  Age  of  Twelve,  as  I  can  remember. — * 
I  have  deliver'd  as  many  Women  of  great  Bellies,  and  helped 
as  many  to  'um  as  any  Perfon  in  England  ;  but  my  Watch- 
ing and  Cares  have  broken  me  quite,  1  am  not  the  fame  Wo- 
man I  was  forty  years  ago. 

Enter  Richmore. 
Oh,  Mr.  Richmore  !  you're  a  fad  Man,  a  barbarous  Man,  f& 
you  are.  — What  will  becofneof  poor  C/r//^,  Mr.  Richmore^ 
The  poor  Creature  is  fo  big  with  her  Misfortunes,    that  they 
are  not  to  be  born.  [IVeeps 

Rich.  You,  Mrs.  Mandrake^  are  the  fitted  Perfon  in  tii3 
World  to  €afc  her  of  'um. 

Man.  Auid  won't  you  marry  her,  Mr.  Richmore  ? 

Rich,  My  Confcicnce  won't'allow  it ;  for  I  have  fvvorn  fince^ 
to  marry  another. 

Man,  And  will  you  break  your  Vov/s  to  Clelia'^. 

kich.  Why  not,  when  fhe  has  broke  hers  to  me  ? 

Man.  How's  that,  Sir? 

Rich,  Why,  (he  fwore  a  hundred  times  never  to  grant  me 
thej'^avour,  and  yet.,  you  know,  fhe  broke  her  Word. 

Ma:^.  But  fhe  lov'd  Mr.  Richmore^  and  that  was  the  reafon 
file  forgot  her  Oath. 

Rtch.  And  I  love  Mr.  Richmore.^  and  that  is  the  reafon  I  for- 
got mine— -Why  fliou'd  ^wq  be  angry  that  I  tollow  her  own 
ExaT7-iple,  by  doing  the  very  "fame  thing  from  the  very  fame 
Motive? 

X  Ma-fj^ 
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Matt.  Well,  well  !  take  my  word,  youll  never  thrive.  - — 
I  wonder  how  you  can  have  the  Face  to  come  near  me,  that 
am  the  witnefs  of  your  horrid  Oaths  arid  Imprecations  !  Are 
Hot  you  afraid  that  the  guilty  Chamber  above-ftairs  fhou'd 
fall  down  upon  your  Head? — -Yes,  yes,  I  was  acceffary, 
I  was  fo  ;  but  if  ever  you  involve  my  Honour  in  fuch  a  Vil- 

lany  the  fecond  time. Ah,  poor  Clelia  !  I  lov'd  her  as  I 

did  my  own  Daughter  -—  you  feducing  Man  - — -        l^cejps. 

Rich.  Hey,  ho,  my  Attrelial 

Man.  Hey,  ho,  fhe's  very  ptetty. 

Rich.  Doft  thou  know  her,  my  dear  Mandrake  ? 

.   Man,  Hey,   ho,   fhe's  very  pretty. Ah,   you're  a  lad 

Man. Poor  CM^  was  handfome,  but  indeed.    Breeding, 

Pukeing,  and  Longing,  has  broken  her  much. — 'Tis  a  hard 
cafe,  Mr.  Richmore,  for  a  young  Lady  to  fee  a  thoufand  things, 
and  long  for  a  thoufand  things,  and  yet  not  daretoown  that 
Ihe  longs  for  one. — -She  had  like  to  have  mifcarfied  t'other 
Day  for  the  Pith  of  a  Loin  of  Veal.  ——Ah,  you  barbarous 
Man ; 

Rich.  But,  my  Aurelia!  confirm  me  that  you  knoXv  her,  and 
I'll  adore  thee. 

Man.  You  would  fling  five  hundred  Guineas  at  my  Head,- 
that  you  knew  as  much  of  her  as  I  do :  Why,  Sir,  I  brought 
her  into  the  World ;  I  have  had  hef  fprawling  in  my  Lap. 
Ah !  fhe  was  as  plump  as  a  PufSn,  Sir. 

Rich.  I  think  fhe  has  no  great  Portion  to  value  her  felf  up- 
on; her  Reputation  only  will  keep  up  the  Market:  We  mu(t 
fird  make  that  cheap,  by  crying  it  down,  and  then  fhe*li  part 
with  it  at  an  eafie  rate. 

Man.  but  won't  you  provide  for  poor  Clcllai 

Rich.  Provide  I  Why  ha'n't  I  taught  her  a  Trade  ?  Let  her 
fet  up  when  fhe  will,  I'll  engage  her  Cufromers  enough,  be- 
caufe  1  can  anfwer  for  the  go'odnefs  of  the  Ware, 

Men.  Nay,  but  you  ought  to  ftt  her  up  with  Credit,  and 

take  a  Shop  ;  that  is,  get  her  a  Husband. Have  you  no 

pretty  Gentleman  your  Relation  now,  that  wants  a  young 
virtuous  Lady  with  a  handfome  Fortune?  No  young  TempUr 
that  has  fpent  his  Eflate  in  the  Study  of  the  Law,  and  f>arves 
by^the  Pradice  ?  No  fpruce  Officer  that  wants  a  handfomiC 
Wife  to  miake  Court  for  him  among  the  Major-Generals  ? 
Have  you  none  of  thefe,  Sir  ? 

Rich.  Pho,  pho,  Madam you  have  tir'd  me  upon  that 

Subject.  Do  you  think  a  Lady  that  gave  me  fo  much  trouble 
before  PofTelfion  fhall  ever  give  me  any  after  it,  - — No,  no, 
had  Ihe  been  more  obligir^  to  me  when  I  was  in  her  Power, 

U  2  Ifhou'd 
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I  fliouM  be  more  civil  to  her  now  (lie's  in  mine  :  My  AfTi- 
duity  before-hand  was  an  over-price  ;  had  fhe  made  a  Merit 
of  the  matter,  fhe  Ihou'd  have  yielded  fooner. 

Man.  Nay,  nay.  Sir  ;  tho'  you  have  no  regard  to  her  Ho-; 
nour,  yet  you  fhall  proteft  mine :  How  d'ye  think  I  have  fe- 
cur'd  my  Reputation  fo  long  among  the  People  of  bell  Figure, 
but  by  keeping  all  Mouths  fiopt  ?  Sir,  Pll  have  no  Clamours 
at  me. — Heavens  help  me,  I  have  Clamours  enough  at  my 
door  early  and  late  in  my  t'other  Capacity  :  In  (hort.  Sir,  a 
Husband  for  Clelia^  or  I  banifh  you  my  Prefence  for  ever. 

Rich.  Thou  art  a  neceffary  Devil,  and  I  can't  want  thee. 

Man.  Look'e,  Sir,  'tis  your  own  Advantage;  'tis  onlymai 
hing  over  your  Eftate  into  the  Hands  of  a  Truftee;  and  tho', 
you  don't  abfolutely  command  the  PremifTeSj  yet  you  may  exr 
acl:  enough  out  of 'um  for  NeceiTaries,  when  you  will. 

Rich.  Patience  a  little,    Madam  ! 1  have  a  young  Ne: 

phew  that  is  a  Captain  of  Horfe :  He  mortgag'd  the  laft  mor- 
fel  of  his  Eliate  to  me,  to  make  up  his  Equipage  for  the  laft 
Campaign.  Perhaps  you  know  him  ;  he's  a  brisk  Pellow, 
much  about  Court,  Captain  T'rueman. 

Man.  Trucman  !  Adfmylifc,  he's  one  of  my  Babies; 

can  tell  you  the  very  minute  he  was  born  —  precifely  at  three 
a  Clock  next  St.  George'^s  Day ,  Trueynan  will  be  two  and 
twenty  ;  a  Stripling,  the  prettieft  good  natur'd  Child,  and 
your  Nephew  !  He  mufi:  be  the  Man  ;  and  fliall  be  the  Man  ; 
I  have  a  kindnefs  for  him. 

Rich.  But  we  mud  have  a  care  ;  the  Fellow  wants  neither 
Senfe  nor  Courage. 

Man.  Phu,  phu,  never  fear  her  part,  fhe  fha'n't*want  In- 
llru6lions  ;  and  then  for  her  Lying  in,  a  little  abruptly,  'tis 
my  Bufinefs  to  reconcile  matters  there,  a  Fright  or  a  Fall  ex- 
ciifes  that:  Lard,  Sir,  I  do  thefe  things  every  Day.  j 

.  Rich.  'Tis  pity  then  to  put  you  out  of  your  Road;  andC/^- 
Ua  fliall  have  a  Husband. 

Man.  Spoke  like  a  Man  of  Honour.  —  And  nowPllfervc 
you  again,     lliis  Aurelia^  you  fay  — 

Rich.  O  (hedidrafts  me  I  Her  Beauty,  Family,  and  Virtue 
make  her  a  noble  Pleafure. 

Man.  And  you  have  a  mind,  for  that  reafon,  to  get  her 
Husband. 

Rich.  Yes,  faith  :   I  have  another  young  Relation  at  Cam- 

hridge^  he's  jufl  going  into  Orders  ;   and  I  think  fuch  a  fine 

Woman,   with  fifteen  hundred  Pound,   is  a  better  Prefenta- 

•'    *  •'  tio» 
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tion  than  any  living  in  my  Gift  ;  .and  why  fhould  he  like  the 
Cure  the  worfe,  that  an  Incumbent  was  there  before  ? 

MaK.  Thou  art  a  pretty  Fellow At  the  fame  Moment 

you  wou'd  perfuade  me,  that  you  love  a  Woman  to  Madnefs, 
are  you  contriving  how  to  part  with  her  ? 

Rtch.  If  I  lov'd  her  not  to  Madnefs,  I  Ihou'd  not  run  into 
thefe  Contradidions-— -Here,  my  dear  Mother,  /^ureiia'^  ihe 

Word. \.^j[f^'^^^^  ^^^'^  M-mc-j. 

Man.  Pardon  me,  Sir;  {^Refufnig  the  Money. '\  Did  you  ever 

know  me  mercenary No,    no,  Sir  ;   Virtue  is  its  own 

Reward. 

Rich.  Nay,  but  Madam,  I  owe  you  for  the  Teeth  Powder 
you  fent  me. 

^     Man.  O,   that's  another  matter,   Sir  ;    \Jdkei  the  Money.'] 
I  hope  you  like  it,  Sir  > 

Rich.  Extremely,  Madam,  but  it  was  fomewhat  dear  of 
twenty  Guineas.  \_Ajide. 

Enter  Servant. 
Ser.  Madam,  here  is  Mr.  U^ou'dhe's  Footman  below  with 
a  Meffagc  from  his  Mafter. 

Man.  I  come  to  him  prefcntly ;  Do  you  know  that  Wou'd- 
be  loves  A ^ire I: a' s  Coufui  and  Companion,  Mrs.  Conjlance  viith 
the  great  Fortune,  andthati  tolicitforhim  ? 

Rieh.  Why,  (lie's  engag'd  to  his  Elder  Brother  :    Befides , 
'  Young  Ifou'd/pe  has  no' Money  to  proiecute  an  xAffair  of  fuch 

.  Confequence You  can  have  no  hopes  of  Succefs  there, 

'.  I'm  fure. 
.  Man.  Truly,  I  have  no  great   hopes  ;    but  an   indulbious 
Body  you  know,    wou'd  do  any   thing  rather  than  be  idle  : 
!The  Aunt  is  very  near  her  time,  and  I  have  accefs  to  thei  a- 
mily  when  I  pleafe. 

Rich.  Now  I  think  on't ;  Prithee,  get  the  Letter  from  ^"o/^V* 
he  that  I  gave  him  jull  now  ;  it  wou'd  be  proper  to  our  De- 
figns  upon  Truernan.^  that  it  Ihou'd  not  be  expos'd. 
1      Man.  And  you  fhew'd  CleiicCs  Letter  to  'iVoud'he  ? 
I     Rich.  Yes. 

Man.  Eh,  you  barbarous  Man Who  the  Devil  wou'd 

oblige  you What  Pleafure  can  you  take  in  expo(ing  the 

poor  Creature  ?  Dear  little  Child,  'tis  pity,  indeed  it  is. 
,     Rtch.  Madam,  the  Melfenger  waits  below  ;  fo  I'll  take  my 
i  leave.  ^Exit. 

Man.  Ah,  you're  a  fad  Man,  i^^-^^^- 

The  End  of  the  Brji   ACT. 
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A  C  T     II. 

SCENE,  The  Turk. 

Conftance  and  Aurelia. 
Am.  T)Rithee,  Coufin  Confxance^  be  chearful ;  let  the  dead 
-*-  Lordileep  in  Peace,  and  look  up  to  the  living  ;  take 
Pen,  Ink,  and  Paper,  and  write  immediately  to  your  Lover, 
that  he  is  now  a  Baron  oi  E-agland^  and  that  you  long  to  be  a 
Baronefs. 

Con.  Nay,  Aurelia^  there  is  fome  regard  due  to  the  Memo- 
ry of  the  Father,  for  the  Refpect  I  bear  the  Son  ;  belides,  I 
don't  know  how,  I  cou'd  wilh  my  young  Lord  were  at  home 
in  this  Jundure :  This  Brother  of  his  — —  Some  Mifchief  will 
happen  — —  I  had  a  very  ugly  Dream  laft  Night  - —  In  fliort  , 
I  am  eaten  up  with  the  Spleen,  my  Dear. 

Aur.  Come,  come,  walk  about  and  divert  it  ;  the  Air  will 

do  you  good  ;    think  of  other  People's  AtFairs  a  little 

When  did  you  fee  CleUa  ? 

Con.  I'm  glad  you  mention'd  her  ;  don't  you  obferve  he^ 
payety  to  be  much  more  forcM  than  formerly,  her  Humour 
don't  fit  fo  eafie  upon  her. 

Aur.  No,  nor  her  Stays  neither,  I  can  afTure  you.  ' 

Con.  Did  you  obferve  how  fhe  devour'd  the  Pomegranate^ 
Yeilerday  } 

Aur.  She  talks  ofviflting  a  Relation  in  Lelcejlerpire, 

Con.  She  fainted  av/ay  in  the  Coujitry-Dance  t'other 
Night. 

Aur.  Richmore  fhun'd  her  in  the  Walk  laft  Week. 

Can.  And  his  Footman  laugh'd. 

Aur.  She  takes  Laudanum  to  make  her  fleep  a  Nights. 

Con.  Ah,  poor  Clelia!  What  will  llie  do,  Coufin?   . 

Aur.  Do!  Why  nothing  till  the  nine  Months  be  up. 

Con.  That's  cruel,  Aurelm.,  how  can  you  make  merry  witl^ 
her  Misfortunes  >  I  am  pofitive  (ht  was  no  eafie  Conqueftj 
fomefingularVillany  has  been  praftis'd  upon  her. 

Aur.  Yes,  yes,  the  Fellov;  wou'd  be  pra6Ufing  upon  mt 
too,  I  thank  him. 

Con.  Have  a  care,  Coufin,  he  has  a  promifing  Perfon. 

Aur.  Nay  for  that  matter,  his  promiiing  Perfon  may  as 
foon  be  broke  us  his  promiiing  Vov/s :   Nature  mdeed  has 

,j  made 


The  Twin-Rivals,  13 

made  him  a  Giant,  and  he  wars  with  Heaven  like  the  Giants 
©fold  — 

Con.  Then  why  w^ill  you  admit  his  Vifits? 

i      Jur.  I  never  did  —  But  all  the  Servants  are  more  his  than 

our  ow^n  :  He  has  a  Golden  Key  to  every  Door  in  the  Houte; 

,  t^lides,  he  makes  my  Unkle  believe  that  his  Intentions  are 

.  honourable  ;  and  indeed  he  has  faid  nothing  yet  to  dilprove 

I  it. But,  Coulm,  do  you  fee  who  comes  yonder  ,   Hiding 

along  the  Mall  ? 
Con.   Captain  Tmeman,   I  proteO:  ;    the  Campaign  has  im- 
vprov'dhim,  he  makes  a  very  clean  wcllfuTnifli'd  Figure, 

Aur.  Youthful,  cafie,  and  good  natur'd,   I  CQu'd  wifli  he 

•  wou'd  know^us. 

,    Con.  Are  you  fure  he's  well-bred  ? 
II'    Aur.  I  tell  you  he's  good-natur'd,  and  I  take  good  Manners 

•  to  be  nothing  bur  a  natural  Deiire  to  be  eafie  and  agreeable 
to  whatever  Converfation  we  fall  into  ;  and  a  Porter  with 
this  is  mannerly  in  his  way  ;  and  a  Duke  without  it,  has  but 
the  Breeding  of  a  Dancing-Mafter. 

Con.  I  like  him  for  his  Aftedion  to  my  young  Lord. 
Anr.  And  I  like  him  for  his  Aifeclion  to  my  young  Per- 
fon. 
Con.  How,  how,  Coufin  >  You  never  told  me  that, 
Aur.  How  fhouM  I  ?    He  never  told  it  me,  but  I  have  dif- 
coverM  it  by  a  great  many  Signs  and  Tokens ,.  that  are  bet- 
ter Security  for  'his  Heart  than  ten  thoufaud  Vows  and  Pro- 
.mifes. 

Con.  He's  Richmore^s  Nephew. 

Aur.  Ah  !  Wou'd  he  were  his  Heir  too— -He's  a  pretty 
Fellow^- — But  then  he's  a  Soldier,  and  mull  fliare  his  time 
with  his  Millrefs,  Honour,  m  Flanders —-^-  No,  no,  Pm  re-, 
folv'd  againlt  a  Man  that  difappears  ail  the  Summer  like  a 
Woodcock, 

[_As  thcfe Hoards  arejpoken.^  Trueman  ^;^/^rj  behind iheray  as 
faffing  over  the  Stage. 
True.  That's  for  me,   whoever  fpoke  it.     [The  Ladies  tur/} 

about ;  Aurelia  furpriz.^d. 
Con.  Wha;,  Captain,  you're  afraid  of  every  thing  but  the 
Enemy. 

.     True.  I  have  r-eafon,  Ladies,  to  be  moil  apprehenfive  where 
there  is  moll  Danger  :   The  Enemy  is  fatistied  with  a  Leg  or 
.  an  Arm,  but  here  I'm  in  hazard  of  loiing  my  Heart. 

Aur.  Nonq  in  the  World,  Sir,  no  body  here  dcligns  to  at- 
tack It. 
L  True.  But  fuppofe  it  be  alfaulted,  and  taken  already,  Madam. 

^  U  4  ^^^^^ 
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Aur.  Then  we'll  return  it  without  Ranfom. 

'True.  But  fuppofe,  Madam,  thePrifonerchufeto  ftay  where 
ft  is, 

Aur.  That  were  to  turn  Deferter,  and  you  know,  Captain, 
what  fuch  deferve. 

True.  The  Punifhment  it  undergoes  this  Moment  - —  Shot 
to  Death 

Con.  Nay,  then,  'tis  time  for  me  to  put  in Pray,   Sir, 

Have  you  heard  the  News  of  my  Lord  l4^0H^dbe\  Death  ? 

True.  People  mind  not  the  Death  of  others,  Madam,  that 
are  expiring  themfelves.  \To  Conftance.]  Do  you  confidcr, 
Madam,  the  Penalty  of  wounding  a  Man  in  the  Park  ? 

\To  Aurel. 

Aur.  Hey  day  !  Why,  Captain,  d'ye  intend  to  make  a  Vigo 
Bufinefs  of  it,  and  break  the  Boom  at  once  ?  Sir,  if  you  only 
rally,  pray  let  my  Coufin  have  her  fhare  ;  or  if  you  wouM  be 
particular,  pray  be  more  refpedful  ;  not  fo  much  upon  the 
Declaration,  1  befeech  you,  Sir. 

True.  1  have  been,  fair  Creature,  a  pcrfccl  Coward  in  my 
Paffion ;  I  have  had  hard  ftrugglings  with  my  fear  before  I 
durii  engage,  and  now  perhaps  behave  but  too  defperately. 

Aur.  Sir,  I  am  very  forry  you  have  faid  fomuch;  for  1  muft-,, 
punifh  you  for't,   tho'  it  be  contrary  to  my  Inclination  - — 
Come,  Coufin,  will  you  walk  ? 

Con.  Servant,  Sir.  {Exeunt  Ladies. 

True.  Charming  Creature !  —  /  rnufl  pumjh  you  for't.,  tho'*  it 

}?e  contrary  to  my  Incliyiation Hope  and  Deipair  in  a  Breath.. 

But  ril  think  the  beft.  \_Exiu 

SCENE  changes  to  Toting  Wou'dbe'j  Lodgings. 

Young  WouMbe  and  Mandrake  meeting. 
^    y.  W,  Thou  Life  and  Soul  of  fecret  Dealings,  welcome. 

Man.  My  dear  Child,   blefs  thee Who   wou'd  have 

imagin'd  that  1  brought  this  great  Rogue  into  the  World  ?  He 

makes  me  an  old  Woman,  1  proteft But  adfo,  my  Child,- 

I  forgot ;  Pm  forry  for  the  lofs  of  your  Father,  forry  at  my 
Heart,  poor  Man.  {Weeps. '\  Mr.  Wou'dbe.,  haveyou^otadrop 
of  Brandy  in  your  Clofet  >  I  a'n't  very  well  to  day. 

Y.  IV,  That  you  f/ia'n't  v/ant ;  but  be  pleafcd  to  lit,  my  dear  | 
Mother-— Here,  Jack,  the  Brandy-Bottle  —  Now, Madam  ' 

I  have  pccafion  to  ufe  you  ,in  dit^mg  up  a  handfome 

Cheat  for  me.  i 

Man.  I  defie  any  Chamber-Maid  in  England  to  do  it  bet^  • 
ter  rr-  r-  1  havc  drefl  up  a  hundred  and  firty  Cheats  in  my 
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time.  [Enter  Jack  with  the  Bra?idy-Bottle.']  Here,  Boy,  this 
Glafs  is  too  big,  carry  it  away,  Til  take  a  Sup  out  of  the 
Bottle. 

y.  ^.  Right,  Madam And  my  Bufinefs  being  very  ur- 
gent  In  three  Words,  'tis  this 

'  Ma'/i.  Hold,  Sir,  till  I  take  Advice  of  my  Council.  [Drhiks.'} 
There  is  nothing  more  comfortable  to  a  poor  Creature,  and 
litter  to  revive  wafting  Spirits,  than  a  little  plain  Brandy:  1 
a'n't  for  your  hot  Spirits,  yom  Roja  Solis^  your  Ratifia's^  your 

Orange- Waters,  and  the  like A  moderate  Glafs  of  cool 

INants  is  the  beft  thing 

6     Y.  IV.  But  to  ourBulinels,  Madam My  Father  is  dead, 

and  I  have  a  Mind  to  inherit  his  Eftate. 
Man.  You  put  the  Cafe  very  well. 

"'    Y.  JV.  One  of  two  things  I  mull  chufc Either  to  be  a 

Lord  or  a  Beggar. 

i     Man.  Be  a  Lord  to  chufe Tho'  I  have  known  fome 

;  that  have  chofen  both. 

i     Y.  U\  I  have  a  Brother  that  I  love  very  well  ;  but  iince  one 

j  of  us  mull  want,  1  had  rather  he  Ihou'd  ftarve  than  I. 

|-    Man.    Upon  my  Confcience,  dear  Heart,  you're  in  the 

i  right  on't. 

Y.  l^\  Now  your  Advice  upon  thefe  Hea>ds. 
Man.  They  be  Matters  of  Weight,  and  1  mufl  confider, 
[Drinks.']  Is  there  a  Will  in  the  Cafe  ? 

Y.  IV.  There  is ;  which  excludes  me  from  every  Foot  of 
rthe  Eftate. 

Man.  That's  bad Where's  your  Brother  ? 

Y.  IV.  He's  now  in  German),  in  his  way  to  England.^  and 
is  expected  very  foon.  i 

Man.  How  foon  ? 
Y.  l^'.  In  a  Month,  or  lefs. 
Man.  O  ho  !  A  Month  is  a  great  while !  our  Bufinefs  mufl 

be  done  in  an  hour  or  two We  muft [Drinks.^ 

fuppofe  your  Brother  to  be  dead ;  nay,  he  fliall  be  a6}:ually 

dead and  my  Lord,  my  humble  Service  t'ye 

Y.  W.  O  Madam,  I'm  your  Ladylhip's  moft  devoted 

Make  your  Words  good,  and  I'll 

Man.   Say  no  more,  Sir  ;  you  fhall   have  it ,   you  fhall 
have  it. 


Y.  l4-^.  Ay,  but  how,  dear  Mrs.  Mandrake ? 

Man.  Mrs.  Mandrake  I  Is  that  all? Why  not  Mother, 

Aunt,  Grandmother.^  Sir,  I  have  done  more  for  you  this 
Moment,  tl^an  all  the  Relations  you  have  in  the  World. 

y./r. 


1 6  The  Twin-Rivals, 

Y.  W,  Let  me  hear  it.  ^ 

Man.  By  the  Strength  of  this  potent  Infpiration,  I  havo* 
made  you  a  Peer  o?  England^  with  fevca  thoufand  Pound  ^ 
Year My  Lord,  I  wifh  you  Joy.  [^Drmks. 

Y.  li^.  The  Woman^s  mad,  I  believe. 

Man.  Quick,  quick,  my  Lord !  counterfeit  a  Letter  pre-» 
fently  from  G^r^^^^^y,  that  your  Brother  is  kill'd  in  a  Duel;. 
Let  it  be  dire6tcd  to  your  Father,  and  fall  Into  the  Hands  of 
the  Steward  when  you  are  by :  What  fort  of  Fellow  is  th© 
Steward  ? 

Y.  ^F.  Why,  a  timorous  half-honell  Man,  that  a  little  Per^., 
fualions  will  make  a  whole  Knave :  He  wants  Courage  to  b^ 

throughly  Juil,  or  entirely  a  Villain but  good  backing 

will  make  him  either. 

Man.  And  he  lliaVt  want  that !  I  tell  you  the  Letter  muft 
come  into  his  Hands  when  you  are  by;  upon  this  you  muft; 
take  immediate  PolTeiTion,  and  fo  you  have  the  beil  part  of, 
the  Law  of  your  fide. 

Y.  W.  But  fuppofe  my  Brother  comes  in  the  mean  time  > 

Man.  This  mufi  be  done  this  very  moment :  Let  him  come 
when  you're  in  Pollelfion,  I'll  warrant  we'll  iind  a  way  to 
Jiecp  him  out. 

Y.  IV.  But  how,  my  dear  Contriver  ? 

Man.  By  your  Father's  Will,  Man,  your  Father's  Will— 
Tnat  IS,  one  that  your  Father  might  have  made,  and  which 

we  will  make  for  him I'll  fend  you  a  Nephew  of  my 

own,  a  Lawyer,  tnat  lliall  do  theBulinefs;  go,  get  into  Pofr 
fe'ii2on,  PoffelTion,  I  fay ;  let  us  have  but  the  Eft  ate  to  back 
the  Suit,  and  you'll  iind  the  Law  too  ftrong  for  Juftice,  I  war- 
rant you. 

Y.  (4^.  My  Oracle !  How^  fnall  we  revel  in  Delight  when 
this  great  Prediction  is  accomplilli'd — But  one  thing  yet  re- 
mains, my  Brother's  Miftrefs,  the  charming  Conftancs Let 

her  iDC  mine. 

Man.  Pho,  pho,  fne's  your'so' Courfe;  fne's  contra6led  to 
vo;i ;  for  {he's  engag'd  to  marry  no  Man  but  my  Lord  U^otCd- 
vi>  Son  and  Heir;  now  you  being  the  Perfon,  flic's  recove- 
rable by  Law. 

Y.  //^.  Marry  her !  No,  no,  (he's  contraeled  to  him,  'twere 
Injuftice  to  rob  a  Brother  of  his  Wife,  an  eafier  Favour  will 
fatistic  me. 

Man.  Why,  truly,  as   you  fay,  that  Favour  is  fo  eafie, 

that  I  wonder  they  make  fuch  a  Buftlc  about  it But  get 

yv'U  gone  and  mind  your  Affairs,  I  muft  about  mine^ Oh 

1  W^ 
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, :i  had  forgot Where's  that  fooHfh  Letter  you  had 

:his  Morning  from  Rkhmorc  ? 

Y.  IV.  I  have  polled  it  up  in  the  ChocoUte-honfe. 
\    Man.  Vaw,  {Shricks.'\  I  lliall  fall  into  Fits ;  hold  me . 

Y.lV.  No,  no,  I  did  but  jell ;  here  it  is But  be  aflur^d, 

Madam,  I  wanted  only  time  to  have  expos'd  it. 
,   Man.  Ah  I  you  barbarous  Man,  why  lb  ? 
t    Y.  W.  Becaufe  when  Knaves  of  our  Sex,  and  Fools  of 
fours  meet,  they  make  the  beft  Jeft  in  the  World. 

Ma;:.  Sir,  the  World  has  a  better  fhare  in  the  Jef}  when 

:we  are  the  Knaves  and  you  the  Fools But  look'e. 

Sir,  if  ever  you  open  your  Mouth  about  this  Trick I'll 

iifcover  all  your  Tricks !  therefore  Silence  and  Safety  on  both 
lides. 

Y.  W.  Madam,  you  need  not  doubt  my  Silence  at  prefent ; 
becaufe  my  own  Affairs  will  employ  mefutficiently ;  fo  there's 
your  Letter.     {_Gh'es  tJ^  Letter.']  And  now  to  write  mv  own. 

!    Ma'4.  Adieu,  my  Lord Let  me  fee:  [Opens  the  Letter  and 

reads. ~]  If  there  be  Solemnity  in  Proteftations -That's  foolifh, 

4^ery  foolifh Why  fhbu'd  ilie  exped  Solemnity  in  Prote- 
ftations ?  Urn,  um,  urn..     /  may  ft  til  depend  upon  the  Faith  of  my 

Richmore Ah,  poor  Clelial Um,  um,  um,  I  can  no 

longer  hiae  the  Effeds  on't  from  the  World^ The  Effe6i-s  on't ! 

How  modeftly  is  that  exprcft?  Well,  'tis  a  pretty  Letter,  and 

I'll  keep  it. 

'.  \Vuts  the  Letter  in  her  Pocket.,  and  Exit. 

SCENE,  Lord  Woudbe'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Steward  and  his  Wife. 

Wife.  You  are  to  blame,  you  are  much  to  blame,  Husband, 
in  being  fo  fcrupulous. 

Stew.  'Tis  true  :  This  fbolilTi  Confcience  of  mine  has  been 
the  greateft  Bar  to  my  Fortune. 

l^tfe.  And  will  ever  be  fo.     Tell  me  but  one  that  thrives, 

and  I'll  fhew  you  a  hundred  that  ilarve  by  it Do  you 

think  ^is.  fourfcore  Pound  a  Year  makes  my  Lord  Gowty\ 
Steward's  Wife  live  at  the  rate  of  four  hundred  ?  Upon  my 
Word,  my  Dear,  I'm  as  good  a  Gentlewoman  as  llie,  and  I 
expect  to  be  maintain'd  accordingly  :  'Tis  Confcience  I  war- 
rant, that  buys  her  the  Point-Heads,  and  Diamond  Neck- 
lace .- ^ — Was  it  Confcience  that  bought  her  the  fineHoufe 

in  Jermain-ftreet  ?  Is  it  Confcience  that  enables  the  Steward  to 
buy  when  the  Lord  is  forced  lo  fell? 
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Stew.  Bnt  what  wou'd  you  have  me  do  ? 

Wife.  Do !  Now's  your  time ;  that  fmall  Morfel  of  an 
Efhtc  your  Lord  bought  lately,  a  thing  not  worth  mention- 
ing; take  it  towards  your  Daughter  ilMy's  Portion — What's 
two  hundred  a  year?  'twill  never  be  mifs'd. 

Stew.  'Tis  but  a  fmall  Matter,  I  muft  confefs ;  and  as  a 
Reward  for  my  pall  faithful  Service,  I  think  it  but  reafonable 
I  fliou'd  cheat  a  little  now. 

IVtfe.  Reafonable !  All  the  Reafon  that  can  be ;  if  the  un- 
grateful World  won't  reward  an  honeft  Man,  why  let  an 

iioneft  Man  reward  himfelf- There's  five  hundred  Pounds 

you  receiv'd  but  two  Days  ago,  lay  them  afide you  may 

eafily  fink  it  in  the  Charge  of  the  Funeral Do  my  dear 

now,  kifs  me,  and  do  it. 

Stevj.  Well,  you  have  fuch  a  winning  way  with  you  \  But, 
my  Dear,  I'm  fo  much  afraid  o^  my  young  Lord's  coming 
home ;  he's  a  cunning  clofe  Man,  they  fay,  and  will  examine 
my  Accounts  very  narrowly. 

Wife.  Ay,  my  Dear,  wou'd  you  had  the  younger  Brother  to 

deal  with  ?   you  might  manage  him  as  you  pleas'd 1  fee 

him  coming.     Let  us  weep,  let  us  weep. 

\fThey  pull  ozit  their  Handkerchiefs.^  and  feem  to  mourn. 
Enter  Toung  Wou'dbe. 

Stew.  Ah,  Sir,  we  have  all  loil:  a  Father,  a  Friend,  and  a 
Supporter. 

Y.W.  Ay,  Mr.  Steward.,  wemuft  fubmit  to  Fate,  as  he  has 
done.  And  it  is  no  fmall  Addition  to  my  Grief,  honeu  Mr. 
Clearaccount^  that  it  is  not  in  my  Power  to  fupply  my  Father's 
place  to  you  and  yours — Your  Sincerity  and  Juftice  to  the 
Dead,  merits  the  greatell  Regard  from  thofe  that  furvive  him 
— Had  I  but  my  Brother's  Ability,  or  he  my  Inclinations-— 
I'll  affure  you,  Mrs.  Clear ac count .,  you  fhou'd  not  have  fuch 
caufe  to  mourn. 

Wtfe.  Ah,  good  noble  Sir  ! 

Stew.  Your  Brother,  Sir,  I_hear,  is  a  very  fevere  Man.      ,i 

Y.  W.  He  is  what  the  World  calls  a  prudent  Man,  Mr.| 
Steward:  I  have  often  heard  him  very  fevere  upon  Men  of  your 
Bufinefs ;    and  has  declar'd ,    That  for  Form's  fake  indeed 
he  wou'd  keep  a  Steward,  but  that  he  wou'd  infpccl  mto.aIl 
his  Accounts  himfelf. 

Wife.  Ay,  Mr.  Wou'dbe^  you  have  more  Senfe  than  to  do 
.  thefe  things ;  you  have  more  Honour  than  to  trouble  your 

Head  with  your  own  Affairs— Wou'd  to  Heavens  we  were 

to  ferve  you. 

Y.  W- 
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«  *Y.  If^  "W'^ou'd  I  cou'd  ferve  you,  Madam, without 

lujuilice  to  my  Brother. 

£;7/t'r  ^  Servant.  k 

Ser.  A  Letter  for  my  Lord  If^oiCdbe. 
Stew.  It  comes  too  late,  alas !  for  his  PerufLil ;  let  me  fee  it, 

\_Opens^  and  reads, 
Fra77kfort^  Odob.  lO.  New  Style. 
\     Frankfort !  Where's  Frankfort.,  Sir  ? 

Y.//-^.  In  Germany!  This  Letter  muft  be  from  my  Brother; 
I  fuppofe  he's  a  coming  home. 
[    Steiv.  'Tis  none  of  his  Hand.     Let  me  fee.  [^Reads. 

;■  My  Lord, 

T  ^r/i  troubled  at  this  unhappy  Occajlon  of  fending  to  yonr  Lord- 
■'-  Jhfp ;  your  brav^  Son^  and  r/iy  dear  Friend.^  ivas  Teftcrd^iy  ttx^ 
fortunately  kiWd  in  a  Duel  by  a  German  Count 

I  fhall  love  a  G^r;^.'?;^  Count  as  long  as  I  live. My  Lord, 

my  Lord,  now  I  may  call  you  fo,  lince  your  elder  Brother's 
-dead. 


;  Y.IV,  ^w^Wife.    How? 

.    iS'z'fW.  Read  there.         \Gives  the  Letter .fS]<jQy\!dikitperufes  it. 
Y.  W.  Oh,  my  Fate !  a  Father  and  a  Brother  in  one  Day ! 
Heavens  !  'Tis  too  much  Where  is  the  fatal  Mcllenger  ? 

Ser.  A  Gentleman,    Sir,   who  faid  he  came  Pofl  on  pur- 
;pofe.     He  v/as  afraid,  the  Contents  of  the  Letter  V70u'd  un- 
qualihe  my  Lord   for  Company;   fo  he  would  take  another 
.time  to  wait  on  him. 
[     Y.  IV.  Nay,  then  'tis  true ;  and  there  is  Truth  in  Dreams. 

iLaft  Night  1  dreamt 

Wife.  Nay,  my  Lord,  I  dreamt  too ;  I  dreamt  I  faw  your 
Brother  drefs'd  in  a  long  Minifter's  Gown,  (Lord  blefs  us  I) 
with  a  Book  in  his  Hand,  walking  before  a  dead  Body  to  the 
Grave. 

Y.  W.  Well,  Mr.  Clearacconnt^  get  Mr^urning  ready. 
Stcvj.  Will  your  Lordfhip  have  the  old  Coach  covcr'd,  or 
anew  one  made. 

i    Y.  M^.  A  new  one The  old  Coach,  with  the  Grey  Hor- 

;fcs,  I  give  to  Mrs.  Clearaccount  here;  'tis  not  tit  fhe  fnould 
walk  the  Streets. 

Wife.  Heav'ns  blefs  the  German  Count,  I  fay. But, 

,my  Lord 

,     Y.  W.  No  Reply,  Madam^  you  iliall  have  it. And 

•receive  it  but  as  theEarnefl:  ofmy  Favours. Mr.  Clear- 

\a€coHnt^  I  double  your  Salary,  and  all  the  Servants  Wages,  to 

2.  moderate 
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inodeirate  their  Grief  foi^  our  great  LofTes. Pray,  Sir,  take, 

order  about  thefe  Atfairs.  ij 

Stew.  1  fhall,  my  Lord.  [£;c-^//;;f  Stew.  ^W  Wife 't 

Y.W.  So!  I  have  got  PofTeffion  of  the  Caftle,  and  if  I  had 
but  a  little  Law  to  fortifie  me  now,  I  believe  we  might  hold 

k  out  a  great  while.     Oh  I  Here  comes  my  Attorney 

Mr.  Suhtleman^  your  Servant. 

Enter  Subtleman. 

Suh,  My  Lord,  I  wifh  you  Joy ;   my  Aunt  Mandrake  has 
fent  me  to  receive  your  Commands. 
.    Y.  W.  Has  Ihe  told  you  any  thing  of  the  Affair  > 

Sub.  Not  a  Word,  my  Lord. 

Y.  IV.  Why  then come  nearer. Can  you  make  a 

Man  right  Heir  to  an  Ellate  during  the  Life  of  an  elder  Bro- 
ther > 

Sub.  I  thought  you  had  been  the  eldefl. 

Y.  W.  That  we  are  not  yet  agreed  upon  ;  for  you  muft 
know,  there  is  an  impertinent  Fellow'that  takes  a  fancy  to 
difpute  the  Seniority  with  me. For,  iook'e,  Sir,  my  Mo- 
ther has  unluckily  fowM  Difcord  in  the  Family,  by  bringing 
forth  Twins :  My  Brother,  'tis  true,  was  Firlt-born ;  but,  I 
believe  from  the  bottom  of  my  Heart,  I  was  the  firft  be- 
gotten-. 

Sub.   I  underftand you  are  come  to  an  Eflate  and 

Dignity,  that  by  JuiHce  indeed  is  your  own,  but  by  Law  it 
fails  to  your  Brother. 

Y.  l^\  I  had  rather,  Mr.  Subtlema-^.^  it  were  his  by  Juilice, 
and  mine  by  Law ;  for  1  wou'd  have  the  ftrongeft  1  irle,  \i 
poffibje. 

Sub.  I  am  very  forry  there  fhou'd  happen  any  Breach  be- 
tween Brethren : So  I  think  it  wou'd  be  but  a  Chriflian. 

and  Charitable  Act  to  take  away  all  farther  Difputes,  by  ma- 
king you  true  Heir  to  the  Ellate  by  the  laft  Will  of  your  Fa- 
ther.  Look'e I'll  divide  Stakes; you  fhall  yield 

the  Elderfhip  and  Honour  to  him,  and  he  fhall  quit  his  Eltate 
to  you. 

Y.  /f".  Why,  as  you  fay,  I  don't  much  care  if  I  do  grant 
him  the  Eldell,  half  an  hour  is  but  a  Trifle:  But  how  fliall 
we  do  about  his  Will  ?  Who  Ihall  we  get  to  prove  it  ? 
.    S:ib.  Never  trouble  your  felf  for  that,  I  expect  a  Cargoe  of 
Witneffes  and  Ufquebaugh  by  the  firft  fair  Wind.  i 

Y.  W.  But  we  can't  ilay  for  them;  it  muil  be  done  imme-l 
diatcly. 

S7ib.  Well,  well ;  we'll  find  fome  Body,  I  warrant  you,  to, 
make  Oath  of  his  lafl  Words. 
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Y.  W.  That's  impclTible;  for  my  Father  died  of  an  Apc- 
plexy,  ancTdid  not  fpcak  at  all. 

Snb.  That's  nothing,  Sir :  He's  not  the  lirft  dead  Man  that 
I  have  made  to  fpeak. 

Y.  14^.  You're  a  great  Mafter  of  Speech,  I  don't  queflion. 
Sir:  and  I  can  aflure  you  there  will  be  Ten  Guineas  for  eve- 
ry Word  you  extort  from  him  in  my  Favour. 

Sub.  O  Sir,  that's  enough  to  make  your  Great  Grandfather 
fpeak. 

Y.  IV.  Come  then,  I'll  carry  you  to  my  Stev^^ard  ;  he  (hall 
give  you  the  Names  of  the  Mannors,  and  the  true  Titles  and 
Denominations  of  the  ElUte,  and  then  you  fiiall  go  to  work. 

[^Exeunt. 
SCENE  changes  to  the  Parki 

Richmore  and  Trueman  meeting, 

Rich.  O  brave  Cut,  !  you're  very  happy  with  the  Fair,  I  find. 
Pray,  which  of  thofe  two  Ladies  you  encounter'd  jull  nov/, 
has  your  x'ldoration. 

True.  She  that  commands  by  forbidding  it:  And  fince  I 
had  courage  to  declare  to  her  felf,  I  dare  nou^  own  it  to  the 
World :  Aiirelia^  Sir,  is  my  Angel. 

Rich.  Ha!  [>^  long  Paufe.']  Sir,  I  find  you're  of  every  bo- 
dy's Religion;  but  methinks  you  make  a  bold  Flight  at  firft: 
Do  you  think  your  Captain's  Pay  will  ftake  againil  fo  high  a 
Gameller } 

True.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Rich.  Mean  !  blefs  me.  Sir,  mean  ' You're  a  Man  of 

mighty  Honour,  we  all  know.-—— But  I'll  tell  you  a  Sccret.- 
— -—The  thing  is  publick  already. 

True.  I  iliou'd  be  proud  that  all  Mankind  were  acquainted 
with  it ;  I  fhou'd  defpife  the  PalFion  that  cou'dmakeme  either 
alham'd  or  afraid  to  own  it. 

Rich.  Ha,  ha,  ha  :  Prithee,  dear  Captain,  no  more  of  thcfe 
Rhodomontado's ;  you  may  as  foon  put  a  Standing-Army 

upon  us. -I'll  tell  you  another  Secret Five  hundred 

Pound  is  the  leaft  Penny. 

7r/^r.  .Nay,  to  my  Knowledge,  (lie  has  fifteen  hundred. 

Rich.  Nav,  to  my  Knowledge,  llie  took  Five. 

7^'//^.  Took  Five!  How!  \Vhere.? 

Rich.  In  her  Lap,  in  her  Lap,  Captain  ;  where  Hicu'd  it  be? 

T'rue,  I'm  amaz'd ! 

Rich.  So  am  I ;  that  fhe  cou'd  be  fo  unreafonable Fif- 
teen hundred  Pound!  'Sdeath!  had  flie  that  pricu  from  you  .^ 

T'rije,  'Sdeath,  I  meant  her  Portion. 

Rich. 
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Rich.  Why,  what  have  you  to  do  with  her  Portion  > 

'True.  I  lov'd  her  up  to  Marriage,  by  this  Light.  ,; 

Rich,  Marriage !  Ha,  ha,  ha ;  I  love  the  Giplie  for  her  Cun-'t 

ning— A  young,  eafie,  amorous,  credulous  Fellow  of  two" 

and  twenty,  was  jufi:  the  Game  Ihe  wanted ;  I  tind  flie  pre- 
fently  lingled  you  out  from  the  Herd. 

True.  You  diitraft  me! 

Rich.  A  Soldier  too,  that  mufl:  follow  the  Wars  abroad,  I 
and  leave  her  to  Engagements  at  home. 

True.  Death  and  Furies ;  I'll  be  reveng'd. 

Rich.  Why  ?  What  can  you  do  >  You'll  challenge  her,  will 
you } 

True.  Her  Reputation  was  fpotlcfs  when  I  went  over.       t 

Rich.  So  was  the  Reputation  of  Marefchal  Bonfflers ;  but ! 
d'c  think,  that  while  you  were  beating  the />e';^<r/'?  abroad,  that  I 

wc  were  idle  at  home? No,  no,  we  have  had  (^ar  Sieges, : 

our  Capitulations,  and  Surrendries,  and  all  that.— -We  haVe  f 
cut  our  felvcs  out  good  Winter  Quarters  as  v/ell  as  you. 

Trne.  i\nd  are  you  biilettcd  there? 

Rich.  Look'e,  Trueman^  you  ought  to  be  very  trufly  to  a  Se- 
cret, that  has  fav'd  you  from  Deitru6lion. — In  plain  terms, 
I  have  buried  Five  hundred  Pounds  in  that  little  Spot,  and  I 
iliould  think  it  very  hard,  if  you  took  it  over  my  Head. 

True.  Not  by  a  Leafe  for  Life,  I  can  afFare  you  :  But  I 
fhall 

Rich.  What  !  you  ha'n't  five  hundred  Pounds  to  give. 
Look'e,  fince  you  make  no  fport,  fpoil  none.  In  a  Year  or 
two,  file  dwindles  to  a  perfedt  BalTet-Bank;  every  Body  may 
play  at  it  that  pleafes,  and  then  you  may  put  in  for  a  piece 
or  two. 

Trzie.  Dear  Sir,  I  could  worfhip  you  for  this. 

Rich.  Not  for  this.  Nephew ;  for  I  did  not  intend  it,  but  I 

came  to  feek  you  upon  another  Affair. Were  not  you 

in  the  Prefence  lad  Night  ? 

Triie.  I  was.; 
■    Rich.  Did  not  you  talk  to  Cklia.^  my  Lady  Taper'' s  Niece? 

True.  A  fine  Woman. 

Rich.  Well !  I  met  her  upon  the  Stairs,  and  handing  her  to 
her  Coach ;  fhe  asked  me,  if  you  were  not  my  Nephew  ?  And 
faid  two  or  three  warm  things,  that  perfuade  me  fhe  likes 
you  :  Her  Relations  have  Intereft  at  Court,  and  flic  has  Mo- 
ney in  her  Pocket. 

True.  But this  Devil  Aurelia  dill  flicks  with  me. 

Rich.  What  then !  The  v/ay  to  love  in  one  place  with  fuc- 
cefs,  is  to  marry  in  another  with  Convenience.  Clelia  has  Four 

thoufand 
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thoufand  Pound  ;  this  applied  to  your  reigning  Ambition, 
whether  Love  or  Advancement,  will  go  a  great  way :  And  for 
her  Virtue  and  Condudt,  be  alTur'd,  that  no  body  can  give  a 
better  Account  of  it  than  my  felf. 

True.  I  am  willing  to  believe  from  this  late  Accident,  that 
you  confult  my  Honour  and  Intereft  in  what  you  propofe,  and 
therefore  lam  fatisfied  to  be  govern'd.  . 

Rich.  I  fee  the  very  Lady  in  the  Walk. — We'll  about  it. 

True.  I  wait  on  you.  \^Exeunt. 

SCENE  changes  to  Lord  Wou'dbeV  Houfe, 


T.  Wou'dbe^  Subtleman,  and  Steward.     , 
Y.  W.  Well,  Mr.  Subtleman^  you  are  fute  the  Willis  firnl 
and  good  in  Law; 
Sub.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lord:  And  fof  the  lad  Words  to 

prove  it,  here  they  are. Look'e  Mr.  Ckaraccount Yes 

-----  that  is  an  Anfwer  to  the  Queftion  that  was  put  to  him^ 

(you  know)    by  thofe  about  him  when  he  was  a  dying 

Yes,  or  No,  he  mull  have  faid  ;   fo  we  have  choferi  Yes  — 
Tes^  I  have  made  my  Wtll^  as  it  may  be  found  in  the .  C'Uftody  of 
Mr,  Clearaccount  my  Steward  \  and  I  dejire  it  may  Jl and  as  m:f 
Lajl  IVill  and Tejiamuftt. -—'Did  you  ever  hear  a  dying  Man's 
Words  more  to  the  purpofe  ?   An  x\poplexy !   I  tell  you,  my 
Lord  had  Intervals  to  the  laft. 
Stew.  Ay,  but  how  (hall  thefe  Words  be  provM  ? 
Sub.  My  Lord  fliall  fpeak  'em  now. 
Y.  IV.  Shall  he  faith  } 

Sub.  Ay,   now--—  if  the  Corps  ben^t  bury'd Look'e^ 

Sir,  thefe  Words  muftbeput  into  his  Mouth,  and  drawn  out 
again  before  us  all!  and  if  they  won't  be  his  lafl  Words  then 
—  ru  be  perjur'd. 

Y.  IF.  What!  violate  the  Dead!  itmuft  notbe,  Mr.  Sub- 
iJeman: 

Sub.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir!  But  I  think  you  had  .better  vi- 
olate the  Dead  of  a  Tooth  or  fo,  than  violate  the  Living  of 
fevcn  thoiifarid  Pound  a  year. 

Y.  /f^.  But  is  there  no  other  way  f* 

Sub.  No,  Sir :  Why,  d'ye  think  Mr.  Ckaraccount  here  will 
hazard  Soul  and  Body  to  fwear  they  are  his  lall  Words,  unlefs 
tfiey  be  made  his  lad  Words  ?  For  my  part.  Sir,  I'll  fwear  to 
nothing  but  vi^hat  I  fee  with  my  £ycs  come  out  of  a  Man*s 
Mouth. 
Y.  IV.  But  it  looks  fo  unnatural, 

X  Shb. 
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Sub,  What !  to  open  a  Man's  Mouth,  and  put   in  a 

of  Paper! this  is  all. 

-•   Y.  W.  But  the  Body  is  cold,  and  his  Teeth  can't  be  gc 

afunder. 

Sub.  But  what  Occafion  has  your  Father  for  Teeth  now  ?  Ij 

tell  you  what, 1  knew  a  Gentleman,  three  Days  buriec 

taken  out  of  his  Grave,  and  his  dead  Handfetto  his  laftWill 
(unlefs  fome  body  made  him.  fign  another  afterwards,)  and  I 
know  theEftateto  be  held  by  that  Tenure  to  this  Day  ;  and  a 
firm  Tenure  it  is ;  for  a  dead  Hand  holds  fafleft ;  and  let  me 
tell  you,  dead  Teeth  will  fallen  as  hard. 

Y.  W.  Weil,  well,  ufe  your  Pleafure,  you  underftand  the 

Law  bed {Exit  Subtlcman  and  Steward. 

What  a  mighty  Confufion  is  brought  in  Families  by  fud- 
dcn  Death  ?   Men  Ihould  do  well  to   fettle  their  Affairs  i?/ 

time Had  my  Father  done  this  before  he  was  taken  ill, 

what  a  Trouble  had  he  fav'd  us  ?  But  he  was  taken  fuddenlj*, 

poor  Man!  'VV"  /■ 

/J  €'-(7^'?^r  Subtlcman.     '-'^  \^\    C- 

Sub.  Your  Father  ftill  bears  you  the  old  Grudge,  I  find  ! 
was  with  much  llrugling  he  confented  ;  I  never  knew  a  Mj 
fo  loth  to  fpeak  in  my  Life. 

Y.  U'^.  He  was  always  a  Man  of  few  Words. 

Sub.  Now  I  may  fafely  bear  Witnefs  my  felf,  as  the  Scrl 

vener  there  prefent:— I  love  to  do  things  with  a  cle^l 

Confcience.  \Subfcribes,' 

Y.  IV.  But  the  Lav/  requires  three  WitneiTes. 

Sub.  O  !  I  ihall  pick  up  a  Couple  more,  that  perhaps  may 

take  my  Word  for't : But  is  not  Mi.  Ckaraccoufit  in  youCj 

Inter  eft?  ;." 

Y.^^.  Ihopefo.  ^ 

Sub.  Then  he  fhall  be  one;  a  Witnefs  in  the  Family  goes  a*" 
great  way !  befides,  thefe  Foreign  Evidences  are  rifen  cont 
foundedly  fincc  the  Wars.  1  hope,  if  mine  efcape  the  Priva- 
teers, to  make  an  hundred  Pound  an  Ear  of  every  Head  ofc 

'em, ^But  the  Steward  is  an  honeft  Man,  and  fhall  fave-^ 

you  the  Charges.  {Exif: 

Y.IV.  .W//J.]  ThePrideof  Birth,  the  Heats  of  Appetite,  and 

Fear  of  Want,  are  ftrong  Temptations  to  Injuftice. •« 

But  why  Injuftice  ? The  World  hath  broke  all  Civili- 
ties with  me,  and  left  me  in  the  eldeft  Stateof  Nature,  Wild, 
where  Force,  OF  Cunning  firft  created  Right.     I  cannot  fay  I 

ever  knew  a  Father  : — 'Tis  true,  I  was  begotten  in  his 

Life-time,  but  I  was  Pofthumous  born,  and  liv'd  not  till  he 
dicd-7 — -My  Hours  indeed  i  numbrcd,  but  ne'er  enjoyed 

CN,^ '  'em, 
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*ein, till  this  Moment. My  Brother!  what  is  Brother? 

We  are  all  fo ;  and  the  firil  two  were  Enemies. He 

ftands  before  me  in  the  Road  of  Life  to  rob  me  of  my  Plea- 

fures. My  Senfes,  formM  by  Nature  for  Delight,  are  all 

alarm'd. My  Sight,  my  Hearing,  Tafte   and  Touch, 

call  loudly  on  me  for  their  Objedls,  and  they  Ihall  be  fatis- 
fy'd.  (^>/V. 

T:he  End  of  the  Seco72d  ACT. 


ACT     III. 

SCENE,   A  Levee. 

Toung  WouMbe  drejjing^  and  federal  Gentlemen  whifpering  htm 

by  tzrrns, 
Y.^^.  CUrely  the  greateft  Ornament  of  Quality  is  a  clean 
^  and  a  numerous  Levee;  fuch  a  Croud  of  Attendance 
for  the  cheap  Reward  of  Words  and  Promifes,  diilinguilhes 
the  Nobility  from  thofe  that  pay  Wages  to  their  Servants. 

(yf  Gentleman  whtfpers .) 
Sir,  I  fhall  fpeak  to  the  Commiffioners,  and  ufe  all  my  In-^ 
tereft,  I  can  allure  you,  Sir. 

{Another  ivhijpers.) 
Sir,  I  (hall  meet  fome  of  your  Board  this  Evening ;'  let  me  fee 
you  to  morrow. 

(A  Third  whifpers.) 
Sir,  Pll  conlider  of  it. That  Fellow's  Breath  ftinks  of  To- 
bacco. {Afide.)  O,  Mr.  Comtek^  your  Servant.  t 
Com.  My  Lord,  I  wilh  you  Joy ;  I  have  fomething  to  fnew 
your  Lordfhip. 
Y.IV.  What  is  it,  pray,  Sir? 

Com.  I  have  an  Elegy  upon  the  dead  Lord,  and  a  Panegy- 
rick  upon  the  living  one :   In  utrumqtie  faratus.^  my  Lord. 

Y.  iV.  Ha,  ha,  very  pretty,  Mr.  Comtek. — But  pray,  Mr.  Co- 
mtek., why  don't  you  write  Plays ;  it  wou'd  give  one  an  Op- 
portunity of  ferving  you  ? 
Cor/i.  My  Lord,  I  have  writ  one. 
Y.U'^.  Was  it  ever  A6ted? 

Com.  No,  my  Lord;  but  it  has  been  a  rehearfing  thcfe 
three  years  and  a  half. 

X  z  Y.JV. 
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Y.  U"^,  A  long  time.  There  mud  be  a  great  deal  of  Buiinef's 
in  it  furely. 

Com,  No,  my  Lord,  none  at  all-  — —  I  have  another  Play 
jufl:  finifli'd,  but  that  I  want  a  Plot  for't. 

Y.  IV.  A  Plot !  you  fliou'd  read  th(^ Italian  and  Sfanip  Plays, 

Mr.  Comtek 1  like  your  Verfes  here  mightily. Here, 

Mr.  Clear  account. 

Com.  Now  for  five  Guineas  at  leaft.  [^Afide\ 

Y.  W.  Here,  give  Mr.  Comtek^    give  him give  him  the 

Span'tlh  Play  that  lies  in  the  Clofet  Window. Captain, 

can  I  do  you  any  Service  .^ 

Cap.  Pray,  my  Lord,  ufe  yourlntercd  with  the  General  for 
that  Vacant  CommilTion :  I  hope,  my  Lord,  the  Blood  I  have 
already  loft,  may  intitle  me  to  fpill  the  remainder  in  my 
Country's  Caufe.  ' 

Y.  W.  All  the  reafon  in  the  World  ;  —  Captain,  you  may 
depend  upon  me  for  all  the  Service  I  can. 

Gen.  I  hope  your  Lordfhip  won't  forget  to  fpeak  to  the  Ge- 
neral about  that  vacant  Commiffion,  altho'  I  have  never  made 
a  Campaign  ;  yet  my  Lord,  my  Interefl:  in  the  Country  can 
raife  me  Men,  which,  I  think,  fhou'd  prefer  m.e  to  that  Gen- 
tleman, whofe  Bloody  DifpoOtion  frightens  the  poor  People 
from  lifting. 

Y.  W.  All  the  reafon  in  the  World,  Sir  ;  you  may  depend 

upon  me  for  ail  the  Service  in  my  power Captain,    Til 

do  your  Bulinefs  for  you. Sir,  I'll  fpeak  to  the  General ! 

I  (hall  fee  him  at  theHoufe \Tothe  Gentlemen: 

Enter  a  Citizen, 

Oh,  Mr.  Alderman^ -your  St-rvant —Gentlemen  all,  I 

beg  your  pardon.  {Exejmt  Levee. 

Mr.  Alderman.^  have  you  any  Service  to  command  me? 

Aid,  Your  Lordihip's  humble  Servant.-^— I  have  a  Favour 
to  beg  :  You  muft  know,  I  have  a  gracelefs  Son,  a  P^ellow 
that  drinks  and  fwears  eternally,  keeps  a  Whore  in  every  cor- 
ner of  the  Town  :  In  fliort,  he's  fit  for  no  kind  of  thing  but 
a  Soldier.  —  Pm  fo  tir'd  of  him, ,  that  I  intend  to  throw  him 
into  the  Army,  let  the  Fellow  be  ruin'd,  if  he  will. 

Y-  W.  1  commend  your  paternal  Care,  Sir  ! can  I  do 

you  any  Service  in  this  Affair.^ 

-  Aid,  Yes,  my  Lord  :  There  is  a  vacant  Company  in  Col- 
lonel  Whatd'yecalum's  Regiment,  andifyourLordihip  wouM 
but  fpeak  to  the  General. 

Y.  14'.  Has  your  Son  ever  ferv'd  > 

Aid.  Serv'd  I  yes,  my  Lord,  he's  an  Eniign  in  the  Traiu- 
Bands- 

I  Y.IV. 
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Y.  W.  Has  he  ever  fignaliz'd  his  Courage  ? 

ALi.  Often,  often ,  my  Lord  ;  but  one  Day  particularly 
you  mufi:  know,. his  Captain  was  fo  bulie  fhipping  oft'  a  Car- 
go'of  Cheefe>,  that  he  left  my  Son  to  command  in  his  Place 

WDxTd  you  believe  it,  my  Lord,  he  chargM  up  Chejp^ 

fide  in  the  Front  of  the  Butt-Coats,  with  fuch  Bravery  and 
Courage,  that  I  could  not  forbear  wifliing  in  the  Loyalty  of 
my  Heart,  for  ten  thouiltnd  fuch  Officers  upon  the  Rhine— —^ 
Ah  I  my  Lord,  we  muft  employ  fuch  Fellows  as  him.,  or  we 

(hall  never  humble  the  French  King ^Now,  my  Lord  ,  if 

you  cou'd  find  a  convenient  time  to  hint  thefe  things  to  the 
General. 

Y.  If'.  All  the  reafon  in  the  World,  Mr,  Alderman,  I'll  do 
you  all  the  Service  I  can. 

Aid.  You  may  tell  him ,  he's  a  Man  of  Courage,  fit  for  the 

Service;  and  then  he  loves  Hardlhip He  fleeps  every  oth^r 

Ni.^ht  in  the  P.ound-houfe. 

Y.  IV.  I'll  do  you  all  the  Service  I  can. 

Aid.  Then,  my  Lord,  he  falutes  with  his  Pike  fo  very  hand- 
fomely,  it  went  to  his  Millrefs's  Heart  t'other  Day— Then 
he  beats  a  Drum  like  an  Angel. 

Y.  //".  Sir,  I'll  do  you  all  the  Service  I  can 

{Not  taking  the  leaft  Notice  of  the  Alderman  aR  this 
ivhilcj  but  drejjing  himfelf  in  the  Glafs. 

Aid.  But,  my  Lord,  the  hurry  of  your  Lordfnip's  Affair^ 
may  put  my  Bulinefs  out  of  your  Head;  therefore,  my  Lord, 
I'll  prefume  to  leave  you  fome  Memorandum. 

Y.  14\  I'll  do  you  all  the  Service  I  can.     {Not  minding  him. 

Aid.  Pray,  my  Lord,  {Pulling  him  by  the  Sleeve.)  give  me 
Xt'xvQ.fov  a  Memorandum  ;  my  Glove,  I  fuppofe,  will  do  :  Here, 
my  Lord,  pray  remember  me— — 

{Lays  his  Glove  upon  the  T'ahle^  and  'Exit, 

Y.  IV.  ril  do  you  alfthe  Service  I  can- What,  is  Jie 

gone?  'Tis  the  moii  rude  familiar  Fellow Faugh,  what  a 

greafie  Gauntlet  is  here {A  Purfe  drops  out  of  the  Glove.) 

Oh!  No,  no,  the  Glove  is  a  clean  well  made  Glove,  and 
the  Owner  of  it  the  mod  refpeitful  Perfon  I  have  feen  th's 
•Morning,  he  knows  what  diftance  {Chinking  thePurfe.)  is  due 

to  a  Man  of  Quality, but  what  muft  I  do  for  this.^  Fri^ 

fkre  {To  bis  F^ilet.)  do  you  remember  what  the  Alderman  faid 
to  mc? 

Frif.  No,  my  Lord,  I  thought  your  Lordfhip  had. 

Y.  M^.  This  Blockhead  thinks  a  Man  of  Quality  can  mJnd 

what  People  fay when  they  do  fomething,  'tis  another 

cafe.    Here,  call  him  back,  {Exk  Frifure.)  h^  talk'd  feme- 

X  3  things 
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thing  of  the  General,  and  his  Son,  and  Train-Bands,  I  know 
not  what  Stuff. 

Re'enter  hX^QX .  and  Frifure. 
Oh,  Mr.  Alderman,    I  have  put  your  Memorandum  in  my 
Pocket. 

Aid.  O,  my  Lord,  you  do  me  too  much  Honour. 

Y.  W.  But,  Mr.  Alderman,  the  Bufinefs  you  were  talking' 
of,  it  fhail  be  done;  but  if  you  gave  a  fhortNote  of  it  to  my 

Secretary,  it  wou'd  not  be  amifs but,Mr.  AJdermaii, 

ha'n't  you  the  Fellow  to  this  Glove,  it  tits  me  mighty  w^ell 
[Putting  on  the  Glove.']  it  looks  fo  like  a  Challenge  to  give  %> 

Man  an  odd  Glove and  I  wou'd  have  nothing  that  looks 

like  Enmity  between  you  and  I,  Mr.  Alderman. 

Aid.  Truly,  my  Lord,  I  intended  the  other  Glove  for  a 
Memorandum  to  the  Collonel ,  but  fince  your  Lordfhip  has 
a  mind  to't [Gives  the  Glove\ 

Y.  M^.  Here,  Frifure.,  lead  this  Gentleman  to  my  Secretary^  I 
and  bid  him  take  a  Note  of  his  Bufinefs. 

Aid.  But,  my  Lord,  don't  do  me  ail  the  Service  you  can 
now. 

Y.  /f^.  Well,  I  won't  do  you  all  the  Service  I  can -:"r 

thefe  Citizens  have  a  ftrange  Capacity  of  foUiciting  fome- 

times.  ..      [ExitKldi.. 

Enter  Steward. 

Stew.  My  Lord,  here  are  your  Taylor,  your  Vintner,  your 
Bookfeller,  and  half  a  doxen  more  with  their  Bills  at  the 
poor,  and  they  defire  their  Money.  1 

Y.  IVy  Tell  'em,  Mr.  Clearaccount.^  that  when  I  was  a  private 
Gentleman,  1  had  nothing  ^\^^  to  do  but  to  run  in  Debt,  and 
now  that  I  have  got  into  a  higher  Rank,  I'm  fo  very  bufie  \ 

can't  pay  it as  for  that  clamorous  Rogue  ofaTayloji 

fpeak  him  fair,  till  he  has  made  up  my  Liveries then  a- 

bout  a  Year  and  a  half  hence,  be  at  leifure  to  put  him  off 
for  a  Year  and  a  half  longer.  . 

Stew.  My  Lord,  there's  a  Gentleman  below  calls  himfelf- 
Mr,  Bajfet.,  he  fays  your  Lordfhip  owes  him  fifty  Guineas  thaci 
he  won  of  you  at  Cards.  ; 

Y.  M'"^.  Look'e,  Sir, the  Gentleman's  Money  is  a  Debt 

of  Honour,  and  mufl  be  paid  im.mediately.  r 

Stew.  Your  Father  thought  otherwife,  my  Lord,  he  always.^ 
took  care  to  have  the  poor  Tradefmen  fatisfy'd,  whofe  onlp 
Subiiftence  lay  in  the  Ufe  of  their  Money,  and  was  ufed  to 
fay,  That  nothing  was  honourable  but  what  w^as  honell. 

Y.  IV.  My  Father   might  fay  what  he  pleas'd,  he  was  ^, 
Nobleman  of  very  fingular  Humours— — but  in  my  Notion, 
i  there 
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there  ate  not  two  things  in  Nature  more  different  than  Ho- 
nour and  Honelly — - — now  your  Honcrty  is  a-lirtJe  Mecha- 
i]ick  Quality,  well  enough  among  Citizens,  People  that  do 
nothing  but  pitiful  mean  Actions  according  to  Law 

but  your  Honour  flies  a  much  higher  Pitch,  and  will  do  any 
thing  that's  free  and  fpontaneous,  but  fcorns  to  level  it  felf  to 
what  is  only  juft.. 

Stc-jj.  But  I  think  it  a  little  hard  to  have  thefe  poor  People 
ftarve  tor  want  of  their  Money,  and  yet  pay  this  (harping  Raf- 
cal  fifty  Guineas. 

Y.  W.  Sharping  Rafcal '  What  a  Barbarifm  that  is>  Whv 
be  wears  as  good  Wigs,  as  6ne  Linen,  and  keeps  as  good 
Company  as  any  at  White*'s\  and  between  him  and  },  Sir, 
this  (harping  Rafcal,  as  you  are  pleafed  to  call  him,  fhall 
make  more  Intereft  among  the  Nobility  with  his  Cards  and 
Counters,  than  a  Soldier  fliall  with  his  Sword  and  Piltol. 
Pray  let  him  have  fifty  Guineas  immediately.       ^     {JLxcitnt. 

SCENE   the  Street ;  Elder  Wou'dbe  writhig  jfi  a  Pocket- 
■   Sliupfi:  Book,  :n  a  Ridwg  Habit.  ^  i'-^  '{^'•'- 

E.  li^.  Monday  the  1702.  /  arrived  fnfe  in  London, 

twd  fo  coyicltidmg  my  T'rdveU—^—  {Puttir/g  tip  his  Book.) 

Now  welcome  Country,  Father,  Friends, 

My  Brother  too,  (if  Brothers  can  be  Friends :) 

But  above  all,  miy  charming  P^air,  my  Coy^fla-^ce. 

Through  all  the  Mazes  of  m.y  Vv'andring  Steps,  - .--  >  - 

Through  all  the  various  Climes  that  I  have  run;  •'*  ''■   • 

Her  Love  has  been  the  Loadlfone  of  my  Courfc, 

Her  Eyes  the  Stars  that  pointed  me  the  Way. 

Had  not  her  Charms  m.y  Heart  entire  poUefs'd, 

Who  knows  what  Circe^  artful  Voice  and  Look 

Might  have  enfnar'd  my  travelling  mouth, 

And  lixt  me  to  Enchantment.^     ^  .,^,  --;»' '-^''' 

.f^.W  .'H  .J. 

r  •  <  ■» 

E?jter  Tea?ue  with  a  Fort-Manteau.     He  throws  it  down  and 

Jits  on  it. 
Here  comes  my  Fellow-Traveller.  What  makes  you  lit  upon 
the  Port-Manteau,  "T^^^t^/^c?  you'll  rumple  the  things. 

Te.  Be  me  Shoule,  Maifli'tcr,  I  did  carry  the -Port-Mantel 
till  it  tir'd  me ;  and  now  the  Port-Mantel  fhall  carry  me  till 
I  tire  him.  1 

E.  W.  And  how  d've  like  London^  Teague.^  after  our  Tra- 
vels ?  ^'.    ^.  '^'^    '^ 

:/  tijsl  yeai  v'-irI;/QiQ  X*^  X^  r^*^  ^"^  •" ''  '"^* 

X  4  ^^'-  Fet, 
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ye.  Fet,  dear  Joy,  'tis  the  braveft  Plaafe  I  have  fteen  ia 
my  Peregrinations,   exfhepting  my  nown  brave  Shitty  of  Ca- 

Ytck-Vergus . Uf,  uf,  dere  ilh  a  very  fragrant  Shmell  here 

abouts. — —  Maifhter,  fhall  I  run  to  that  Paiih try-Cooks  for 
Ihix  Pennyworths  of  boil'd  Beef  > 

E.  W.  Tho'  this  Fellow  travellM  the  World  over  he  would 

never  Iqfehis  Brogue  nor  his  Stomach. Why,  youCormo- 

tmU  fo  hungry  and  To  early  ! 

T'e.  Early  !  Deel  tauke  me  Maifliter,  'tifli  a  great  deal  more 
than  almoft  twelve  a-Clock. 

E.  W.  Thou  art  never  happy  unlefs  thy  Guts  be  (luft  up'to 
thy  Eyes. 

Te.  Oh  Maiflner,  d^re  ilh  a  dam  way  of  diflance,  and  the 
ideel  a  bit  betweep. 

Mnt^T  Tgmg  WouMbe  in  a  Chair ^  with  four  or  five  Footmen  he* 
fore  htm^    and  pajj'es  over  the  Stage. 

E.  W.  Heyday  —  who  comes  here  ?  With  one,  two,  three^ 
four,  five  Footmen  !    Some  young  Fellow  juft  tailing  the 

fweet  Vanity  of  Fortune. —  Run,   T'eague^  inquire  who 

that  is. 

I'e.  Yes,  Maifhter.  [Runs  to  one  of  the  Footmen.']  Sir,  will 
you  give  my  humble  Shervice  to  your  Maiihter,  and  tell  him 
to  fend  me  word  fat  l^Jaam  ifli  upon  him  ? 

Foot.  You  v/ou'4  know  f^t  Naam  iOi  upo^  him  > 

I'e.  Yelh,  fet  would  L 

Foot.  Why,  "vv^hat  are  you,  Sir  ? 

Te.  Be  me  Shoul,  I  am  a  Shentleman  bred  and  born^,  and 
dere  ilh  my  Mailhter. 
'  Foot.  Then  your  Mailer  would  know  it  ? 

Te.  Arah,  you  Fool,  ilh  it  not  the  faam  ting  ?- 

Foot.  Theft  tell  yqur  Mafter  'tis  the  young  Lord  Wou'dhe., 
juft  come  to  his  Eftate  by  the  Peath  p/  his  Father  and  elder 
Brother.    •  [Exit  Footman. 

E.  IV.  What  do  I  hear  ? 

Te.  You  hear  that  you  are  dead,  Maifhter  ;  fere  vil  you 
pleafe  to  be  buried  ? 

E.  /F.  But  art  thou  fure  it  was  my  Brother  I 

"Te.  Be  me  fhoul  it  was  him  iiown  felf ;  I  know -d  him  fery 
^e^I^  after  his  Man  told  me. 

E.  U^:  The  Bulinefs  requires  that  I  be  convinc'd  with  my 
own  Eyes ;  Pll  follow  him,  and  know  the  bottom  o;Tt  — •-'• 
Stay  here  till  I  return  > 

Te.  Dear  Maifhter,  have  a  care  upon  your  fhelf  \  Novr 
^hey  knovy  you  ^e-  dead,  by  my  (houl  they  may  kill  you. 
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E.  W.  Don^  fear  ;  none  of  his  Servants  know  me,  and  Pll 
take  care  to  keep  my  Face  from  his  light.  It  concerns  me  to 
conceal  my  felf,  till  I  know  the  Engines  of  this  Contrivance. 

Be  fure  you  ftay  till  I  come  to  you ;  and  let  no  body 

know  whom  you  belong  to.  {Exit. 

X^'  Oh,  ho,  hon,  poor  Teague  is  left  alone. 

{Sits  on  the   'P ort^Mantean , 
-E;^/^r  Subtleman  and  Steward. 

Stih.  And  you  won't  fweartotheWill  r* 

Stew.  My  Confcience  tells  me  I  dare  not  do't  with  Safetv, 

Sub.  But  if  we  make  it  lawful,  what  fhou'd  we  fear?  We 
now  think  nothing  againfl:  Confcience,  'till  the  Caufe  be 
thrown  out  of  Court. 

Stew.  In  you,  Sir,  'tis  no  Sin  ;  becaufe  'tis  the  Principle 
of  your  ProfelTion:  But  in  me.  Sir,  'tis  downright  Perjury 

indeed. You  can't  want  Witnerfes  enough,  fince  Money 

won't  be  wanting — and  you  mud  lofe  nd  time;  for  I  heard 
juft  now,  that  the  true  Lord  IVott'dbe  was  feen  in  Town,  or 
his  Ghoft. 

Sub.  It  was  his  Ghofl,  to  be  fure;  for  a  Nobleman  without 

an  Eftate,  is  but  the  Shadow  of  a  Lord. Well ;  take  no 

Care :  Leave  me  to  my  felf  ;  I'm  near  the  Friers^  and  ten  to 
one,  fhall  pick  up  an  Evidence. 

Stew.  Speed  you  well.  Sir.  (Exit. 

Sub.  There's  a  Fellow  that  has  Hunger  and  the  Gallows 

pidur'd  in  his  Face,  and  looks  like  my  Countryman 

How  now,  honeft  Friend,  what  have  you  got  under  ycu 
there  .^ 

Te.  Noting,  dear  Joy. 

Sub.  Nothmg  r  Is  it  not  a  Port-Manteau  ?. 

7^e.  That  is  noting  to  you. 

Sub.  The  Fellow's  a  Wit. 

Te.  Fel  am  I.^  My Grandfader  was  an /r///^ Poet H<r 

did  write  a  great  Book  of  Verfes  concerning  the  Vars  between 
8t.  Patrick  and  the  Wolf-Dogs. 

Sub.  Then  thou  art  poor,  I'm  afraid  ? 

Te.  Be  me  Shoul,  my  fole  Genera:ion  ifh  fo. — > —  I  have 
noting  but  thifh  Port-iVIanteau,  and  dat  it  ihelf  iih  not  my 
own. 

Sub.  Why,  who  does  it  belong  to  ? 

Te.  To  my  Mailhter,  dear  Joy. 

Sub.  Then  you  have  a  Mailer  ? 

Te.  Fet  I  have,  but  he's  dead. 

Sub.  Right  I-'— And  how.  do  you  in,tead  to  livc.^ 

Te. 
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7'e.  By  eating,  dear  Joy,  fen  I  can  get  it,  and  by  lleeping 
fen  I-can  get  none 'Tifh  the  Fafhion  of  Ireland.  ; 

Suh.  What  was  your  Mafter's  Name,  pray  ? 

T'e.  [^AfideJ]  I  will  tell  a  Lee  now ;  but  it  fhall  be  a  true 

one Macfadin^  dear  Joy,  was  his  Naam.    He  vent  ovqr 

vith  KXTigJamiJh  into  France. Hewas  my  Maderonce. — 

Deere ifhde  true  Lee;  noo.  [^Afide, 

Sub.  What  Employment  had  he? 

^e.  Je  ne  fcay  pas. 

Sub.  What,  can  you  fpeak  French  ? 

TV.  Ouy  Monjieur., —  I  did  travel  France.,  and  Spain.,  and 

Jtaly ; Dear  Joy,  I  did  kifh  the  Pope's  Toe,  and  dat  wiil 

excufe  me  all  the  Sins  of  my  Life ;  and  fen  I  am  dead,  St.  p4^ 
trick  will  excufe  the  reft. 

Sub.  A  rare  Fellow  for  my  purpofe.  \_Afide.'^  Thou  look'ft 
like  an  honeft  Fellow;  and  if  you'll  go  with  me  to  the  nex* 
Tavern,  I'll  give  thee  a  Dinner,  and  a  Glafs  of  Wine. 

Te.  Be  meShoul  'tis  dat  I  wanted,  dear  Joy;  come  along, 
I  will  follow  you. 

[^liuns  out  before  Subtleman  wiih  the  'Portmanteau 
on  his  Back.     Exit  Subtleman. 
Fnter  Elder  Wou'dbe. 

E.  IV.  My  Father  dead!  My  Birth-right  loft  !  How  have 
my  drowfie  Stars  flept  o'er  my  Fortune?  Ha!  {Looking about .'\ 
my  Servant  gone  !  l^he  (imple,  poor,  ungrateful  Wretch^  has 

left  me. 1  took  him  up  from  Poverty  and  Wanf;  and 

now  he  leaves  me  juft  as  I  foUiid  him. My  Clo^thsan4 

Money  too! But  why  fhould  I  rcphie?  Let  Man  bi^u  view 

the  Dangers  he  has  pall,  and  few  will  fear  what  Hazairds  are 
to  come.  That  Providence  that  has  fecur'd  my  Life  from 
Robbers,  Shipwreck,  and  from  Sicltnefs,   is  ftill  the  fame ; 

flill  kind  whilft  I  am  juft. My  Death,  I  find,  is  firmly 

believ'd;  but  how  it  gainM  fo  univerfal  Credit,  I  fain  wou'd 

Jearn. Who  comes  here? honeft  M.x:.Fairbankl  My 

Father's  Goldfmith,  a  Man  of  Subftance  and  Integrity.  The 
Alteration  of  five  years  Abfence ,  with  the  Report  of  my 
Death,  may  fhade  me  from  his  Knowledge,  till  I  enquire 
fome  News.     \_Enter  Fairbank.]  Sir,  your  humble  Servant. . 

Fair.  Sir,  I  don't  know  you.  {Shunning  him. 

E.  /F.  I  intend  you  no  harm,  Sir;  but  feeing  you  come 
from  my  hoid  IVou'dbe's  Houfe,  I  would  ask  you  a  Queftion 
or  two Pray  what  Diftemper  did  my  Lord  die  of? 

Fair.  I  am  told  it  was  an  Apoplexy. 

E  U^.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  does  the  World  fay  ?  Is  his 
Death  lamemed  ? 

Fatr. 
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Fair.  Lamented!  My  Eyes  that  Queftlon  (hou'd  refolve; 

Friend, Thou  knew'll  him  not;  elfe  thy  own  Heart  had 

anfwer'd  thee. 

E.  W.  His  Grief,  methinks,  chides  my  DefeQ  of  Filial 
Duty.  [yt/M'.]  But,  1  hope,  Sir,  his  Lofs  is  partly  recompens'd 
in  the  Merits  of  his  SuccefTor. 

Fair.  It  might  have  been ;  but  his  eldeft  Son,  Heir  to  his 
Vertue  and  his  Honour,  was  lately  and  unfortunately  kill'd 
in  Gcrma'/iv. 
■   E.l^r.  Hiov/ unfortunately,  Sir? 

•     Fair.  Unfortunately  for  him  and  us. 1  do  rcmenil.cr 

ihim. — He  was  the  mildell,  humbleft,  fweetefl  Youth. - 

E.  IV.  Happy  indeed,  had  been  my  Part  in  Life,  if  I  had 
left  this  Humane  Stage ,  whilft  this  fo  fpotlcfs  and  fo  fair 
'Applaufe,  had  crown'd  my  going  otf.  IJJide.]  Well,  Sir.  • 
.  Fair.  But  thofe  that  faw  him  in  his  Travels,  told  fuch  Won- 
ders of  his  Improvement,  that  the  Report  recall'd  his  Fa- 
ther's Years  ;  and  with  the  Joy  to  hear  his  Hermes  prais'J, 
he  oft  wou'd  break  the  Chains  of  Gour  and  Age :  and  leap- 
ing up  with  Strength  of  greenefl  Youth,  cry,  Ms  Hermes  is 
viy  felf:  Methinks  I  live  my  jy>'ightly  Days  again .^  and  I  am  young 
in  him. 

E.  W.  Spite  of  all  Modefty,  a  Man  mufl  own  a  Pleafure 
'  in  the  hearing  of  his  Praife.  {^Afide. 

.  Fair    You're  thoughtful,  Sir Had  you  any  Relation 

to  the  Family  we  talk  of? 

E.W.  None,  Sir,  beyond  m.y  private  Concern  in  the  pub- 
lick  Lofs But  pray,  Sir,  what  Charader  does  the  prefent 

Lord  bear  ? 

Fair.  Your  Pardon,  Sir.  As  for  the  Dead,  their  Memories 
are  left  unregarded,  and  Tongues  may  touch  them  freely  : 
But  for  the  Living,  they  have  provided  for  the  Safety  of  their 
Names  by  a  ftrong  Inclofure  of  the  Law.  There  is  a  thing 
caird  Scandalum  MagnaW.m.^  Sir. 

"  E.  W.  I  commend  your  Caution,  Sir;  but  be  aflur'd  I  in-^ 
tend  not  to  entrap  you. — I  am  a  poor  Gentleman:  and  ha- 
ving heard  much  of  the  Charity  of  the  old  Lord  IVou^dte.^  \ 
had  a  mind  to  apply  to  his  Son ;  and  therefore  enquired  his 
Character. 

Fair.  Alas !  Sir,  things  are  changM:  That  Houfe  was  once 
what  Poverty  might  go  a  Pilgrimage  to  feek ,   and  have  its 

Pains  rewarded. The  noble  Lord,  the  truly  noble  Lord, 

held  his  Ellate,  his  Honour,  and  his  Houfe,  as  if  they  were 
only  lent  upon. the  Intereft  of  doing  good  to  others.  He  kept 
a  Porter,  not  to  exclude,  but  ferve  the  Poor.     No  Creditor 

was 
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was  feen  to  guard  his  going  out,  or  watch  his  coming  in:  No 

craving  Eyes,  but  Looks  of  fmiling  Gratitude. But  now, 

that  Family,  which  like  a  Garden  fairly  kept,  invited  every 
•Stranger  to  jts  Fruit  and  Shade,  is  now  run  o'er  with  Weeds: 

Nothijig  but  Wine  and  Revelling  within,  a  Croud  of 

iioiiie  Creditbrs  without,  a  Train  of  Servants  infolently  proud. 
'Wou'd  you  believe  it.  Sir,  as  I  offer'd  to  go  in  juft 


now,  the  rude  Porter  puih'd  me  back  with  his  Staff. 1  am 

at  this  prefcnt  (thanks  to  Providence  and  my  Induftry)  worth 
twenty  thoufand  Pounds.  I  pay  the  fifth  Part  of  this  to 
maintain  the  Liberty  of  the  Nation;  and  yet  this  Slave,  the 
impudent  Swifs  Slave  offer'd  to  ftrike  me. 

E.  IV.  'Twas  hard.  Sir,  very  hard  : And  if  they  us'd  a 

Man  of  your  Subllance  fo  roughly,  how  will  they  manage  me, 
that  am  not  worth  a  Groat  ? 

Fair.  I  wou'd  not  willingly  defraud  your  Hopes  of  what 
may  happen.— If  you  can  drink  and  fwear,  perhaps^ r- 

E.IV.  I  (hall  not  pay  that  Price  for  his  Lordfhip's  Bounty 

wou'd  it  extend  tohalf  he's  worth. Sir,  I  give  you  thank^ 

lor  your  Caution,  and  fhall  iteer  another  Courfe. 

fair.  Sir,  you  look  like  an  honeft,  modeft  Gentleman, 
Come  home  with  me;  I  am  as  able  to  give  you  a  Dinner  as 
my  Lord ;  and  you  fhall  be  very,  welcome  to  eat  o^^  my  Tabl^ 
every  Day  till  you  are  better  provided. 

EJF.  Good  Man.  {Afide.)  Sir,  I  muft  beg  you  to  excufe 
mc  to  Day  :  But  I  fhall  find  a  time  to  accept  of  your  Favours^ ! 
or  at  Icail  to  thank  you  for  'em.  ji 

Fair.  Sir,  you  fhall  be  very  welcome  when  ever  you  pleafe,' 

{Exin  \ 

E.  //^.  Gramercy,  Citixen  \  Surely,  if  Juftice  were  an  He-  ' 
rald^  Ihe  wou'd  give  this  Tradefman  a  nobler  Coat  of  Arms 

than  my  Brother. But  I  delay  :  I  long  to  vindicate  the 

Honour  of  my  Station,  and  to  difpiace  this  bold  Ufurper : — 
But  one  Concern,   methinks,  is  nearer  ftill,  my  Conftancel  . 
Shou'^  ilie,  upon  the  Rumour  of  my  Death,  have  fixt  hef  i 

Heart  elfev/here, then  I  were  dead  indeed ;  hut  if  fhQ 

Uiil  proves  true, Brother,  fit  faft. 

r/l  Jhake  your  Strength^  all  Ohftaclcs  remove^ 

6iifiain'^d  by  Jujiice.^  and  injptr^d  by  hove.  (Exit^ 

SCENE  an  Aparime-iit.     Conftancc,  AuFelia. 

Con,  For  Heaven's  fake,  Coufin,  ceafe  your  impertinent 
Confolation:  It  but  m:akcs  me  angry,  and  raifes  twoPafllons 
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In  me  inftcad  of  one.  You  fee  I  commit  no  Extravagance, 
my  Grief  is  iilent  enough  :  My  Tears  make  no  Noife  to  di- 
Iturb  any  Body.  I  defirc  no  Companion  in  my  Sorrows ;  Icavt 
me  to  my  felf,  and  you  comfort  me. 

Am-.  But,  Coufin,  have  you  no  regard  to  your  Reputation? 
this  immoderate  Concern  for  a  young  Fellow.  What  will 
the  World  fay  }  you  lament  him  like  a  Husband. 

Con.  No :  you  miftakc :  I  have  no  Rtile  nor  Method  for 
my  Grief;  no  Pomp  of  black  and  darkned  Rooms;  no  for- 
mal Month  for  Vilits  on  my  Bed.  I  am  content  with  the 
flight  Mourning  of  abroken^hcart ;  and  all  my  I'ormis  Tcaf>. 

Enter  Mandrake. 

Man.  Madatn  >^«rf //^,  Madam,  don't  diilurb  her. —  Every 
thing  mull  have  its  vent.  'Tis  a  hard  Cafe  to  be  crofsM  in 
one's  firfl:  Love  :  But  you  fhou'd  confidcr,  Madam,  (T^  Con- 
fiance.)  that  w^e  are  all  born  to  die,  fome  young,  fome old. 

Con.  Better  we  all  dy'd  young,  than  to  be  plagu'd  with  Age, 
as  I  am.  I  find  other  folks  Years  are  as  troublefome  to  us  as 
our  own. 

Man.YoVi  have  Reafori,  y oil  have  CauTe  to  mourn.  He  was 
the  handfomeft  Man,  and  the  fweetell  Babe,  that  I  know ; 
tho'  1  mull  confefs  too,  that  Ben  had'iniuch  the  finer  Comple- 
tion when  he  was  born :   But  then  Hermes.,  O  yes,  Hermes 

had  the  Shape  tliat  he  had But  of  all  the  Infants  that 

I  ever  beheld  with  my  Eyes,  I  think  Ben  had  the  finefl  Ear, 
Wax-W'ork,  perfe61  Wax-^work ;  and  then  he'  did  fo  fputter 
at  the  Brealt! —  His  Nurfe  was  a  hale,  w^cll-compledlion'd, 
fprightly  Jade,  as  ever  I  faw ;  but  her  Milk  was  a  little  too 
ilale;  tho'  at  the  fame  time,  'twas  as  blue  and  clear  a^  a 
Cambrick. 

Aur.  Do  you  intend  all  this,  Madam,  for  a  Confolation  to 
my  Coufin } 

Man.  No,  no,  Madam,  that's  to  come. 1  tell  you,  fair 

Lady,  you  have  only  lofl  the  Man;  the  Eilate  and  Title  are 
flill  your  own;  and  this  very  moment  I  wou'd  falutc  you 
Lady  Wou'dbe.,  if  you  pleas'd. 

Con.  DearMadim,  your  Propofal  is  very  tempting,  let  mc 
but  conlider  till  to  morrow,  and  I'll  give  you  an  x\nfwer. 

Man.  I  knew  it,  1  knew  it;  I  faid,  when  you  were  born, 
you  wou'd  be  a  Lady  ;  I  knew  it.  To  morrow,  you  fay.  My 
Lord  fliall  know  it  immediately.  {E^it, 

Aur.  What  d^ye  intend  to  do,  Coufin  f* 
"'  Co».  Togo  into  the  Country  this  mioment,  to  be  free  from 
the  Impertinence  of  Condolcance,  the  Perfecution  of  that  Mon^ 

aer 
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Her  of  a  Man,  and  that  Devil  of  a  Woman. O  Aurelia^ 

I  long  to  be  alone.  I  am  become  fo  fond  of  Grief,  that  I  j 
would  fly  where  I  might  enjoy  it  all,  and  have  no  luterrup-  \ 
tion  in  my  darling  Sorrov/. 

Enter  Elder  Wou'dbe  tinperceiv'd. 

E.  JV,  In  Tears !  perhaps  for  me  !  I'll  try {Drops  a 

'PiHure^  and  goes  back  to  the  Entrance^  and  lijlens, 

Aur.  If  there  be  ought  in  Grief  delightful,  don't  grudge  me 
a  fhare. 

Con.  No,  my  dear  Aurelia^  Til  ingrofs  it  all.  I  lov'd  him 
fo,..methinks  I  (houM  be  jealous  if  any  mourned  his  Death  be- 
fides  my  felf.     What's  here!  {T'akes  up  the  Pidure.)  Ha!  fee 

Coufin -the  very  Face  and  Features  of  the  Man  !   Sure, 

fome  officious  Angel  has  brought  me  this  for  a  Companion  in 
my  Solitude — Now  I'm  fitted  out  for  Sorrow.  With  this  I'll  i 
iigh,  with  this  converfe,  gaze  on  his  Image  till  I  grow  blind 
with  Weeping. 

Aur.  I'm  amai'd  !  how  came  it  here ! 

Con.  Whether  by  Miracle  or  humane  Chance, 'tis  all  alike; 
I  have  it  here :  Nor  (hall  it  ever  feparate  from  my  Breafl. — 
it's  the  only  thing  cou'd  give  me  Joy,  becaufe  it  will  encreafe 
my  Grief. 

E.  IV.  {Entring.)  Moft  glorious  Woman!  now  I  am  fond 
of  Life. 

Aur.  Ha !  What's  this  ?  Your  Bulinefs,  pray  Sir  > 

"E.W.  With  this  Lady.  (Goes  to  Conftance,  takes  her  Hand^  \ 
and  kneels.)  Here  let  me  worlhip  that  Perfe61:ion,  whofe  Ver- 
tue  might  attrad  the  liilning  Angels,  and  make  'em  fmile  to 
fee  fuch  Purity,  fo  like  themfelves  in  humane  Shape. 

Con.  Hermes \ 

E.  W.  Your  living  Hermes.,  who  fhall  die  yours  too. 

Con.  Now  Faffion,  powerful  Faffion,  would  bear  me  like  a 

Whirlwind  to  his  Arms : But  my  Sex  has  Bounds 

'Tis  wondrous.  Sir! 

E.  W.  Moft  wondrous  are  the  Works  of  Fate  for  Man, 
and  moft  clofely  laid,  is  the  Serpentine  Line  that  guides  him  into 

Happinefs ! that  hidden  Power  which  did  permit  thofe 

Arts  to  cheat  me  of  my  Birthright,  had  this  furprife  of  Happi- 
nefs in  ftore,  well  knowing  that  Grief  is  the  beft  Prepai-ative 
for  Joy. 

Con  A  never  found  the  true  Sweets  of  Love,  till  this  Roman- 
tick  turn,  dead  and  alive!  my  Stars  are  Poetical.  For  Hea- 
ven's fake,  Sir,  unriddle  your  Fortune. 

E.  W.  That  my  dear  Brother  muft  do;  for  he  made  the 
JEmg^ma. 

Aur, 


The  T^win-Rivals.  37 

^^Aur.  Methinks  I  ftand  here  like  a  Fool  all  this  while :  Wou'd 
I  had  fomebody  or  other  to  fay  a  fine  thing  or  two  to  me. 

E.M^.  Madam,  I  beg  ten  thoufand  Pardons  :  I  have  my 
Excufe  in  my  Hand. 

Aur.  My  Lord,  I  willi  you  Joy. 

E.  IV.  Pray,  Madam,  don't  trouble  me  with  a  Title  till  I 
am  better  equipt  for  it.  My  Peerage  wou'd  look  a  little  (hab- 
by  in  thefe  Robes. 

Coy?.  You  have  a  good  Excufe,  my  Lord ;  you  can  wear  bet- 
ter when  you  pleufe. 

E.  M\  I  have  a  better  Excufe,  Madam. Thefe  are  the 

bep:  I  have. 

\(Cu?t.  How,  my  Lord? 

E.  l^F.  Very  true,  Madam;  I  am  at  prefenr,  I  believe,  the 

pooreft  Vq(^1[\i\  England. Hark'e,  Aurella.^  prithee  lend  me 

a  Piece  or  two. 

Aur.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  poor  Peer  indeed !  he  v/ants  a  Guinea. 

Con.  Pm  glad  on't  with  all  my  Heart. 

E.  H^.  Why  fo,  Madam? 

Con.  Becaufe  I  can  furnifh  you  with  Five  thoufand. 

E.  W.  Generous  Woman! 

Enter  Trueman. 
Ha,  my  Friend  too! 

True.  Pm  glad  to  find  you  here,  my  Lord  :  Here's  a  current 
Report  about  Town  that  you  w^ere  kill'd.  I  was  afraid  it 
might  reach  this  Family ;  fo  I  come  to  difprove  the  Story  by 
your  Letter  to  me  by  the  laft  Poll. 

Aur.  Pm  glad  he's  come  ;  nov/  it  will  be  my  turn,Cou{in, 

True.  Now,  my  Lord,  I  wiih  you  Joy ;  and  I  expect  the 
fame  from  you. 

■  E.  ]V.  V/ith  all  my  Heart;  but  upon  what  Score? 
•  True.  The  old  Score,  Marriage. 

E.  IV.  To  whom? 

True.  To  a  Neighbour  Lady  here.        {Looking  at  Aurelia^ 

Aur.  Impudence !  {_Ajide.'].  The  Lady  mayn't  be  fo  near 
as  you  imagine.  Sir. 

True.  The  Lady  mayn't  be  fo  near  as  you  imagine,  Madam, 

Aur.  Don't  miitake  me.  Sir :  I  did  not  care  if  the  Lady 
were  in  Mexico. 

True.  Nor  I  neither.  Madam. 

Aur.  You're  very  fhort.  Sir. 

True,  The  fhortell  Pleafures  are  the  fweetefl,  you  know. 

Aur.  Sir,  you  appear  very  dit^erent  to  me,  from  what  yoa 
ivere  lately. 

True.  Madam,  you  appear  very  indifferent  to  me,  to  what 
^ou  were  ktely.  Aur, 
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Aar,  Strange!'         [7l&/x  loMf Conflance^^^Wou'dbef^- 
Zfr^^;;^  one  another  in  dumb  Jhewi 

'True.  Miraculous  ! 

Atir.  I  cou'd  never  have  believ'd  it. 

True.  Nor  I,  as  I  hope  to  be  fav'd. 

Aur,  111  Manners  '•  j 

True.  Worfe.  \ 

Aur.  How  have  1  deferv'd  It,  Sir  ? 

True.  How  have  i  deferv'd  it,  Madam  > 

Aur.  What? 

True.  You. 

Aur.  Riddles  I  ^ 

True.  Women ! My  Lord,  you'll  hear  of  me  at  White\i 

Farewel.  ^Runs  off. 

E.  IF.  V^hzty  Trueman  gone] 

Aur.  Yes.  [U'^alks  about  in  diforder. 

Con.  Blefs  me ;  what's  the  matter,  Coufin  ? 

Aur.  Nothing. 

Con.  Why  are  you  uneafie  ? 

Aur.  Nothing. 

Co;^.  What  ails  you  then? 

Aur.  Nothing, 1  don't  love  the  Fellow, yet  to  be 

affronted, — I  can't  bear  it.     [Burfls  out  a  crying^  and  runs  offi^ 

Con.  Your  Friend,  my  Lord,  has  affronted  yJ//r(f //'<?. 

E.IV.  Impoffible!  His  regard  tome  were  futEcient  Security 
for  his  good  Behaviour  here,  tho'  it  were  in  his  Nature  to  be 
rude  elfewhere. — -She  has  certainly  iis'd  him  ill. 

Con.  Too  well  rather. 

E./F".  Too  well !  have  a  care.  Madam ; that,  with  fome 

Men,  is  the  grcateJt  Provocation  to  a  Slight. 

Con.  Don't  miftake,  my  Lord,  her  Uiage  never  went  far- 
ther than  mine  to  you  ;  and  I  fhould  take  it  very  ill  to  be 
abus'd  for  it. 

E.  IV.  ril  follow  him,  and  know  the  Caufe  of  it. 

Con.  No,  my  Lord,  we'll  follow  her,  and  know  it :  Be- 
fides-,  your  own  Affairs  with  your  Brother  require  you  at  pre- 
sent, i  Exeunt. 


ACT« 
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ACT     IV. 
SCENE,   Lord  Wou'dbeV  ft'^?///?. 

Tourig  Woifdbe  a-^d  S ubtl cman . 
Y.  IF.  T)  Eturn'd  !  Who  faw  him  >  Who  fpoke  with  him  ? 
-*^  He  can't  be  return'd. 
S!d\  My  Lord,  he's  below  at  the  Gate  parlying  with  the 
Porter,  who  has  private  Orders  from  me  to  adm.it  no  body  till 
you  fend  him  word,  that  we  may  have  the  more  time  to  fettle 
our  Affliirs, 

Y.  l^^^.  'Tis  a  hard  cafe,  Mr.  Suhtkmnn,  that  a  Mail  can't 
enjoy  his  Right  without  all  this  Trouble. 

S'Ah.  Ay,  my  Lord,  you  fee  the  benefit  of  Law  now,  what 
an  ad^'antage  it  is  to  the  Publick  for  fecuring  of  Property. — 
Had  you  not  t\\Q  Law  o'  your  fide,  who  knows  what  Devices 
might  be  prattis'd  to  defraud  you  of  your  Right— — But  I 
have  fecur'd  alL— — The  Will  is  in  true  form  ;  and  you  have 
two  Witneffes  already  to  fwear  to  the  latl  Words  of  your 
Father. 
Y.  JV.  Then  you  have  got  another. 

Sub.  Yes,  yes,  a  right  one; and  I  fhall  pick  up  another 

time  enough  before  the  Term  ; And  I  have  planted  three 

or  four  Conlfables  in  the  next  Room,   to  take  care  of  your 
Brother  if  he  fliou'd  beboifterous. 
'     Y.  IV.  Then  you  think  we  are  fecure. 

Sub.  Ay,  ay ;  let  him  come  now  When  he  pleafes  : I'll 

■  go  down,  and  give  Orders  for  his  admittance. 

Y.  14-'.  Unkind  Brother  !  to  dilturb  me  thus,  juf?  in  the 
fwing,  and  (Iretch  of  my  full  Fortune.'  Where  is  the  Tye  of 
Blood  and  Nature,  when  Brothers  \\\\\  do  this?"  Had  he  but 
itaid  till  Conftance  had  been  mine,  his  Prcfence  or  hi  Abfence 
had  been  then  indifferent. 

Enter  Mandrake, 
Man.'^tW-^  my  Lord,  {i^nnts  as  out  of  Breath. '\  you'll  ne'er 
be  fatisfied  till  you  have  broken  my  poor  Heart.     I  have  had 

fuch  ado  yonder,  about  you,  with  Madam  Coyifiancc but 

(he's  our  own. 

Y.H'\  How!  my  own!  Ah,  my  dearHelpm.ate,  I'm  afraid 
we  are  routed  in  that  Quarter  :  my  Brother's  come  home. 
Man.  Your  Brother  come  home  5  then  I'll  go  travel.  [Goh:^. 
Y;  H^.  Hold,   hold,  Madam,   we  arc  all  lecure  ;   wc  have 
Y  provided 
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pfbvided  for  his  Reception  ;  your  Nephew  Subtkman  has  ftopt^ 
up  all  PafTages  to  the  Eftate. 

Man.  Ay,  Subtkman  is  a  pretty,  thriving,  ingenious  Boyi  i 
Little  do  you  think  who  is  the  Father  of  him.  I'll  tell  you  ;  j 
Mr.  Moahite  the  rich  Jevj  in  Lombard-ftreet.  j 

Y.  14^.  Moahite  the  Jew  ! 

Man.  You  fhall  hear,   my  Lord: One  Evening,    as  I 

was  very  grave  in  my  own  Houfe,  reading  the  —  Weekly  Pre-  I 

paration: Ay,  it  was  the  Weekly  Preparation^  1  do  remem- J 

bcr  particularly  well. — What  hears  me  I but  pat,  pat,  \ 

pat,  very  foftly  at  the  Door.     Come  in,  cries  I,  and  prefently  \ 
enters  Mr.  Moahite^  follov/'d  by  a  fnug  Chair,  the  Windows 
clofe  drawn,    and  it  was  a  fine  young  Virgin  jull  upon  the) 

point  of  being  deliver'd. We  wercall  inagreat  hurlybur-' 

ly  for  a  while  to  be  fure;  but  our  Production  was  a  tine  Boy.  i 

1  had  fifty  Guineas  for  my  trouble,    the  Lady  was  wrapt 

np  very  warm,  plac'd  in  her  Chair,  and  re-convey'd  to  the 
place  ihe  came  from.  Who  (he  was,  or  what  flie  was,  1  couM 
never  learn,  tho'  my  Maid  faid  that  the  Chair  went  thro'  the 
Park  —  but  the  Child  was  left  with  me.  —  The  Father  wou'd 
have  made  a  Jew  on't  prefently,  but  I  fwore,  if  he  commit-  „ 
ted  fuch  a  Barbarity  on  the  Infant,  that  I  would  difcover  alL 

• So  I  had  him  brought  up  a  good  Chrillian,    and  bound 

Prentice  to  an  Attorney. 

Y.  W.  Very  well ! 

Man.  Ah,  my  Lord,  there's  many  a  pretty  Fellow  in  Lon^- 
don  that  knows  as  little  of  their  trueP'ather  and  Mother  as  he 
does:  I  have  had  feveral  fuch  Jobbs  in  my  time;  —  there  was 
one  Scotch  Nobleman  that  brought  me  four  in  half  a  year. 

Y.  W.  Four !  and  how  were  they  all  provided  for  } 

Man.  Very  handfomely  indeed  ;  they  were  two  Sons  and 
two  Daughters,  the  eldeil  Son  rides  in  the  firfl:  Troop  of  Guards, 
iind  the  other  is  a  very  pretty  Fellow,  and  hisP^ather's/^^/fz^^e 
Qhambrc. 

Y.  W.  And  what  is  become  of  the  Daughters,  pray  .^ 

Man.  Vv^hy,  oneof'em  is  aManteau-maker,  and  the  young- 

efl  has  got  into  the  Play-houfe. Ay,   ay,   my  Lord,  let 

Subtkman  alone,   I'll  warrant,  he'll   manage  your  Brother  : 
x\dfmylife,  here's  fomebody  coming,  1  wou'd  not  be  feen. 

Y.W.  'Tis  my  Brother,  and  he'll  meet  you  upon  the  flairs;, 
'idfo,  get  into  this  Clofct  till  he  begone. 

[Shuts  her  into  the  Clofet^ 
Enter  E.  Wou'dbe  and  Subtkman.  v 

My  Brother  ^  dearefl  Brother,  welcome  ! 

IRms  and  embraces  him^- 
E.  W. 
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E.  //".  I  can't  dilTemble,  Sir,  clfe  I  wou'd  return  your  falfe 
Embrace. 

Y.  IV.  Falfe  embrace  I  dill  fufpicious  of  me  I  1  thought 
that  five  Years  abfence  might  have  cooIM  the  unmanly  Heats 
of  our  childifh  Days ; —  that  I  am  overjoy'd  at  your  Return, 
let  this  teftifie,  this  Moment  I  relign  all  Right  and  Title  to 
your  Honour,  and  falute  you,  Lord. 

E.  14^.  I  want  not  your  PermilTior]  to  enjoy  my  Right ;  here 
I  am  Lord  and  Mufter  without  your  Refignatioh:  andthefirft 
ufe  I  make  of  my  Authority,  is,  to  difcard  that  rude,  Bu]l- 
fac'd  Fellow  at  the  Door.  Where  is  my  Steward  ?  {Enter 
Clearaccount.]    Mr.  Ckraccourit^   let   that  pamper'd  Sentinel 

below,  this  minute  be  difcharg'd. Brother,  I  wonder  you 

cou'd  feed  fuch  a  fwarm  of  lazy,  idle  Drones  about  you, 
and  leave  the  poor  indullrious  Bees,   that  fed  you  from  their 

Hives,   to  llarvefor  want. Steward,  look  to't;   if  I  have 

not  Difcharges  for  every  Farthing  of  my  Father's  Debts  upon 
my  Toylet  to  morrow  Morning,  you  (hall  follow  the  Tipllaff, 
I  can  allure  you. 

Y.  IV.  Hold,  hold,  my  Lord,  you  ufurp  too  large  a  Power, 
niethinks,  o'er  my  Family. 

E_. //^.  Your  Family  ! 

\.IV,  Yes,  myFamxily;  you  have  no  Title  to  Lord  it  here. 
—  Mr.  Ckaraccoiwt.,  you  know  your  Mafter. 

E.  //''.  How  !  a  Combination  againft  m.e  !  — Brother,  take 
heed  how  you  deal  with  one  that,  cautious  of  your  Falfhood, 
comes  prepared  to  meet  your  Arts,  and  can  retort  your  Cun- 
ning to  your  Infamy  :  Your  black,  unnatural  Deligns  agalnft 
my  Life,  before  I  went  abroad,  my  Charity  can  pardon  ;  but 
my  Prudence  muft  remember  to  guard  me  from  your  Malice 
for  the  future. 

Y.  IV.  Our  Father's  weak  and  fond  furmife  !  which  he  up- 
on his  Death-bed  own'd  ;  and  to  recompence  me  for  that  in- 
jurious, unnatural  Sufpicion,  heleftme  IbleHeirto  hlsEflate. 

Nov/,  my  Lord,  my  Houfe  and  Servants  are at 

your  Service. 

E.  IV.  Villany  beyond  Example  !  have  I  not  Letters  from 
my  Father,  of  fcarce  a  Fortnight's  Date,  where  he  repeats  his 
Fears  for  my  Return,  leil  it  Il:ould  again  e^ipofe  me  to  your 
Hatred  ? 

Suh.  Well,  well,  thefe  are  no  Proofs,  no  Proofs,  my  Lord; 
they  won't  pafs  in  Court  againit  politive  Evidence  :  Here  is 
your  Father's  WiW.,  figyiatum  ks figt^latum.,  belides  his  lafl:  Words 
to  confirm  it,  to  which  I  can  take  my  poiuive  Oath  in  any 
Court  of  H^eftmmfier, 
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.    £.  IV.  What  are  yon,  Sir  ? 

Sub.  Of  Clifford's  Inn,  my  Lord,  I  belong  to  tht  Law 
E.  l^\  Thou  art  the  Worm  and  Maggot  Oi  the  Law,  bred  hi 
the  bruis'd  and  rotten  Parts,    and  now  art  nourifh'd  on  the  : 

fame  Corruption  that  produced  thcc. The  E>7glijh  Law,  as  \ 

planted  firll,  was  like  the  Englijh  Oak,  fliooting  its  fprcadingii: 

Arms  around,  to  fhelter  all  that  dvvcit  beneath  its  Shade  : • : 

but  now  whole  Swarms  of  Caterpillars,  like  you,  hang  iu  ; 
fuch  Clullcrs  upon  every  Branch,  th^t  the  once  thriving Tre6  i; 
now  flieds  inle6lious  Vermin  on  our  Heads. 

Y.  //"'.  My  Lord,  I  have  fome  Company  above  ;  if  your 
Lordfhip  will  drink  a  Glafs  of  Wine,  we  fhall  be  proud  of 
the  Honour!  if  not,  I  Ihall  attend  you  at  any  Court  o'i  Ju- 
dicature, whenever  you  pleafc  to  fummon  me.  \Gov/!g. 

E. //^.  Hold,  Sir,- perhaps  my  Father's  dying  WeakncG 

was  impos'd  on,   and  he  has  left  him  Heir  ;    if  fo,  his  Will 

fliall  freely  be  obey'd.  [_y4fide.'] Brother,  you  fay  you  have 

a  Will. 

Sub.  Here  it  is.  [^Sheivlng  a  Purchment. 

E.  M^^.  Let  me  fee  \t. 

Sub.  There's  no  Prelident  for  that,  my  Lord. 

E.  M^.  Upon  my  Honour,  I'll  reilore  it. 

Y.  W.  Upon  my  Honour,  b-ut  you  (han't. ■ 

[T'akcs  it  from  Sub.  and  pits  it  in  his  Pocket* 

'E.JV.  This  over-caution,  Brother,  is  fufpicious. 

Y.  M'^.  Seven  thoufand  Pound  a  year  is  worth  looking  aften 

'E.  IV.  Therefore  you  can't  take  it  ill  that  I  am  a  little  iu-« 

quidtivc  about  it. Have  you  Wltncifcs  to  prove  my  Fa-^ 

ther's  dying  Words  > 

Y.  M'\  A  couple  in  the  Houfj, 

E.//^  Who  are  they? 

Snb.  WitneiTes,  my  Lord: 'Tis  unwarrantable  to  en- 
quire into  the  Merits  of  the  Caufe  our  of  Court; my 

Client  fhall  anfwer  no  more  Queflions. 

E.  /F.  Perhaps,  Sir,  upon  a  fatisfaclory  Account  of  his  Title, 
I  intend  to  leave  your  Client  to  the  quiet  Enjoyment  of  his 
Right,  without  troubling  any  Court  v/iththeBulinefs ;  I  there- 
fore deike  to  know  what  kindofPerfonsarcthcfe  Witncffes. 

Sub.  Oho,  he's  a  coming  about.  [^Ajide.']  I  told  yourLor(J- 
flup  already,  that  I  am  one,  another  is  in  the  Honfc,  one  of 
my  Lord^s  Footmen. 

£,  //-'.  Where  is  this  Footman  ? 

Y.IV.  Forthcoming. 

E.  14^.  Produce  him. 
.  SuL  That  I  Ihull  prefcntly. The  Day's  our  own.  Sir  ; 
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I  [To  Y.  IV.']  but  you  fhall  cir^age  tira  to  ask  him  no  crofs  Que- 
'  llions.  ^  {^^-'^i  ^ub. 

E./r.  I  am  not  skill'd  in  fuch :  But,  pray  Brother,  didmy 
Father  quite  forget  me?  left  me  nothing  ! 

Y.  IV.  Truly,  my  Lord,  nothing: Ho  fpokc  but  little, 

Jcft  no  Legacies. 
\     E.  IV.   'Tis  ftrange  ;  he  was  extremely  jufl,    and  lov'd  me 

jtoo; but,  perhaps •    [_Ey2tcr  Subtleman  ttv//^ Teague^ 

Sub.  My  Lord,  here's  another  Evidence, 
i      E.  M'.  Tcagne  ! 

[     Y.  li^.  My  Brother's  Servant !         [They  all  four  Jlare  upon  one 
I     Sub.  His  Servant  !  another. 

!     Tea.  Maifhter  !  fee  here  Maiflitcr,  Idid  get  all  difli  [Chinks 
"Money.']  for  being  an  Evidenlli,   dear  Joy  ;  an  bcmc  fhoule,  I 
Aviil  give  the  half  of  it  to  you,  if  you  will  give  me  yourPerr 
n^j'lfion  to  make  fwear  againft  you. 

E.  //^.  My  Wonder  is  divided  between  the  Villany  of  the 
Fad,  and  the  Amazement  of  the  Difcovery  !  league  \  my  very 
Servant!  fure  1  dream. 

Tea.  Fet,  derc  iOi  no  dreaming  in  the  Cafh  ;    Pm  fnre  the 
Croon  Pieceifh  are  awake,    for  1  have  been  taaking  v.ith  deni 
Idil^  half  hour. 

Y,  IV,  Ignorant,  unlucky  APan,  thou  hall  ruin'd  me ;  why 
,had  not  I  a  iightof  him  before  } 

\     Sub.  I  thought  the  Fallow  had  been  too  ignorant  to  be  a 
I  Knave. 

Tea.  Be  me  Shoulc,  you  lee,  dear  Joy.  —  lean  be  a  Knave  as 
well  as  you,  fen  I  think  it  convcnicncy. 

E. //'.  NowBrother !  Speechlefs !  YourOracletoolilenc'd  ! 
Is  all  your  boaftcd  Fortune  funk  to  the  guilty  Blufhing  for  a 

Crime  ?  But  I  fcorn  to  infult. -LetDilappointmentbcyour 

Puniihment  :   But  for  your  Lawyer  there, Tcaguc^  lay 

hold  cf  him. 
•     Sub.  Let  none  dare  to  attach  me  without  a  legal  Warrant. 

[     Tea.  Attach!   no  dear  Joy,  I  cannot  attach  you but  I 

j^an  catch  you  by  the  Troat,  after  the  Faflnon  01  Ireland. 
I  [Takes  Subtleman  by  the  Throat, 

Sub,  An  AlTault  I  an  Affiiult ! 

Tea.  No,  no,  'tilh  nothing  but  choaking^  nothing  but  choak- 
ing. 

E.  W,  Hold  him  faft,  Teague Now,  Sir,  [To  Y.  IV. ] 

:bccaufe  I  was  your  Brother,  you  wou'd  have  betray 'd  me;  an4 

becaufc  I  am  your  Brother,  I  forgive  it;' difpofe  your  felf 

as  you  think  fit.— Pll  order  Mr,  Clearaccot^nt  to  give  you  a  thou-, 
faud  Pounds.     Go  take  it,  and  pay  me  by  vour  Abfcnce, 

Y  3  X.W. 
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Y.  W.  I  fcorn  your  beggarly  Benevolence :  Had  my  De* 
figns  fucceeded,  I  wou'd  not  have  allow'd  you  the  Weight  of 

a  Wafer,  and  therefore  ^N\^\  accept  none As  for  that 

Lawyer,  he  deferves  to  be  Pillory'd,  not  for  his  Cunning  \n 

deceiving  you,  but  for  his  Ignorance  in  betraying  me. The 

Villain  has  defrauded  me  of  Seven  thoufand  Pounds  a  Year, 
Farewel. {Going, 

Enter  Mandrake  out  oftheChfet^  runs  toT.  W.  dnd  kneels. 

Man.  My  Lord,  my  dear  Lord  IVotCdbe^  I  beg  you  ten  thour 
fand  Pardons. 

Y^  W.  What  Offence  haft  thou  done  to  me  ? 

Man.  An  Otfence  the  moll  injurious -I  have  hitherto 

concealed  a  Secret  in  mxy  Breaft,  to  the  Otfence  of  Juftice,  and 
the  defrauding  your  Lordlliip  of  your  true  Right  and  Title. 
Y^ou,  BenjammlFozi'dbe.,  v^ith  the  crooked  Back,  are  the  Eldeft 
born,  and  true  Heir  to  the  Eftate  and  Dignity. 

Om.  How  ! 

"Tea.  A  rah,  how  ?  _  /- 

Man.  None,  my  Lord,  can  tell  better  than  I,  who  brought 
you  both  into  the  World- — -My  deceas'd  Lord,  upon  the 
{\g\\t  of  your  Deformity,  engag'd  me,  by  a  coniidcrable  Re- 
ward, to  fay  you  were  the  lail  born,  that  the  beautiful  Twin, 
likely  to  be  the  greater  Ornament  to  the  Family,  might  fuc- 
ceed  him  in  his  Honour. — — This  Secret  my  Confcience  has 

long  ftruggled  with Upon  the  News  that  you  were  left 

Heir  to  the  Eftate,  I  thought  Juftice  was  fatisfied,  and  I  was; , 
refolv'd  to  keep  it  a  Secret  ftill;  but  by  ftrange  Chance,  over- 
hearing what  pafs'd  juft  now,  my  poor  Confcience  was  rack'd, 
and  I  was  forc'd  to  declare  the  Truth. 

Y.  W.  By  all  my  forward  Hopes,  I  cou'd  have  fworn  it :  I 
found  the  Spirit  of  Elderfliip  in  my  Blood;  my  Pulfes  beat,  \ 

andfw^eird  for  Seniority. Mx.  Hermes  l^^ou'dbe^ Fm- 

your  moft  humble  Servant.  {Foppjhly, 

E./F.  Hermes  is  my  Nam.e,  m.yChriftian  Name;  of  which 
I  am  prouder  than  of  all  Titles  that  Honour  gives,  or  Flattery 

beftows. But  thou,  vain  Bubble,  puft  up  with  the  empty 

Breath  of  that  more  empty  Woman  ;  to  let  thee  fee  how  Ide- 
fpife  thy  Pride,  Pi  1  call  thee  Lord,  drefstheeupin  Titles  like  a 
King  at  Arms  ;  you  fhall  be  blazon'd  round,  like  any  Church 
m  Holland',  thy  Pageantry  fhall  exceed  the  Lord-Mayor's;  and. 
yet  this  Hermes,  plain  Hermes.^  ftiall  defpife  thee. 

Sub.  Well,  well,  this  is  nothing  to  the  purpofe. Mi- 

ftrefs,  will  you  make  an  Affidavit'of  what  you  have  faid,  be- 
fore a  Maftcr  in  Chancery  ? 

Man. 
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Ma^i.  That  I  can,  tho'  I  were  to  die  the  next  Minute  after  it- 

Tea.  Den,  dear  Joy,  you  wou'd  be  dam  the  ncx  minute  af- 
ter dat. 

E.  //"'.  All  this  is  trifling:  IinudpurgemyHoufeofthis  Nefl 

!  ofVillany  at  once. Here  Teagiie^  {Whifpers  Teague.)   go, 

make  hafte. 

Tea.  Dat  I  can. \_As  he  runs  out  T.  V^.fiops  htm. 

Y.  l-r.  Where  are  you  going.  Sir  ? 

Tea.  Only  for  a  Pot  of  Ale,  "dear  Joy,  for  you  and  my  Mailh- 
"ter,  to  drink  Friends. 

Y.  W.  You  lie,  Sirrah.  {Pupes  hhn  hack. 

Tea.  Fet,  I  do  lb. 

E.  IV.  What  !  Violence  to  my  Servant  !  Nay,  then  I'll 
force  him  a  PaiTage.  {Pravjs. 

Sub.  An  xlOault,  an  AHiiult  upontheBody  ofaPccr.  With- 
in there  I 

Enter  three  or  four  Conflables^    one  of^em  with  a  Black  Patch  <jn 
his  Eye.    They  dljarm  E.  W.  and [ccitre  Teague. 

E.  W.  This  Plot  was  laid  for  my  Reception.  Unhand  me, 
Conftable. 

Y.  IV^.  Have  a  care,  Mr.  Conflable,  the  Man  is  mad  ;  he'5 
poflcfs'd  with  an  odd  Frcnfie,  that  he's  my  Brother,  and  my 
elder  too :  So,  becaufe  1  wou'd  not  very  willingly  refign  my 
Houfe  and  Eftate,  he  attempted  to  m.urder  me. 

Sub.  Gentlemen,  take  care  of  that  Fellow  :  He  made  an  Af- 
lault  upon  my  Body,  vt  ^  armis. 

Tea.  x\rah,  fat  is  dat  -ivy  at  armlp  ? 

Sub.  No  matter,  Sirrah;   I  fhall  have  you  hang'd. 

Tea.  Hang'd!   dat  is  nothing,  dear  Joy  ; We-areus'd 

to't. 

E.  W.  Unhand  me,  Villains,  or  by  all 

Tea.  Have  a  caar,  dearMaifnter,  don't  fwear  ;  we  (hall  be 
had  in  the  Croon-Offifh  :  You  knov/  dere  iO^  (harpers  about 
us.  \J-,'jokmg  about  on  ''em  that  hold  htm. 

Y.  W.  Mr.  Conllable,  you  know  your  Directions  \  away 
with 'em. 

Y..W.  Hold 

Confl.  No,  no,  force  him  avray. \They  all  hurry  off ^ 

Mancnt,  T.  W.  and  Mandrake. 

Y.  W.  Now,  my  dear  Fhrophetcfs,  my  Sibyl  ;  by  all  my 
dear  Defircsand  Ambitions,  I  do  believe  you  have  fpokcn  the 
truth. 1  am  the  Elder. 

Man.  No,  no.  Sir,  the  Devil  a  word  on't  is  true.- 1 

wou'd  not  wrong  my  Ccnfcicncc  neither  :    For,   fai-th  and 
troth,    as  I  am  an  honefl  Woman,  you  wereborn  above  three 

Y  4  quarters 
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^^uarters  of  an  hour  after  him; but  I  don't  much  ca^e  if 

I  do  fwear  that  you  are  the  elded. What  a  Bleffing  it  was, 

that  I  was  in  the  Clofet  at  that  pinch.  Had  I  not  come  out 
that  Moment,  you  wou'd  have  fneakt  off;  your  Brother  had 
been  in  Poffeffion,  and  then  we  had  loft  all;  but  now  you  are 
eftablifh'd  :   PofTeffion  gets  you  Money,    that  gets  you  Law, 

and  Law,  you  know Down  on  your  Knees,  Sirrah,  and 

ask  me  Bleffing. 

Y.  IV.  No,  my  dear  Mother,  I'll  give  thee  a  Bleffing,  a 
Rent-charge  of  Five  hundred  Pound  a'Year,  upon  what  part 
of  the  Eftate  you  will,  during  your  Life. 

Mw.  Thank  you,  my  Lord  :  That  five  Hundred  a  Year 
will  afford  m.e  a  lelfurely  Life,  and  a  handfome  Retirement 
in  the  Country,  where  I  mean  to  repent  me  of  my  Sins,  and 
die  a  good  Chriftian  :    For  Heaven  knows,    I  am  old,  an3 

ought  to  bethink  me  of  another  Life. Have  you  none  of 

the  Cordial  left  that  we  had  in  the  Morning  ? 

Ye  //^.  Yes,  yes,  we'll  go  to  the  Fountain-head.     [_Exeunt, 

SCENE,  The  Street. 

Enter  Teague. 

Tea.  Deel  tauke  me  but  difh  ifh  a  moft  fhweet  Bufinefs  in7 
deed  ;  Maifhters  play  the  Fool,  and  Shervants  muft  iliuffer 
for  it.  I  am  Priflioner  in  the  Conftable's  Houfe,  be  mxC  Shoule', 
and  fhent  abrode  to  fetch  fome  Bail  for  my  Mailhter  ;  butfoo 
fhall  bail  poor  league  agra  ? 

¥.ntcr  Conftance. 
Oh,  dere  ifh  my  Maifliter's  old  Love.     Indeed,  I  fear  di(h 
Eifhnefs  will  fpoil  his  Fortune. 

Con.  Who's  here }  Teague  ?  \He  turns  from  her. 

Tea.  Deel  tauke  her,  I  did  tought  fhe  cou'd  not  know  me 
agen.  [Conftance  ^o^"/  abottt  to  look  him  in  the  Face,  He  turns 
from  her.']  Dilh  ifn  not  fliivil,  be  me  Shoule,  to  know  a  Shenr 
tleman  fithcr  he  will  or  no. 

Con.  Why  this  Teague  ?  What's  the  matter  }  Are  you  ^- 
iham'dofme,  oryourfelf,  Teague"^, 

Tea.  Of  bote,  be  me  Shoule. 

Con.  How  does  your  Mafter,  Sir  ? 

Tea,  Very  well,  dear  Joy,  and  in  Priflion. 

Co?2.  InPrifon!  how  .^  where ^ 

7^-fa.  Why,  in  the  little  Baptile  yonder,  at  the  end  of  the 
Screet. 
"Con.  Shew  me  the  way  immediately. 

Tea'.  Fet,  I  can  Ibew  youthcHoole  yonder  :  She  yonder  \ 
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be  me  Shoule  I  fhe  his  Faace  yonder  peeping  troo  the  Iron 

Plafti  Window. 
Com.  I'll  fee  him,  tho'  a  Dungeon  were  his  Confinement, 

{^Runs  out, 
I'ea.  Ah auld  kindnefh,  be  me  Shoule,  cannot  be  for- 
gotten.    Now,  if  my  Mailliter  had  but  Gralh  enough  to  get 
her  wit  Child,  her  Word  wou'd  go  for  two ;   and  (he  woif  d 
.  bail  him  and  I  bote.  '\_Exit, 

[SCENE,  A  Room  mlferally  furniJJjed,  E.  W.  fiir^g  and 
\:  writing. 


E.  W.  The  Tovfr  confines  the  Great ^ 
'The  Spunging-Houfe  the  Poor  ; 

Thus  there  are  Degrees  of  State 
That  e-Sn  the  Wretched  mnji  endure. 

Virgil,  tho"*  cheriffdin  Courts^ 
Relates  but  a  fplenatick  Tale^ 

Cervantes  Revels^  and  Sports^ 
Altho*  he  wr'ft  in  a  jail. 

Then  h-ang  Refiedions,  \_Starts  up.~]  V\\  go  write  a  Comedy, 
tlo,  within  -there :  Tell  the  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower  that  I 
would  fpeak  with  him. 

Enter  Conftable. 

Conft,  Ay,  ay,  the  Man  is  mad:  Lieutenant  o'th^  Tower! 
Ha,  ha,  ha  ;  wou'd  you  cou*d  make  your  Words  good,  Ma-r 
fler. 

^.JV.  Why  ?  am  not  I  a  Prifoner  there  ?  I  know  it  by  the 

tlately  Apartments.- What  is  that,  pray,  that  hangs  ftreamr 

ing  down  upon  the  Wall  yondlT  ? 

Conft.  Yonder!  'tis  Cobweb,  Sir. 

E.  14\  'Tis  falfe.  Sir:  'tis  as  fine  Tapeftry  as  any  InEurope. 

Conjl.  The  Devil  it  is. 

E.  W.  Then  your  Damask  Bed,  here;  the  Flowers  are  fo 
bold,  I  took  'em  for  Embroidery ;  and  then  the  Head-work  ! 
Point  d-e  Venice.^  I  proteft. 

Conjl.  As  good  Kidderminfier  as  any  in  Engla'^d^lmud  con- 
fefs ;  and  tho'  the  Sheets  be  a  little  foil'd,  yet  I  can  allure  yoj, 
Sir,  that  many  an  honed:  Gentleman  has  lain  in  them. 

E.//^.  Pray,  Sir,  what  did  thofe  two  Indian  Pieces  coll,  that 
are  fixt  up  in  the  Corner  of  the  Room. 

Con/}.  Indian  Pieces !  What  the  Devil,  Sir,  they  are  my  old 
Jack-Boots,  my  Militia  Boots. 

£.//■: 
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E.  W.  I  took  *em  for  two  China  Jars,  upon  my  Word :  But 
hark'e  Friend,  art  thou  content  that  thefc  things  ihou'd  be  as 
they  are  > 

Conftah.  Content !  ay,  Sir. 

E.  IV.  Why  then  (hould  I  complain  ?         {One  calls  vj'ithin. 

\U^tthin.~\  Mr.  Conftable,  here's  a  Woman  will  force  her 
way  upon  us :  We  ca'n't  flop  her. 

Confldb.  Knock  her  down  then,  knock  her  down;  let  no 
Woman  come  up,  the  Man's  mad  enough  already. 

'Enter  Conflance. 

Con.  Who  dares  oppofeme.^  \j'hrov:  shim  a  handful  of  Money. 

Conflab.  Not  I  truly,  Madam.  [Gathers  up  the  Money,  ! 

E.  IV.  My  Conftancel  my  Guardian- Angel  here!  Then 
nought  can  hurt  me. 

Conflab.  Hark'e,  Sir,  you  may  fuppofe  the  Bed  to  be  a  Da- 
mask Bed  for  half  an  hour,  if  you  pleafe. 

Can,  No,  no,  Sir,  your  Prifoner  muft  along  with  me, 

Ce^jflab,  Ay  !  faith,  the  Woman's  madder  than  the  Man. 

Enter  Trueman  and  Teague. 

E.  IV.  Ha'  7rueman  too!  I'm  proud  to  think  that  many  a 
Prince  has  not  fo  many  true  Friends  in  his  Palace,  as  1  have 
here  in  Prifon; — —two  fuch- 

'Tea.  Tree,  be  me  Shoulc. 

True.  My  Lord,  jufl  as  I  heard  of  your  Confinement,  I  was 
going  to  make  my  felf  a  Prifoner.  Behold  the  Fetters ;  I  had, 
juft  bought  the  Wedding-Ring. 

Con.  I  hope  they  are  golden  Fetters,  Captain  ?- 

True.  They  weigh  Four  thoufand  Pound,  Madam,  bcfides 

the  Purfe,  which  is  worth  a  Million My  Lord,  this  very 

Evening  was  I  to  be  marry'd ;  but  the  News  of  your  Misfor- 
tune has  ftopt  me :  I  wou'd  not  gather  Rofes  in  a  wet  Hour. 

E.  W.  Come,  the  Weather  lliall  be  clear;  the  Thoughts  of 
your  good  Fortune  will  make  me  eafie,  more  than  my  own 
can  do,  if  purchafed  by  your  Difappointment. 

Triie.  Do  you  think,  my  Lord,  that  I  can  go  to  the  Bed  or 

Pleafure  whiift  you  lie  in  a  Hovel. Here,  where  is  this 

Conftable?  How  dare  you  do  this,  infolent  Rafcal  ? 

Conflab.  Infolent  Rafcal !  do  you  know  who  you  fpcak  to, 
Sirf 

True.  Yes,  Sirrah,  don't  I  call  you  by  your  proper  Name  ? 
How  dare  you  confine  a  Peer  of  the  Realm } 

Conflab.  Peer  of  the  Realm !  you  may  give  good  Words  tho', 
I  hore.  =• 

E.  U\ 
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J  '-E.  JV.  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Conflable  is  in  the  right,  he  did  but  his 
'  Duty ;  I  fuppoie  he  had  twenty  Guineas  for  his  Pains. 

Conftah,  No,  I  had  but  Ten. 
■  Y.  IV.  Hark'' e J  Trucma-^^  this  Fellow  muft  be  footh'd,  he'll 
be  of  ufe  to  us;  I  mufc  employ  you  too  In  this  Affair  with  my 
I  Brother. 

True.  Say  no  more,  my  Lord,  Til  cut  his  Throat,  'tis  but 
,;  flying  the  Kingdom. 

I     E.  //''.  No,  no,  'twill  be  more  Revenge  to  worfl:  him  at  his 
!own  Weapons.     Cou'd  I  but  force  him  out  of  his  Garrilbn, 
that  I  mj'ght  get  into  PofTelfion,  his  Claim  wou'd  vaiiifh  im- 
mediately  Does  my  Brother  know  you  ? 

7r//^.  Very  little,  if  at  all. 

E.  ^r.  Hark'e  {Whifpers, 

True.  It  fhall  be  done  ; — Look'e,  Conflable,  you're  drawn 
into  a  wrong  Caufe,  and  it  may  prove  your  Defcruclion  if  you 

don't  change  Sides  immediately ; We  defire  no  Favour, 

but  the  ufe  of  your  Coat,  Wig,  and  Staff,  for  half  an  Hour. 

Cor.ftab.  Why  truly,  Sir,  I  underlland  now,  by  this  Gentle- 
woman, that  I  know  to  be  our  Neighbour,  that  he  is  a  Lord, 
and  I  heartily  beg  his  Worfhip's  Pardon,  and  if  I  can  do  your 
Honour  any  Service,  your  Grace  may  coinmand  me. 

E.  IV.  I'll  reward  you,  but  we  mull  have  the  black  Patch 
for  the  Eye  too.     - 

Tea.  1  can  give  your  Lordfhip  wan;  herefet,  'tis  a  Plailh- 
ter  for  a  fhore  Finger,  and  I  have  worn  it  but 'twice. 

Cun. But  pray.  Captain,  what  w^as  your  Quarrel  at 

Aurelia  to  Day. 

True.  With  your  PermilTion,  Madam,  we'll  mind  my  Lord's 
Bufinefs  at  prefent ;  when  that's  done,  we'll  mind  the  Lady's. 
My  Lord,  I  fhall  make  an  excellent  Conliable;  I  ne- 
ver had  the  Honour  of  a  Civil  Employment  before:  We'll 
equip  our  felves  in  another  place.  Here,  you  Prince  ofDark- 
nefs^havt  you  ne'er  a  better  Room  in  your  Houfe,thefe Iron- 
Grates  frighten  the  Lady. 

Co7ift.ib.  I  have  a  handfome,  neat  Parlour  below,  Sir. 

True.  Come  along  then,  you  muft  conduct  us. We 

ion't  intend  to  be  out  of  your  light,  that  you  mayn't  be  out 
Dfpurs. [4/^ic.]  \Excum. 

SCENE  changes  to  an  Apartment. 

"Enter  Aurelia  m  aPafflon.^  Richmore  follo-cjing. 

.   Aur.  Follow  m.e  not; Age  and  Deformity,  with 

(Juiet,  were  preferable  to   this  vexatious    Perfecution ;  for 

i  Heav'ns 
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Heaven's  fake,  Mr.  Richmore^  what  have  I  ever  Hiewn  to  vin- 
dicate this  Prefumption  of  yours. 

Rich.  You  fliew  it  novi^,  Madam ;  your  Face,  your  Wit, 
your  Shape,  are  all  Temptations  to  undergo  even  the  Rigour 
of  your  Difdain,  for  the  bev^itching  Pleafure  of  your  Com-f. 
pany. 

Aur.  Then  be  afTur'd,  Sir,  you  fhall  reap  no  other  Benefit 
by  my  Company ;  and  if  thou  think  it  a  Pleafure  to  be  con-» 
ftantly  flighted,  ridicuTd,  and  afironted,  you  fhall  have  Ad- 
mittance to  fuch  Entertainment  whenever  you  will. 

Rkh.  I  take  you  at  your  Word,  Madam;  I  am  arm'd  with 
SubmifOon  againft  all  the  Attacks  of  your  Severity,  and  your 
Ladyfnip  fhall  find,  that  my  Redgnation  can  bear  much  lon- 
ger than  your  Rigour  can  intiidl. 

AiiT.  That  is,  in  plain  Terms,  your  SufMcIency  will  pre- 

fume  much  longer  than  my  Honour  can  refill: -Sir,  you 

might  have  fpar'd  the  unmannerly  Declaration  to  my  Face, 
having  already  taken  Care  to  let  me  know  your  Opinion  of 
my  Vertue,  by  your  irnpudcnt  Settlement,  propos'd  by  Mrs. 
Mari  drake. 

Rich.  By  thofe  fair  Eyes,  Fll  double  thePropofal ;  this  foft, 
this  white,  this  powerful  Hand,  {Takes  her  Hwad^^  fliall  write 
its  own  Conditions. 

Aur.  Then  it  fhall  w^rite  this {StriheshrmP^  and  if  you 

like  the  Terms,  you  fhall  have  more  another  time. 

{'Exit. 

Rich.  Death  and  Madncfs  !  a  Blow Twenty  thou- 

fand  Pound  Sterling  for  one  Night's  Revenge  upon  her  dear, 
proud,  difdainful  Perfon ! Am  1  rich  as  many  a  Sove- 
reign Prince,  wallow  in  Wealth,  yet    can't  command  my 

Pleafure?- Womian'- If  there  be  Power  in  Gold,  I 

yet  fhall  triumph  o'er  thy  Pride. 

'Enter  Mandrake. 

Man.  0'  my  troth,  and  fo  you  fliall,  if  I  can  help  it. 

Rich.  Madam,  Madam,  here,  here,  here's  Money,  Gold,  Sil- 
ver, take,  take,  all,  all,  my  Rings  too  ;  all  fhall  be  yours, 
2iiake  me  but  happy  in  this  prefumptuous  Beauty,  Fll  make 
thee  rich  as  Avarice  can  crave;  if  not,  Fll  murder  thee,  an4 
my  Pelf  too. 

Man.  Your  Bounty  is  too  large,  too  large  indeed,  Sir. 

B.ich.  Too  large  !  no,  'tis  Beggary  without  her Lord- 

fnips,  Mannors,  Acres,  Rents,  Tythes  and  Trees,  all,  all  ihall 
i|y  for  my  dear  fvveet  Revenge. 

Man.  Sav  no  more,  thii  Ni^ht  Fll  put  vou  in  a  way. 

"^  Rich 
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k'tch.  This  Night  ? 

Man.  The  Lady's  Aunt  is  very  near  her  Time fhe  goes 

abroad  this  Evening  a  viiiting;  in  the  mean  time  I  fend  to 
v^ur  Miftrcfs,  that  her  Aunt  is  fallen  in  Labour  at  my  Houfc  : 
She  comes  in  a  Hurry,  and  then 

Rich.  Shall  I  be  there  to  meet  her  ? 

Man,  Perhaps. 

Rich.  In  a  private  Room  ? 

Man.  Mum. 

Rich.  No  Creature  to  didurb  us  ? 

Man.  Mum,  I  fay,  but  you  mull  give  me  your  Word  not 
to  ravifli  her;  nay,  I  can  tell  you,  (he  won't  be  ravidi'd. 

Rich.  Raviil)  I  Let  mc  fee,  I'm  worth  five  thoufand  Pound 
a  Year,  twenty  thoufand  Guineas  in  my  Pocket,  and  may 
not  I  force  a  Toy  that's  fcarce  worth  fifteen  hundred  Pound  ? 
ni  do't. 

Her  Beauty  lets  my  Heart  on  Fire,  bcfidc 

The  injurious  Blow  has  fet  on  Fire  my  Pride; 

The  bare  Fruition  w^ere  not  worth  my  Pain, 

The  Joy  will  be  to  humble  her  Difdain  ; 

Beyond  Enjoyment  will  the  Tranfport  lall 

In  Triumph  when  the  Extaiie  is  paiT  \^Ex9ii-a. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  ACT, 


ACT     V. 
SCENE,  LordVfoM'Ahes  Houfe, 

Toung  Wou'dbc  /(////.r. 
Y.  W.  CHewmethat  proud  Stoickthat  can  bear  Succcfiand 
'-^  Champain,  Philofophy  can  fupport  us  \\\  hard 
Fortune,  but  who  can  have  Patience  in  Profperity  ?  The 
Learned  may  talk  what  they  will  of  human  Bodies,  bat  I  nm 
fure  there  is  not  one  Atom  in  mine,  but  what  is  truly  E[i- 
curean.     My  Brother  is  fecur'd,  I  guarded  with  my  Frienas. 

my  lewd  and  honcil  Midnight  hriends Holla,  who  waits 

there  } 

Easr 
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'Enter  Servant. 

Scr.  My  Lord  ? 

Y.  A^^.  A  frefh  Battalion  of  Bottles  to  reinforce  the  Ciftern. 
Are  the  Ladies  come  ? 

Ser.  Half  an  Hour  ago,  my  Lord they're  below  in  the 

Bathing-Chamber. 

Y.  U^.  Where  did  you  light  on  'em  > 

Ser.  One  in  thePallageat  theOldPlay-houfc,my  Lord 

I  found  another  very  melancholy  paring  her  Nails  by  Rofa-- 

mond's  Pond, and  a  Couple  I  got  at  iht  Chequer  Ale-houfc 

in  Hollmrrn ;  the  two  lafl  came  to  Town  Yeflerday  in  a  Wefl- 
Country  Waggon. 

Y.  IV.  Very  well,  order  Baconface  to  haft  en  Supper 

and  d'ye  hear  ?  x\nd  bid  the  S'Vjifs  admit  no  Stranger  without 

alcquainting  me ^/^Ey.\t  Servant.']  Now  Fortune  Idefie  thee. 

this  Night's  my  own  at  leaft.  \_Re-cy^ter  Servant-. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  here's  the  Conftable  below  with  the  black 
Eye,  and  he  wants  to  fpeak  v/ith  your  Lordfliip  in  all  haile. 

X.W.  Ha!  the  Conftable!  Shou'd  Fortune  jilt  m.e  now? 

bid  him  come  up,  I  fear  fome  curfed  Chance  to  thwart 

mc. 

E-nter  Trueman  in  the  Conftable'* s  Cloaths. 

True.  Ah  !  My  Lord,  here  is  fad  News — your  Brother  is — 

Y.  W.  Got  away,  made  his  Efcape,  I  warrant  you. 

True   Worfe,  worfe,  my  Lord. 

Y.  W.  Worfe,  worfe !  What  can  be  worfe  ? 

True.  I  dare  not  fpeak  it. 

Y.  IV.  Death  and  Hell,  Fellow,  don't  diftrad  me. 

True.  He's  dead. 

Y.  W.  Dead ! 

True.  Pofitively. 

Y.  Z/-^.  Coup  de  Grace.,  del  grar/iercy. 

True.  Villain,  I  underftand  you.  [_4ftde*\ 

Y.JV.  But, how,  how,  Mr. Conftable?  Speak  it  aloud,  kill 
me  with  the  Relation. 

True.  I  don't  know  how,  the  poor  Gentleman  was  very  me- 
lancholy upon  his  Confinement,  and  fo  he  defir'd  m^e  to  fend 
for  a  Gentlewoman  that  lives  hard  by  here,  may -hap  your 
Worfhip  may  know  her. 

Y.  ^^.  At'the  gilt  Balcony  in  the  Square?  '  I 

True.  The  very  fame,  a  fmart  Woman  truly 1  went 

for  her  my  felf,  but  fhe  was  otherways  engag'd,  not  fhe  tru- 
ly, ftie  wou'd  not  come W^ou'd  you  believe  it,  my  Lord, 

at  the  hearing  of  this,  the  poor  Man  was  like  to  drop  down 
dead. 

Y.IV^ 
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Y.  U^.  Then  he  was  but  likely  to  drop  dead? 

True.  Wou'd  it  were  no  more.  ^  Then  I  left  him,  andco- 
ming  about  tvro  Hours  after,  I  found  himhang'd  in  his  Sword- 
Belt. 

Y./r.  Hang'd! 
•   True.  Dangling. 

Y.  IV.  Le  Co7ip  declatl  Done  like  the  nobleft  Roma^? oPem 
all;  but  are  you  fure  he's  pait  all  Recovery  ?  Did  you  fend  for 
no  Surgeon  to  bleed  him? 

Tr^ic.  No,  my  Lord,  I  forgot  that but  I'll  fend  im- 
mediately. 

Y.  /f~.  No,  no,  Mr.  Conftable,  'tis  too  late  now,  too  late 
\i — —and  the  Lady  wou'd  not  come,  you  fay. 

7'r:ic.  Not  a  ftep  wou'd  fhe  llir. 

V.  IV.  Inhumane!  barbarous! dear,  delicious  Wo- 
man, thou  now  art  mine Where  is  the  Body,  Mr.  Con- 

ftable,  I  mult  fee  it. 

True.  By  all  means,  my  Lord,  it  lies  in  my  Parlour;  there's 
•1  Power  of  Company  come  in,  and  among  the  reft  one,  oncy 
one Truer/iaK^l  think  they  call  him,  a  deviliih  hot  Fellow,  he 
had  like  to  have  pull'd  the  Houfe  down  about  our  Ears,  and 

fwears 1  told  him  he  fhould  pay  for  fwearing he  gave 

me  a  flap  in  the  Face,  faid  he  was  in  the  Army,  and  had  a 
Ilommiffion  for't. 

Y.  li\  Capt.  Truernan  ?  A  bluflcring  kind  of  Rakelielly 
Dfficer. 

True.  Ay,  my  Lord,  one  of  thofe  Scoundrels  that  wc  pay 
v^'^ac^es  to  for  being  knockt  o'th'  head  for  us. 

\ .W.  Ay,  ay,  one  of  thofe  Fools  that  have  only  Brains  ta 
Ki  knock'd  out. 

^  True.  .Son  of  a  Whore.  \^Afuk»7\  He's  a  plaguy  impudent 
•"ellow,  my  Lord ;  he  fwore  that  you  were  the  grcateft  Villain 
ipon  the  Earth. 

Y.  W.  Av,  ay,  but  he  durfl  not  fay  that  to  my  Face, 
^r.  Conftable.  ' 

Tr-Ae.  No,  no,  hang  him,  he  faid  it  behind  your  Back  to  be 

are and  he  fwore  moreover — . Have  a  care,  my 

^ord, — • — he  fwore  that  he  wou'd  cut  your  Throat  whenever  . 
-  met  you.  ' 

Y.  W.  Will  you  fwear  that  you  heard  him  fay  fo? 

True.  Heard  him !  Ay,  as  plainly  as  you  hear  me  :  He 
>oke  the  very  Words  that  I  fpeak  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Y.  IV.  Well,  well,  I'll  manage  him But  now  I  think 

ti't,  I  won't  go  to  fee  the  Body  ;  k  will  but  encreafe  my  Grief. 

Mr.  Conftable,  do  you  fend  for  the  Coroner:    i  hey  muft 

£nd 
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find  him  Non  Compo:s^  He  was  mad  before,  you  know.  Here 
fomething  for  you>  Trouble.  [Gives  Money, 

True.  Thank  your  Honour. But  pray,  my  Lord,  have 

a  Care  of  that  Trueman ;  he  fwears  that  he'll  cut  your  Throat, 
and  he  will  do't,  my  Lord,  he  will  do't. 

Y.  IV.  Never  fear,  never  fear. 

"True,  But  he  fwore  it^myLord,  and  he  will  certainly  do't. 
Pray  have  a  Care.  [Exit. 

Y.  fV.  Well,  well,— -fo,— the  Devil's  in't  if  I  been't  the  el- 
deft  now.  What  a  Pack  of  civil  Relations  have  I  had  here? 
My  Father  takes  a  fit  of  the  Apoplexy,  makes  a  Face,  and 
goes  off  one  way ,  my  Brother  takes  a  Fit  of  the  Spleen,  makes 
a  Face,  and  goes  off  t'other  way.— —  Well,  I  muft  own  he 
has  found  the  way  to  mollifie  me,  and  I  do  love  him  now 
with  all  my  Heart,  fince  he  was  fo  very  civil  to  juftle  into 
the  World  before  me,  I  think  he  did  very  civilly  to  juftle  out 
of  it  before  me. But  now  my  Joys !  Without  there — hol- 
lo  — take  off  the  Inquifuion  of  the  Gate ;  the  Heir  may 

now  enter  unfufpe^led. 

jthe  Wolf  is  dead.,  the  Shepherds  may  go  play  : 
Eafe  follows  Care ;  fa  roivls  the  World  avjay, 

'Tis  a  Queftion  whether  Adverfity  or  Profperity  makes  the 
mod  Poets. 

Enter  Serz-ant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  a  Footmari  brought  this  Letter,  and  waits 
for  an  Anfwer. 

Y.  W.  Nothing  from  the  Elifian  Fields,  I  hope.  [Open'iMg  the 
Letter.']  What  do  I  fee,  C 0  N ST/I NC E'^.   Spells  and  Ma-:: 

gick  in  every  Letter  of  the JJbl'ame Now  for  the  fweetj 

Contents. 

I 

A/fTLord^  Vrn  pleas'' d  to  hear  of  your  happy  Change  of  Fortune  y 

"^^■^  and  pall  be  glad  to  fee  your  Lq»  dpip  this  Evening  to  wifh\ 

you  Joy.  I 

Constance. 

Now  the  Devil's  in  this  Mandrake ;  fhe  told  me  this  After- 
noon, that  the  Wind  was  ohopping  about ;  and  has  it  gotj 
into  the  warm  Corner  already  ?  Here,  my  Coach  and  lix  toj 

the  Door:  I'll  vilit  my  Snltana  in  State. As  for  the  Sera- 

gUo  below  Stairs,  you,  my  Bafiaws^  may  pofiefs  'em.   [Exit, 

SCENE 
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SCENE,  T'he  Street.     Teague  whh  a  Lanthom.,  Trueman  in 
the  Co>2jhihle''s  Habit  followiTigy 

'  •  T'rue.  Blockhead,  thou  hafl  led  us  out  of  the  way;  we  have 
.  certainly  pall  the  Conftable's  Houfe. 

Tea.  I3e  me  Shoule,  dear  Joy,  I  am  never  out  of  my  ways ; 
for  poor  Teague  has  been  a  Vanderer  ever  fince  he  was 
borned. 

Trtie.  Hold  up  the  Lanthorn : What  Sign  is  that?  The 

St.  Albans  Tavern !  Why,  you  blundering  Fool,  you  have  led 
me  diredlly  to  St.  James' s-S^uare,  when  you  fhou'd  have  gone 
towards  Sohoe.  [Shrieking  wtthin.']  Hark  !  What  Noife  is  that 
over  the  Way  }  a  Woman's  Cry  ! 

Tea.  ¥a  is  it fhome  Daumfel  inDiftrefs  I  believe,  that 

has  no  Mind  to  be  relievM. 

True.  I'll  ufe  the  Privilege  of  my  Office  to  know  what  the 
Matter  is. 

Tea.  Hoi,  Hold,  MaiOiter  Captain,  be  me  fet,  dat  iHi  not 
the  way  Home. 

If^'ithin.'] —Help,  Help,  Murder!  Help. 

True.  Ha  !  Here  muft  be  Mifchief. Within  there,  open 

the  Door  in  the  King's  Name,  or  I'll  force  it  open. Here, 

Teague.,  break  down  the  Door. 

[Teague  takes  the  Staff.,  thump  at  the  Door, 

Tea.  Deel  tauke  him,  I  have  knock  io  long  as  I  am  able. 
Arab,  Maifliter,  get  a  great  long  Ladder  to  get  in  the  Win- 
dow of  the  firfht  Room,  and  flio  open  the  Door,  and  let  in 
your  (helf. 

H^^ithin.']  Help,  help,  help. 

True.  Knock  harder ;  let's  raife  the  Mob. 

Tea.  O  Maiihter,  I  have  tink  )uft  now  of  a  brave  Invention 
to  maake  dem  come  out;  and  be  St.  Patrick.,  dat  very  Bulhi- 
nefs  did  maake  my  nown  fhelf  and  my  Fader  run  like  de 

Devil  out  of  my  nown  Hoofe  in  my  nown  Country  : Be 

me  Shoule,  fet  the  Hoofe  a-fire. 

Enter  the  Mob. 
\[    Mob.  What's  the  Mattd^  Mafter  Conftable  ? 
*     True.  Gentlemen,  I  command  your  Afliftance  in  the  King's 
Name,  to  break  into  the  Houfe:    There  is  Murder  cry'd 
within. 

Mob.  Ay,  ay,  break  open  the  Door. 

[Mandrake  at  the  Balcony. 

Man.  What  Noife  is  that  below  } 

Tea.  Arab,  vat  Noife  iih  dat  above  > 
,,  .  Z  Msn. 
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Man,  Only  a  poor  Gentlewoman  In  Labour  ;—— 'twill  be 
over  prefently  ■  Here,  Mr.  Conjiahle  ;  there's  fomething 

for  you  to  drink. 

Sjthrows  down  a  Purfe^  Teague  takes  it  up, 

I'ea.  Come,  Maifhter,  we  have  no  more  to  (hay,  be  me 
Shoule,  {Goly2g^^  Arah,  if  you  vill  play  the  Conftable  right 
now,  fet  you  viil  come  away. 

T'rue,  No,  no ;  there  muft  be  Villainy  by  this  Bribe  :  Who 
lives  in  thlsHoufe? 

Mob,  A  Midwife,  a  Midwife ;  'tis  none  of  our  Bufinefs  ; 
Let  us  be  gone.  [Aurelia  at  the  Windomi  1 

Aitr.  Gentlemen,  dear  Gentlemen,  help;  a  Rape,  a  Rape, 
Villainy. 

True.  Ha  !  That  Voice  I  know Give  me  the  Staff; 

I'll  make  a  Breach,  I  warrant  you. 

/  \_Breaks  opc^  the  Door^  and  all  go  w^ 

SCENE    cha??gcs  to  the  Infide  of  the  Houfc. 

Re-enter  Trueman  and  Mob.  .    xn.:\:i  'f. 

'True.  Gentlemen,  fearch  all  about  the  Houfe  ;  let  not  a 
Soul  efcape. 

Enter  Aurelia  running  zuith  her  Hair  about  her  Ears^  and  out 
of  Breath. 

Am.  Dear  Mr.  Conflable, had  you (laid  but  a  Mo- 
ment longer,  I  had  been  ruined. 
•  Tru.  Aurelia !  Are  you  fafe^  Madam  ? 

Aur.  Yes,  yes ;  I  am  fafe ^I  think but  v/ith  enough 

ado :  He's  a  Devilifn  ilrong  Fellow.  .•■ 

True.  Where  is  the  Villain  that  attempted  it? 

Aur.  Pflmw, never  mind  the  Villain  ; look  out  the  i 

V/oman  of  the  Houfe,  the  Devil,  the  Monfter,  that  decoy'd 
me  hither. 

Enter  Teague,  haling  in  Mandrake  by  the  Hair. 

Tea.  Be  me  Shoul,  1  have  taaken  my  Shaar  of  the  Plunder; 
Let  me  (he  fat  I  have  gotten,  [Takes  her  to  the  Light.']  Ububboo^ 
a  Witch,  a  V/itch  ;  the  very  faam  Witch  dat  would  fwaai? 
my  Maifliter  was  the  youngcft. 

True.  How  !  Mandrake  I  This  v/as  the  luckiefl:  Difguife — 
Gome,  my  dear  Proferpine^  I'll  take  care  of  you. 

Man.  Pray,  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  to  you. 

True,  No,  no;  I'll  talk  with  you  before  a  Magidrate.! - 

A.  Cart,  Bruiewel^  —  you  underiland  me Teague^  let  her 

be  your  Prifoner,  I'll  wait  on  this  Lady, 

Aur.  Mr.  Conftable,  Til  reward  you* 

.  Tea, 
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'  T'ea.  It  ifli  convenient  noo  by  the  Law  of  Armfh,  that  I  fcarch 
my  Prifhoner,  for  fear  fhe  may  have  fome  Pockct-Pifhtolji : 
Dere  is  a  Joak  for  you.  [Searches  ker  Pocket. 

Man.  Ah  !   don't  life  an  old  Woman  fo  barbaroufly. 

T^ea.  Dear  Joy,  den  fy  vere  you  aa  old  Woman  ^^  Dat  is 
your  Fait,  not  mine,  Joy  !  Uboo,  here  ifh  nothing  but  fcribble 
Icrabble  Papers,  I  tink.  {Pidisout  a  hanafjil  of  Letters, 

.   7'rue.  Let  me  fee  'em ;  they  may  be  of  Ufe {Looks  over  the 

Letters?^  F(?r/kZr.Richmore — Ay  I  Does  he  tratiick  hereabouts  ? 

Aur.  Thatis  the  Villain  that  v^^ould  have  abus'd  me. 

T'rue.  Ha!  Then  he  has  abub'd  you  ;   Villain  indeed: • 

Was  his  'H'xmtRichrnore^  Miilrcfs  r  Alurty  handfome  Man? 

Aur.  Ay,  ay,  the  very  lame  :  a  luiiy,  ugly  Fellow. 

True.  Let  me  fee whofe  Scrawl  is  this  ?  {Opens  a  Letter P^ 

Death  and  Gonfufion  to  my  light ;  Clelia  !  My  Bride  ' 

His  Whore Pve  pall  a  Precipice  unfeen,  which 

to  look  back  upon,  Olivers  me  with  Terror. This  Night, 

this  very  Moment,  had  not  my  Friend  been  in  Confinement, 
had  not  I  worn  this  Drcfs,  had  not  A/rrelia  been  in  Danger, 
had  not  Teague  found  this  Letter,  had  the  Icafi:  minutelr  Cir- 
cumftancebeen  omitted,  whataMonller  had  I  been!  Miilrifs, 
is  this  fam.e  Richnore  in  the  Houfe  Hill,    think'e? 

A^r.  'Tis  very  probable  he  may. 

True.  Very  well. Teague .,  take  thefe  Ladies  over  to  the 

Tavern,  and  llay  there  till  I  come  to  you. Madam,  {Jo 

Aurelia.]  fear  no  Injury, your  Friends  are  near  you. 

Aur.  What  does  he  mean  ? 

Tea.  Come^  dear  Joy,  I  vill  give  you  a  Pot  of  Wine,  out  of 
your  own  Briberies  here. 

{Hales  out  Mandrake.  Exit  Aurelia  «^;.V  Mob. 
<  Manet  T'rueman. 

'et 

Enter  Richmore. 

Rich.  Since  my  Money  won't  prevail  on  this  crofs  Fellow, 

Pll  try  what  my  Authority  can  do. ^What's  the  meaning  of 

this  Riot,  Conllable  }  I  have  the  Commifiion  of  the  Peace , 
and  can  command  you.  Go  about  your  Bufinefs,  and  leave 
your  Prifoners  with  me. 

True.  No,  Sir ;  the  Prifoners  fliall  go  about  their  Bufinefs, 

and  I'll  be  left  with  you Look'e  Mailer,  we  don't  ule 

to  makeup  thefe  Matters  before  Company  :  So  you  and  I  mull- 
be  in  private  alittle. You  fay,  Sir,  that  you  are  ajuftice 

of  Peace. 

R:ch,  Yes,  Sir  ;   I  have  my  CommiiTion  In  my  Pocket- 


I 
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T'rue.  I  believe  it. Now,  Sir,  one  good  Turn  deferves 

•another  :  And  if  you  will  promife  to  do  me  a  Kindnefs,  why 
you  Ihall  have  as  good  as  you  bring. 
Rich.  What  is  i"t? 

True.  You  mud  know,  Sir,  there  is  a  Neighbour's  Daughter 
that  I  had  a  woundy  Kindnefs  for :  She  had  a  very  good  Re-t" 
pute  all  over  the  Parifh,  and  might  have  marry'd  very  hand- 
Ibmely,  that  I  mult  fay  ;  but  I  don't  know  how,  we  came  to- 
gether after  a  very  kindly  natural  manner,  and  I  fwore,  that- 
I  muft  lay,  I  did  fwear  confoundedly,  that  I  would  marry 
her  :  But,  I  don't  know  how,  1  never  car'd  for  marrying  of 
her  fince. 

Rich.  How  fo  ? 

T'rue.  Why,  becaufe  I  did  my  Bufinefs  without  it  :  That 

was  the  belt  way,  I  thought The  truth  is,  fhe  has  fome 

foolifh  Reafons  to  fay  Die's  with  Child,  and  threatens  main- 
ly to  have  me  taken  up  with  a  Warrant,  and  brought  before 
a  Jullice  of  Peace.  Now,  Sir,  I  intend  to  come  before  you,' 
and  I  hope  your  Worihip  will  bring  me  otf. 

Rich.  Look'e,  Sir,  if  the  Woman  prove  with  Child,  and 
you  fwore  to  marry  her,  you  muft  do't. 

I'rue.  Ay,  Mafter ;  but  I  am  for  Liberty  and  Property.  F 
I  vote  for  Parliament-Men :  I  pay  Taxes,  and  truly  I  don't 
think  Matrimony  confiilent  with  the  Liberty  of  the  Subje6t. 

Rich.  But  in  this  Cafe,  Sir,  both  Law  and  Juftice  will  ob- 
lige you. 

True.  Why  if  it  be  the  Law  of  the  Land — I  found  a  Let- 
ter here — I  think  it  is  for  your  Worfhip. 

Rich.  Ay,  Sir,  how  came  you  by  it } 

T'rue,  By  a  very  ftrange  Accident  truly-^ delta 

Die  fays  here  you  fwore  to  marry  her.     Eh  ! Now,  Sir,  I 

fuppofe  that  what  is  Law  for  a  Petty-Conftable,  may  be  Lav/ 
for  a  Juftice  of  Peace. 

Rich.  This  is  the  oddeft  Fellow 

T'rue.  Here  was  the  t'other  Lady  that  cry'd  out  fo 1 

warrant  now,  if  I  were  brought  before  you  for  ravilhing  a 
Woman — the  Gallows  wou'd  raviih  me  for't. 

Rich.  But  I  did  not  ravifh  her. 

T'rue.  That  Pm  glad  to  hear :  I  wanted  to  be  fure  of  that. 

{^Afide, 

Rich.  I  don't  like  this  Fellow  :  Come,  Sir,  give  me  my  Let- 
ter, and  go  about  your  Bufinefs  \  I  have  no  more  to  fay  ta 
you. 

True.  But  I  have  fomething  to  fay  to  you. 

[Coming  up  to  htm. 
Rich, 
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.  Rich.  What  ! 

^  7r«^.  Dog.  \jStrikes  him. 

Rich.  Ha  I  flruck  by  a  Peafant !  [^Draws.']  Slave,  thy  Death 
is  certain.  S^Runs  at  Trn email. 

True.  O  brave  Don  John.^  Rape  and  Murder  in  one  Night ! 

\_Dt farms  him. 

Rich.  Rafcal,  return  my  Sword,  and  acquit  yourPrifoners, 
elle  will  I  profecutc  thee  to  Beggary.  Pll  give  fome  Petty- 
fogger  a  Thoutand  Pound  to  ftarve  thee  and  thy  Family  ac- 
•cording  to  Law. 

True.  Pll  lay  you  a  Thoufand  Pound  you  won't. 

[Difcovcring  himfelf. 

Rich.  Ghofts  and  x\pparitions  !  Trucman ! 
iTrue.  Words  are  needlefs  to  upbraid  you :  my  very  Looks 
'are  fufficicnt;  and  if  you   have  the  Icaft  Scnfc  of  Shame,  this 
Sword  wou'd  be  lefs  painful  in  your  Heart,  than  my  xlppcar- 
ance  is  in  your  Eye, 

Rich.  Truth,  by  Heavens. 

True.  Think  on  the  Contents  of  this,  \Shewi71g  a  Letter. 
think  next  on  me;  reflc6t;  upon  your  Villainy  to  Anrelta.^  then 
licw  thy  felt. 

Rich.  Trucman^  can  ft  thou  forgive  mc  " 

True.  Forgive  thee  I  [///o«'^P^z/(/£-.]Doone  thing,  andlwill. 

Rich.  x\ny  thing: Pll  beg  thy  Pardon. 

True.  The  Blow  excufes  that. 

Rich.  Pll  give  thee  half  my  Eftate. 

True.  Mercenary. 

Rich.  Pll  make  thee  my  Pole  Heir. 

True.  I  defpife  it. 

Rich.  What  fliall  I  do? 

True.  You  fhall marry  Clelia. 

Rich.  How !  that's  too  hard. 

True.  Too  hard!  why  was  it  then  impos'd  on  mc?  If  you 
narry  her  your  felf,  I  lliall  believe  you  intended  me  no  Inju- 
y;  fo  your  Behaviour  will  be  juftitied,  my  Refentment  ap- 
:  'eas'd,  and  the  Lady's  Honour  repair'd. 

Rich.  'Tis  infamous. 

True.  No,  by  Heavens,  'tis  Jullice,  and  what  is  juft  is  ho- 
lourable :  if  Promiles  from  Man  to  Man  have  Force,  why  not 

rom  Man  to  Woman  .^ Their  very  Weaknefs  is  the  Char- 

er  of  their  Power,  and  they  Ihou'd  not  be  injui'd,  becaufe 
hey  can't  return  it. 

Ruh.  Return  my  Sword. 

True.  In  my  Hand  'tis  the  Sword  of  Juftice,  and  I  fhou'd 
.ot  part  with  it. 

Z  q  -^^^^- 
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Rick  Then  fiieath  it  here,  Pll  die  before  I  confent  fo  bafely. 

Tr^e.  Coniider,  Sir,  the  Sword  is  worn  for  a  diftinguiiliing 
Mcirk  of  Honour  : Promife  me  one,  and  receive  t'other. 

Rich,  ril  promife  nothing,  'till  I  have  that  in  my  Power. 

T'r'^e.  Take  it.  [^brows  him  his  Sword. 

Rich.  I  fcorn  to  be  compell'd  even  to  Juilice  ;  and  now  that 

I  may  refifl:,  I  yield. Truemaji.,  I  have  injur'd  thee,   and 

Clelia  I  have  feverely  wrong'd. 

'True.  Wrong'd  indeed,  Sir  ; and  to  aggravate  the 

Crime,  the  Fair  Affli61:ed  loves  you.  Mark'd  you  with  what 
Confufion  flie  receiv'd  me  >  She  wept,  the  injur'd  Innocence 
wept,  and  with  a  flrange  Rehiclance  gave  confent;  her  mo- 
ving Softnefs  pierc'd  my  Heart,  tho'  I  millook  the  Caufe. 

Rich.  Your  youthful  Vertuc  warms  my  Breaft,  and  melts  it 
into  Tendernefs. 

True.  Indulge  it,  Sir ;  Juftice  is  noble  in  any  Form :  think 
of  the  Joys  and  Raptures  will  polfefs  her,  when  fhe  finds  you 
inllead  of  me  :  you,  the  dear  DilTembler,  the  Man  ftie.  loves, 
the  Man  (lie  gave  for  loft,  to  find  him  true,  return'd,  and  in 
her  Arms. 

Rich.  No  new  PofTelTion  can  give  equal  Joy: It  fhall 

be  done,  the  Prieil  that  waits  for  you,  fliall  tie  the  Knot  this 
Moment ;  in  the  Morning  Pll  expecl  you'll  give  mc  Joy. 

\_Exit. 

True.  So,  is  not  this  better  now  than  cutting  of  Throats  ?  I 
have  got  my  Revenge,  and  the  Lady  will  have  hers  without 
Blood-ihed.  ^  \Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  an  Apartment.^  Conftance  and  Servant. 

Ser.  He's  jufl:  a  coming  up.  Madam.  j 

Con.  My  Civility  to  this  Man  will  be  as  great  a  Conftraint ' 
upon  m,e,  as  Rudenefs  wou'd  be  to  his  Brother  ;  but  I  muft 
bear  rt  a  little,  becaufe   our  Defigns  require  it;    [_Enter  T. 

'Wou'dbe.]  his  Appearance  fhocks  me: My  Lord,  I  wilh 

you  Joy. 

Y.  U^.  Madam,  'tis  only  in  your  Power  to  give  it  ;  and 
wou'd  you  honour  me  with  a  Title  to  be  really  proud  of,  it 
fhou'd  be  that  of  your  humbleft  Servant. 

Con.  I  never  admitted  any  body  to  the  Title  of  an  humble 
Servant,  that  I  did  not  intend  fhould  command  me ;  if  your 
Lordlhip  will  bear  with  the  Slavery,  you  fnall  begin  when 
you  pleafe,  provided  you  take  upon  you  the  Authority  when 
I  have  a  mind. 

Y.  /r. 
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Y.  IV.  Our  Sex,  Madam,  make  much  better  Lovers  than 
Husbands ;  and  I  think  it  highly  unrealbnablc,  that  you  Ihould 
put  your  felf  in  my  Power,  when  you  can  lb  abfolutcly  keep 
rne  in  yours. 

Con.  No,  my  Lord,  we  never  truly  command  till  we  have 
given  our  Promife  to  obey  ;  and  we  are  never  in  more  danger 
of  being  made  Slaves,  than  when  we  have  'em  at  our  Feet. 

Y.  U^.  True,  Madam,  the  greateil  Empires  arc  in  moll  Dan> 
ger  of  falling  ;  but  it  is  better  to  be  abfolute  there,  than  to  acl 
by  a  Prerogative  that's  confin'd. 

Con.  Well,  well,  my  Lord,  I  like  the  Conflltutlon  we  live 
under;  I'm  for  a  limited  Power,  or  none  at  all.   , 

Y.W.  You  hitve  fo  much  the  Heart  of  the  Subje£l:.  Madam, 
that  you  may  rule  as  you  pleafe;  but  you  hav,e  weak  Preten- 
ces to  a  limited  Sway,  where  your  Eyes  have  already  play'd 

the  Tyrant. 1  think  oae  Privilege  of  the  People  is  to  kiis 

their  Sovereign's  Hand.  {T'ak'ing  her  Hand. 

Con.  Not  till  they  have  taken  the  Oaths,  my  Lord ;  and  he 
that  refufes  them  in  the  Form  the  Law  prefcribes,  is,  1  think, 
no  better  than  a  Rebel. 

Y.  IV,  By  Shrines  and  Altars,  [^KnceUng.']  by  all  that  yon 
think  juft,  and  I  hold  good,  by  this,  [Tak'rag  her  Hand.']  the 
faired,  and  the  dearefl:  Vow [^KiJ/Ing  her  Hami. 

Con.  Fie,  my  Lord.  [Seemh^gly  yielding. 

Y.  IV.  Your  Eyes  arc  mine,  they  bring  me  Tidings  from 
your  Heart ,  that  this  Night  I  fhall  be  happy. 

Con.  Wou'd  not  you  defpife  aConquelt  fo  eafilygain'd? 

Y.  IF.  Yours  will  be  the  Conqued,  and  I  Ihall  deipifc  al! 
'the  World  but  you. 

Con.  But  will  you  promife  to  make  no  Attempts  upon  my 
Honour. 

Y.PV.  That's  foolifn.  [4^i.^]  Not  Angels  fent  on  Meflages 
to  Earth,  (hall  vifit  with  more  Innocence. 

Con.  Ay,  ay,  to  be  lure lAJidc.']  My  Lord,  I'll  fend 

one  to  condu6i:  you.  [_Exit. 

Y.  JV.  Ha,  ha,  ha : no  Attempts  upon  her  Honour  ? 

When  I  can  find  the  place  where  it  lies,  I'll  tell  her  more  of 

my  Mind. Nov/  do  I  feel  ten  thoufandC^^^^v/j  tickling  me 

all  over  with  the  Points  of  their  hnows.- W  here's  my  De- 
formity now?  I  have  read  fomewhere  thefe  Lines. 

Tho''  Nature  cafl  me  in  a  rugged  Mouldy 
Since  Fate  has  changed  the  Bullion  into  Gold: 
Cupid  returns y  breaks  all  his  Shafts  of  head ., 
A'fid  ti^s  each  Arrow  'Vjith  a  Golden  Head. 

Z  4  Feathered 
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Feather' d  with  'Title ^  the  gay  lordly  Dart 
Flies  proudly  on^  whtlfi  every  Virgin* s  Heart 
Swells  with  Ambition  to  receive  the  Smart. 

Enter  Elder  Wou'dbe  behind  him. 


E.  W.  Thns  to  adorn  Dramatick  Story^ 
[        Stage-Hero  flruts  in  borrow"* d  Glory^ 

Proud  and  Auguft  as  ever  Man  f aw,, 
r       And  ends  his  Empire  in  a  Stanza.  [Slaps  hmroa  the  Shoulder.. 

Y.W,  Ha!  my  Brother! 

E.  W.  No,  perfidious  Man ;  all  Kindred  and  R<?lation  I 
difown :  The  poor  Attempts  upon  my  Fortune  I  cou'd  pardon, 

but  thy.'bafe  Defigns  upon  my  Love  I  can  never  forgive; 

my  Honour,  Birth-right,  Riches,  All  I  couM  more  freely  fpare, 
than  the  leaft  Thought  of  thy  prevailing  here. 

Y.  W.  How^ !  my  Hopes  deceived ;  curs'd  be  the  fair  Delu- 
fions  of  her  Sex :  whilfl:  only  Man  oppos'd  my  Cunning,  I 
flood  fecure;  but  foon  as  Woman  interpos'd,  Luck  changM 

Hands,  and  the  Devil  v^as  immediately  on  her  fide.- Well, 

Sir,  much  good  may  do  you  with  yourMifirefs,  and  may  you 
love,  and  live,  and  ftarve  together.  \Going, 

E.  W.  Hold,  Sir,  I  v^as  lately  your  Prifoner,  nowr  you  are 
mine^  when  the  Ejedment  is  executed,  you  Ihall  be  at  Li- 
berty. 

Y.W,  Eje(5lment! 

E.  IV.  Yes,  Sir,  by  this  time,  I  hope,  my  Friends  have 
purg'd  my  Father's  Houfe  of  that  debauch'd  and  riotous  Swarm 
that  you  had  hiv'd  together. 

Y.  IV.  Confufion,  Sir,  let  me  pafs ;  I  am  the  Elder,  and 
will  be  obey'd.  {Draws. 

E.  W.  Dar'ft  thou  difpute  the  EldedWp  fo  nobly  > 

Y.  W.  I  dare,  and  will,  to  the  lail  Drop  of  my  inveterate 
Blood.   •     .  [They  fight. 

Enter  Tr ueman  and  Teagu  e ,  TxxLtmsXiJirikes  down  their  Swords. 

True.  Hold,  hold,  my  Lord,  I  have  brought  thofe  (hall  foon 
decide  the  Controverfie. 

Y.  IV,  If  I  miftake  not,  this  is  the  Villain  that  decoy'd  me 
abroad.     \^Runs  at  Trueman,  Teague  catches  his  Arm  behind^ 

and  takes  away  his  Sword. 
Tea.  Ay,  be  me  Shoule,  thifh  ifh  the  befht  Guard  upon  the 
Rules  of  Fighting,  to  catch  a  Man  behind  his  Back. 

True. 
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l^rae.  My  Lord,  a  Word:  llVhifpers  E.  Wou'dbe.]  Now, 
Gentlemen,  pleafe  to  hear  this  venerable  Lady. 

[Goes  to  the  Door^  and  brt?;gs  m  Mandrake. 

E.  W.  Mandrake  in  Culiody  ! 

Tea.  In  my  Cufhtody,  fet. 

True.  Now,  Madam,  you  know  what  Punifhment  is  dc- 
ftin'd  for  the  Injury  offerM  to  y^/W/^z,  if  you  don't  immediate- 
ly confefs  the  Truth. 

Man.  Then  I  muft  own,  (Heaven  forgive  me,)  \_Wecping7\^ 
I  muii  own,  that  Hermes.^  as  he  was  ftill  eikemM,  ib  he  is  the 
Firft-born. 

Tea.  A  very  honeft  Woman,  be  me  Shoule. 

Y.  IV.  That  Confeflion  is  extorted  by  Fear,  and  therefore 
of  no  Force. 

Tn^e,  i\y,  Sir,  but  here  is  your  Letter  to  her,  with  the  Ink 
fcarcedry,  where  you  repeat  your  Otfer  of  Five  hundred  Pound 
a  Year  to  fwear  in  your  behalf. 

Tea.  Dat  was  Teague^s  finding  out,  and,  I  believe  St.  Pa- 
trick put  it  in  my  Thoughts  to  pick  her  Pockets. 

Ef7fer  Conftance  ^W  Aurelia. 

Con.  I  hope,  Mr.  lVo:i*dbc.^  you  will  make  no  Attempts  upon 
my  Perfon. 

Y.  I4'\  Damn  your  Perfon. 

E.  //<  But  pray,  Madam,  where  have  you  been  all  this  Even- 
ing ?  [To  Aurelia. 

Aur.  Very  bufie,  I  can  alTure  you,  Sir,  here's  an  honeft 
Conftable  that  I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  marry,  had  the 
greaiie  Rogue  but  one  Drop  of  genteel  Blood  in  his  Veins; 
"what's  become  of  him  ?  [Looking  about. 

Con.  Blefs  me,  Couiin,  marry  a  Conftable! 

Aur.  Why  truly.  Madam,  if  that  Conftable  had  not  come 
in  a  very  critical  Minute,  by  this  Time  I  had  been  glad  to 
marry  any  Body. 

True.  I  take  you  at  your  Word,  Madam,  you  ftiall  marry 
him  this  Moment;  and  if  you  don't  fay  that  I  have  genteel 
Blood  in  my  Veins  by  to  morrow  Morning 

Aur.  And  was  it  you.  Sir? 

True.  Look'e,  Madam,  don't  be  aftiam'd ;  I  found  you  a 
little  in  the  dipahtk\  that's  the  Truth  on't,  but  you  made  a'bravc 
Defence. 

Aur.  I  am  oblig'd  to  you ;  and  tho'  you  were  a  little  whim- 
fical  to  Day';  this  late  x\dventnre  has  taught  me  how  dange- 
rous  it  is  to  provoke  a  Gentleman  by  ill  C'fage;  therefore,  if 

my 
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32iy  Lord  and  this  Lady  will  fhew  us  a  good  Example,  I  think 
we  muft  follow  our  Leaders,  Captain. 

True,  As  boldly  as  when  Honour  calls. 

Con.  My  Lord,  there  was  taken  among  your  Brother's 
jovial  Crew,  his  Friend  Suhtleman^  whom  we  have  taken  care 
to  fecure. 

E.//-^.  For  him  the  Pillory ;  for  you.  Madam — \T'o  Mandrake. 

Itea.  BemeShoule,  (he  fhall  be  married  to  MaiihterF/^^^r. 

E.  W.  For  you.  Brother ! ^ 

Y.W,  Poverty  and  Contempt 

To  which  I  yield  as  to  a  milder  Fate^ 

Than  Obligations  from  the  Man  I  hate.  [Exit. 

E.  //''.  Then  take  thy  Wifh And  now,  I  hope,  all 

Parties  have  receiv'd  their  due  Rewards  and  Punifhments. 

Tea.  But  what  will  you  do  for  poor  Teague.,  Maifhter.^ 

E.  IV.  What  ihall  I  do  for  thee.> 

Tea.  Arab,  maak  me  a  Juftice  of  Peafh,  dear  Joy. 

E.  JV.  Juftice  of  Peace!  thou  art  not  qualify'd,  Man. 

Tea.  Yeft,  fet  am  I 1  can  take  the  Oats,  and  write  my 

Mark I  can  be  an  honeflit  Man  my  fhelf,  and  keep  a 

great  Ro^ue  for  my  Clerk. 

E.  /^.  Well,  well,  you  ihall  be  taken  Care  of;  and  now. 
Captain  we  fet  out  for  Happinefs- ■ . 

Let  none  defpalr  whatever  their  Fortunes  he^ 
Fortune  nmft  yield.^  'WOii^d  Men  but  aft  Itke  rne. 
Ch^fe  a  brave  Friend  as  Partner  of  your  ^reajl^         ^  1 
Be  aBive  ujh en  your  Right  is  in  Contejl'^  ^ 

Be  try.c  to  Love.,  and  Fate  will  do  the  rejl.^  '3 

FINIS. 


'^^^JT  r^f^so^^-  7^;^ 
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EPILOGUE: 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Hook. 

\UR  Poet  opened  with  a  loud  Warlike  Blafi, 
But  now  weak  Woman  is  his  fafefi  Ca/l^ 
To  hring  him  off  with  Quarter  at  the  lafl  : 
Not  that  he^s  vain  to  think^  that  I  can  fay^ 
Or  he  can  write  fine  things  to  help  the  Play. 
*The  various  Scenes  have  drain  d  his  Strength  and  Art  \ 
And  /,  you  know^  had  a  hardftruggling  Part  : 
But  then  he  brought  me  off^  with  Life  and  Ltmb ; 

Ah !  lVoH''d  that  I  coiCd  do  as  much  for  him. 

Stay.^  let  me  think your  Favours  to  excite^ 

I  ftill  muft  ad  the  Part  I  playVv  to  Night, 

For  whatfoe''er  may  he  your  fly  Pretence,, 

Tou  like  thofe  heft^  that  }nake  the  bcft  Defence ' 

But  this  is  nee  die fs '7/"j-  in  vain  to  crave  ii^ 

If  you  have  damn'^d  the  Play,^  no  Power  can  fave  it. 

Not  aU  the  Wits  of  Athens,  and  of  Rome  ; 

Not  Shakefpear,  Johnfon,  cou  d  revoke  its  Doom: 

Nay^  what  is  more if  once  your  Anger  roufes^ 

Not  all  the  courted  Beauties  of  both  Houfes. 

He  wou'd  have  end.ed  here hut  I  thought  meet^ 

"To  tell  him  there  was  left  one  fafe  Re  treaty 

Protedion  facred^  at  the  Ladies  Feet. 

To  that  he  anfiver'^d  in  fubmijfive  Strain ^ 

He  pay''d  all  Homage  to  this  Female  Reigtt,^ 

And  therefore  turn'^d  his  Satyr  ^gainfi  the  Men. 

From  your  great  Queen .^  this  Sovereign  Right  ye  draw^ 

'To  keep  the  Wits^  as  pe  the  World  in  Awe  : 

To  her  bright  Scepter^  your  bright  Lyes  they  bow ;  "^  ' 

Such  awful  Splendour  fits  on  eii'ry  Brow,  ^ 

AB  Scandal  on  the  Sex  were  Treafon  now.  J 

The  Play  can  tell  with  what  Poetick  Care^ 

He  labour'* d  to  redrefs  the  injur'^d  Fair.^ 

Aid  if  you  woyi*tproted,  the  Men  will  damn  him  there 

'Ihen  fave  the  Mufe,  that  flies  to  ye  for  Aid; 

Perhaps  my  poor  Requefl  may  fome  perfuade^ 

Becaufe  it  is  the-firfl  I  ever  made,    -'a*.  "«♦♦.> 
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T  O    A  L  L 

Friends  round  the  JFrekin, 

My  Lords  and  Gentlemen^ 

INftead  of  the  mercenary  Expe6lations  that  attend  AddrefTes 
of  this  Nature,  I  humbly  beg,  That  this  may  be  received 
as  an  Acknowledgment  for  the  Favours  you  'have  already 
confer'd:  1  have  tranlgrefs'd  the  Rules  of  Dedication  in  offer* 
ing  you  any  thing  in  that  Style,  without  firft  asking  your 
Leave:  But  the  Entertainment  I  found  in  Shrotpire^  com- 
mands me  to  be  grateful,  and  that's  all  I  intend. 

'Twas  my  good  Fortune  to  be  order'd  fome  time  ago  into 
the  Place  which  is  made  the  Scene  of  this  Comedy;  f  was  a 
perfe6l  Stranger  to  every  thing  in  Salop^  but  its  Character  of 
Loyalty,  the  Number  of  its  Inhabitants,  the  Alacrity  of  the 
Gentlem.en  in  Recruiting  the  Army,  with  their  generous  and 
hofpitable  Reception  of  Strangers. 

This  Character  I  found  fo  amply  verify'd  in  every  Parti- 
cular, that,  you  made  Recruiting,  v/hich  is  the  greatefl  Fa- 
tigue upon  Earth  to  others,  to  be  the  greatefl-  Pleafure  in  the 
World  to  mc. 

The  Kingdom  cannot  Ihew  better  Bodies  of  Men,  better  In^ 
clinations  for  the  Service,  more  Generofity,  more  good  Un- 
derflanding,  nor  m.ore  Politenefs  than  is  to  be  found  at  the 
Foot  of  ihQlVrekin, 

Some  little  Turns  of  Humour  that  I  met  with  almod  w^ithia 
the  Shade  of  that  famous  Hill,  gave  the  Rife  tothisComxcdy; 
and  People  were  apprehenlive  that,  by  the  Example  of  fome 
others,  I  would  make  the  Tow^n  merry  at  the  Expence  of  the 
Country-Gentlemen :  But  they  forgot  that  I  was  to  WTitc  a 
Comedy,  not  a  Libel ;  and  that  whilil  I  held  to  Nature,  no 
Perfon  of  any  Character  in  your  Country  could  fuffcr  by  being 
expos'd.  I  have  drawn  the  Juftice  and  the  Clown  in  their  P//- 
rts  Naturalibus  \  the  one  an  apprehenfive,  fturdy,  brave  Block- 
head; and  the  other  a  worthy,  honeii,  generous  Gentleman, 
hearty  in  his  Country's  Caufe,  and  of  as  good  an  Underflan- 
ding  as  I  could  give  him.,  which  I  mull:  conKfs  is  far  lliort  of 
his  own. 

I  hum- 


The  Epijile  "Dedicatory, 

I  humbly  beg  leave  to  interline  a  Word  or  two  of  the  Ad- 
veiltures  of  the  Recmltlng-Officer  upon  the  Stage.  Mr.  Rich^ 
who  commands  the  Company  for  which  thofe  Recruits  were 
raisM,  has  defir'd  mc  to  acquit  him  before  the  World  of  a 
Charge  which  he  thinks  lies  heavy  upon  him,  for  acling  this 
Play  on  Mr.  Durfefs  third  Night. 

Be  it  known  unto  all  Men  by  thefe  Prefents^  T'hat  it  was  my 
Ad  And  Deed^  or  rather  Mr.  Durfey''%\  for  he  wou'd  play  his 
third  Night  againft  the  firfl  of  mine.  He  brought  down  a  huge 
Flight  of  frightful  Birds  upon  me ;  when  (Heaven  knows)  I 
had  not  a  feather'd  Fowl  in  my  Play,  except  one  fmgle  Kite: 
But  I  prefently  made  Flume  a  Bird,  becaufe  of  his  Name,  and 
'Brazen  another,  becaufe  of  the  Feather  in  his  Hat ;  and  with 
thefe  three  I  engaged  his  whole  Empire,  which  I  think  was  as 
great  a  Wonder  as  any  in  the  Sun.  i 

But  to  anfwer  his  Complaints  more  gravely,  the  Seafon  was 
far  advancM ;  the  Officers  that  made  the  greatefl  Figures  in 
my  Play,  were  all  commanded  to  their  Polls  abroad,  and  wait- 
ed only  for  a  Wind,  which  might  polTibly  turn  in  lefs  than 
a  Day  :  And  I  know  none  of  Mr.  Durfey\  Birds  that  had 
Pofts  abroad  but  his  Woodcocks^  and  their  Seafon  is  over ;  fo 
that  he  might  put  off  a  Day  with  lefs  Prejudice  than  the  Re- 
crmting'Ojficer  cou'd ;  who  has  this  farther  to  fay  for  himfclf, 
that  he  was  polled  before  the  other  fpake,  and  could  not  with 
Credit  recede  from  his  Station. 

Thefe  and  fome  other  Rubs  this  Comedy  met  with  before 
it  appear'd.  But  on  the  other  hand,  it  had  powerful  Helps 
to  fct  it  forward :  The  Duke  of  Ormond  encouraged  the  Au- 
thor, and  the  Earl  of  Orrery  approvM  the  Play.  My  Recruits' 
were  reviewed  by  my  General  and  my  Collonel^  and  could  not 
fail  to  pafs  Mufter\  and  ftill  to  add  to  my  Succefs,  they  were 
rais'd  among  my  Friends  round  the  Wrekin. 

This  Health  has  the  Advantage  over  our  other  celebrated 
Toads,  never  to  grow  worfe  for  the  wearing :  'Tis  a  lafting 
Beauty ,  old  without  Age,  and  common  without  Scandal. 
That  you  may  live  long  to  fet  it  chearfully  round,  and  to 
enjoy  the  abundant  Pleafures  of  your  fair  and  plentiful  Coun- 
try, is  th«  hearty  Wifh  of, 

'    My  Lords  and  Gentlemen^ 

Tour  mofi  obliged^ 

and  mofi  obedient  Servant. 

3t  G,  Farquharj 


THE 

PROLOGUE 


TAT  Ancient  umes  -when  HqWcxi's  fatal  Charms 
•^  Rous\i  the  contendirtg  Umverfe  to  Arms^ 
T'he  Grsjcian  Council  happily  deputes 

The  ,0,y  \J\y&s  forth to  ra'ife  Recruits. 

The  Artful  Captain  found^  -ivithput  delay ^ 

pfl.iere  Great  Achilles,  a  Deferter  lay. 

Him  Fate  had  ■lijarn'dto  jhun  the  Trojan  Blo-ivs  :  . 

Him  Greece  reqnir\l againfi  their  Trojan  Foes. 

All  the  Recruiting  Arts  were  needful  here^ 
To  raife  this  Great.,  this  timorous  Volunteer. 

Uh'llcs  ivell could  talk He  jlirs^  he  warms 

The  H^arlike  Touth He  liftens  to  the  Charms 

Of  P hinder^  fine  lac^ d  Coats.,  and  glitf  ring  Arms. 

UlylTes  caught  the  young  afpiring  Boy., 

And  lifted  him  ivho  -wrought  the  Fate  6/ Troy. 

Thus  by  Recruiting  was  bold  Hedor  flain  ; 

Recruiting  thus  firr  Hellen  did  regain. 

If  for  One  Hellen  frtch  prodigious  wings 

1  //  'ere  aded.,  that  they  even  lifted  Kings  ; 
Iffji-  one  He II en 'i  artful^  vicious  Charms., 
Half  the  tranfpOYted  IVorld  vj as  found  in  Arms  ; 

,  What  for  fo  w^»)'Hellens  may  We  dare., 
Whofe  Minds  as  -well  as  Faces  are  fo  Fair? 
If  b\  one  Hellen'j  £y^^,  O/i  Greece  cou^d find 
//J  Homer  /;rV  to  write •Rv'n  Homer  bivrid  ; 

,  The  Britainsy}//-^  bexond  compare  m.ay  vj^tc^ 
Thai  view  fo  w^^_)' HelldlS  cv'ry  Night. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 

.      M  E  K 


Mr.  BaUatice^y 
Mr.  Scale,       S- 
Mr.  Scruple^    ^ 

Mr.  Keef^, 

Three  Jufticcs. 

Mr.  Phillips 

-  ■:   .'•■■■    "  , 

Mr.  Ke}it. 

Mr.  JVorthy^  a  Gentleman  of  Shropptre.  Mr.  IVHUams. 

Capt,  P//ifr/^^,  ^,  T-       T5        .  .„^  ni«^..  o      Mr.  Wilks.        ' 
Capt.  Br^^  J,  /  ^^°  Recruiting  Ofhcers.     ^^^^  ^^.^^^^^ 

Kite^  Serjeant  to  Plume,  Mr.  Eftcourt. 

Bullocky  a  Country  Clown.     \  Mr.  Bullock,  ] 

WOMEN.       ' 

il'MW^,  a  Lady  of  Fortune.    ,  Mts.  Rogers, 

Sylvia    Daughter  to  BaUa-^cc.-X^  ^^^^^  gyj^^^^ 

m  love  with  Plume.         jj  ■ 

Lucy^  Melinda's  Maid,  Mrs.  Sapsford. 

Af/fj  a  Country  Wench.  Mrs,  MouKtJorh 

"^  Conflablc,  Recruits,  Mob,  Sei-vants  and  Attendants.  , 

SCENE,  SHREIVSEURT. 


(I ) 


THE 


RECRUITING  OFFICER, 


A  C  T     I. 

SCENE,  The  Mar ket-T lace "Drumbeats 

the  Granadeer-March: 


Kite  maVtyig 
a  Speech. 


Enter  y,rr'efiy^f  Kite,  foUovJ' d  by  the  Moh. 


any  Gentlemen  Soldiers,  or  o- 
thers,  have  a  Mind  to  icrve  her 
Majefty,  and  pull  down  the  trench 
King  :  If  any  Prentices  have  lev  ere 
Malters ,  any  Children  have  un- 
dutiiul  Parents  :  If  any  Servants 
have  too  little  Wages,  or  any  Husband  too  much  Wife  :  Let 
them  repair  to  the  noble  Serjeant  AVj^,  attheSignof  thei?^i'^?ir 
in  this  good  Town  o'i  Shrcvjsburs^    and  they  fhall  receive  pre- 

fent  Relief  and  Entertainment — '■ Gentlemen,  I  don't  beat 

my  Drums  hereto  infnare  or  inveigle  any  Man  '  for  you  mull- 
know,  Gentlemen,  that  I  am  a  Man  of  Honour  ;  Befides,  I 
don't  beat  up  for  comm.on  Soldiers  ■  no,  I  lift  only  Granadeers, 

Granadeers,  Gentkmen^ Pray,  Gentlemen,  obferve  this 

(Cap This  is  the  Cap  of  Honour,  it  dubs  a  Man  a  Gen- 
tleman in  the  drawing  of  ft  Trick er  ;  and  he  that  has  the 
good  Fortune  to  be  born  fix  Eoot  high, .  was  born  to  be  a 

A  a  2.  great 
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great  Man Sir,  will  you  give  me  leave  to  try  this  Cap  up- 
on your  Head  } 

Mob.  Is  there  no  harm  in*t  ?  Won't  the  Cap  lift  me  ? 

Kite.  No,  no,  no  more  than  I  can Come,  let  me  fee 

how  it  becomes  you  ? 

Mob.  Are  you  fure  there  be  no  Conjuration  in  it?  No  Gun- 
powder Plot  upon  me  ? 

Kite.  No,  no,  Friend  ;  don't  fear,  Man. 

Mob.  My  Mind  mifgivesme  plaguily— Let  mc  fee  it 

* [Going  to  put  it  on.']  It  fmells  woundily  of  Sweat  and 

Brimftone.  Pray,  Serjeant,  what  Writing  is  this  upon  the 
Face  of  it  ? 

Kite.  The  Crown,  or  the  Bed  of  Honour. 

Mob.  Pray  now ,  what  may  be  that  fame  Bed  of  Ho- 
nour ? 

Kite.  O  !  A  mighty  large  Bed  !  Bigger  by  half  than  the 
great  Bed  at  H-are ten  thoufand  People  may  lye  in  it  toge- 
ther, and  never  feel  one  another. 

Mob.  My  Wil'e  and  1  wou'd  do  well  to  lyein't,  for  we  don't 

care  for  feeling  one  another But  do  Folk  fleep  found  in 

this  fame  Bed  of  Honour  ? 

Kite.  Sound .'  Ay,   fo  found  that  they  never  awake. 

Mob.  Wauns  !  I  wifh  again  that  my  Wife  lay  there. 

Kite.  Say  you  fo  >  Then,  I  find.  Brother 

Mob.  Brother  !    Hold  there,  Friend  ;   I  am  no  Kindred  to 

you  that  I  know  of  yet. Look'e,    Serjeant,   no  Coaxing, 

no  Wheedling,  d'ye  fee If  I  have  a  mind  to  lid,   why 

fo If  not,  why  'tis  not  fo therefore  take  your  Cap 

and  your  Brotherfhip  back  again,  for  I  am  not  difpos'd  at  this 

prefent  Writing- No  Coaxing,    no  Brothering  me, 

Faith.       -^ 

Kite.  I  coax  !  I  wheedle !  I'm  above  it !    Sir,  I  have  ferv'd 

twenty  Campaigns But,  Sir,  you  talk  well,  and  I  muft 

own  that  you  are  a  Man  every  Inch  of  you ,    a  pretty  young 

fprightly  Fellow 1  love  a  Fellow  with  a  Spirit  ;     but  I 

fcorn  to  coax,  'tis  bafe  :  Tho'  I  mull  fay,  that  never  in  my 
Life  have  I  feen  a  Man  better  built  !  how  firm  and  ftrong  he 
treads  !  He  iteps  like  a  Caftle  ;   but  I  fcorn  to  wheedle  any 

Man Gome,  honed   Lad,   will  you  take  lliare  of  a 

Pot? 

Mob.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  I'll  fpend  my  Penny  with  the 
bed  He  that  wears  a  Head,  that  is,  begging  your  Pardon,  Sir, 
and  in  a  fair  way. 

Kite,  Give  mc  your  Hand  then  ;    and  now,  Gentlemen,  I 

have  no  moretoliiy,  but  this ^——Here's  a  PurfeofGold, 

and 
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and  there  is  a  Tub  of  humming  Ale  at  my  Quarters 'Ti$ 

the  Queen's  Money,  and  the  Queen's  Drink She's  a  gene- 

rousQueen,  and  loves  her  Subjcds Ihope,  Gentlemen, 

you  won't  refufe  the  Queen's  Health  ? 

All  Mob,  No,  no,  no. 

Kite.  Huzza  then,  huzza  for  the  Queen,  and  the  Honour  of 
Shropjhire . 

All  Mob.  Huzza  ! 

/i/>^.  Beat  Drum.  [Exeunt  Z)r»;;7  heating aGranadeer" s  March, 

"Enter  Plume  in  a  Riding  Habit. 

Plume.  By  the  Granadeer  March,  that  fhou'd  be  my  Drum, 

and  by  that  Shout,    it  lliou'd  beat  with  Succefs Let  me 

fee Four  a  Clock — — [Looking  on  his  M^atch.']  At  Ten  Ye- 

fterday  Morning  I  \tk  London A  hundred  and  Twenty 

Miles  in  Thirty  Hours  is  pretty  fmart  Riding,  but  nothing  to 
the  Fatigue  of  Recruiting. 

Enter  Kite. 

Kite.  Welcome  to  Shrewsbury.,  noble  Captain  :  From  the 
Banks  of  the  Danube  to  the  Severn  fide,  noble  Captain,  you're 
welcome. 

Plume.  Avery  elegant  Reception  indeed,  Mr.  Kite:  Innd 

you  are  fairly  enter'd  into  your  Recruiting  Strain Pray 

what  Succefs  } 

Kite.  I  have  been  here  a  Week ,  and  I  have  recruited 
Five. 

Plume.  Five !  Pray  what  are  they  ? 

Kite.  I  have  lifted  the  ftrong  Man  of  Kent.,  the  King  of  the 
Gipjies.,  a  Scotch  Pedlar,  a  Scoundrel  x\ttorney,  and  a  H\'lcb 
Parfon. 

Plume.  An  Attorney  !  Wert  thou  mad  >  Lift  a  Lawyer  !  Dif- 
charge  him,  difcharge  him  this  Minute. 

Ktte.  Why,  Sir  ? 

Plume.  Becaufe  I  will  have  no  Body  in  my  Company  that 
can  write;  a  Fellow  that  can  write,  can  draw  Petitions^ — i 
fay  this  minute  difcharge  him. 

Kite.  And  what  fhall  I  do  with  the  Parfon  ? 

Plume.  Can  he  write  ? 
•     Kite.  Hum !  He  plays  rarely  upon  the  Fiddle. 

Plume.  Keep  him  by  all  means- But  how  ftands  the 

Country  affeded  }  Were  the  People  pleas'd  v»ith  the  News  01 
my  coming  to  Town^ 

Kite.  Sir,  the  Mob  are  fo  pleas'd  with  your  Plonour,  and 
rtie  Jufticesand  better  fort  of  People  are  fo  delighted  v^itii  roe. 

A  a  3  tha> 
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that  we  fhall  foondoyourBufinefs But,  Sir,  you  havegot^ 

a  Recruit  here,  that  you  little  think  of 

Flume,  Who ! 

Kite.  One  that  you  beat  up  for  the  \':i^  time  you  were  ill 
the  Country  :  You  remember  your  old  Friend  Molly  at  the 
Caftle? 

Flume.  She's  not  with  Child,  I  hope. 

Kite.  No,  no,  Sir, fte  was  brought  to  Bed  yellerday. 

Flume.  Kite.,  you  muft  Father  the  Child. 

Kite.  And  lb  her  Friends  will  oblige  me  to  marry  the  Mo- 
ther. 

Flume.  If  they  fliou'd,  we'll  take  her  with  us  ;  fliecanwafli 
you  know,  and  make  a  Bed  upon  occafion. 

Kite,  Ay,  or  unmake  it  upon  occafion.  But  your  Honour 
knows  that  I  am  marry'd  already. 

Flume.  To  how  many  ? 

Kite.  I  can't  tell  readily 1  have  fet  them  down  fierfe 

upon  the  back  of  the  Mufler-Roll.  \_Dravjsitout.~\  Let  me  fee, 

— Imprimis.,  Mrs.  SheeJy  Smkereyes.,    fhe  fells  Potatoes  upon 

Ormond~Key  in  Dtthhi ^^ggj  Guzzle.,  the  Brandy  Wo- 
man, at  the  Horfe-Guard  at  Whitehall Dolly  Waggon.,  .the 

Carrier's  Daughter  at  Hull Madamoifelle  Van-bottom  fiat 

nt  the  Bufs Then  "Jenny  Oakham.,    the  Ship-Carpenter's 

Widow,  at  Fortfinouth  ;  buf  I  don't  reckon  upon  her,  for  fhe 
was  marry'd  at  the  fame  time  to  two  Lieutenants  of  Marines, 
and  a  Man  of  War's  Boatfwain. 

Flume.  A  full  Company' You  have  nam'd  five - 

Come,  make  'em  half  a  dozen  :—— — Kiie^  -. — is  the  Child  a 
Boy  or  a  Girl  ?  ..  ..'   •    / i 

Kite.  A  Chopping  Boy. 

Flume.  Then  fet  the  Mother  down  in  your  LiO:,  and  the 
Boy  in  mine  :   Enter  him  a  Granadeer  by  the  Name  of  Fr/m^ 

cis  Kite.,   abfent  upon  Furlow I'll  allow  you  a  Man's 

Pay  for  his  Subfiftence,  and  now  go  comfort  the  Wench  in  the 
Straw. 

Kite.  I  fhall,  Sir. 

Flume.  But  hold,  have  you  made  any  ufe  of  your  German 
Po6tor's  Habit  Imce  you  arriv'd  ? 

Kite,  Yes,  yes,  Sir,  and  my  Fame's  all  about  the  Country 
for  the  moffc  faithful  Fortune-teller  that  ever  told  a  Lie-^^ — » 
I  v/as  oblig'd  to  let  my  Landlord  into  the  Secret,  for  the  con- 
venience of  keeping  it  fo  ;  but  he's  an  honeft  Fellow,  and  will 
be  faithful  to  any  F^oguery  that  is  trufted  to  him.  This  De- 
vice, Sir,  will  get  you  Men,  and  me  Money,  which,  I  think, 

Is 
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IS  all  we  want  at  prefcnt-r But  yonder  comes  your  Friend 

Mr.  Worths Has  your  Honour  any  farther  Commands  ? 

Flume.  iNone  at  prefent.  {Exit  Kite.]  'Tis  indeed  the  Pi- 
fiure  oi  Worthy^  but  the  Life's  departed. 

Enter  Worthy. 

What,  Arms  a-crofs,   Worthy  !   Methinks  you  fhould  hold 

•em  open,  when  a  Friend's  To  near The  Man  has  got  the 

Vapours  in  his  Ears,  I  believe:  I  muft  expel  this  melancholy 
Spirit. 

StileeKy  thou  ivorfi  of  Fiends  below. 

Fly  J  I  conjure  thee^  by  this  Magick  Blow. 

{Slaps  Worthy  on  the  Shoulder, 

Wor.  IPlume !  my  dear  Captain,  welcome.  Safe  and  found 
return'd ! 

Plume.  I  'fcap'd  fafe  from  Germany,  and  found,  I  hope, 
from  London ;  you  fee  I  have  lofl  neither  Leg,  Arm,  nor  Nofe  ; 
then  for  my  inlide,  'tis  neither  troubl'd  with  Sympathies  nor 
Antipathies  ;  and  I  have  an  excellent  Stomach  for  Koall- 
Beef. 

War.  Thou  art  a  happy  Fellow,  once  I  was  fo. 

Vlurne,  What  ails  thee,  Man  >  No  Inundations  nor  Earth- 
quakes mlVales,  Ihope?  Has  your  Father  rofe from  the  Dead, 
and  reafTum'd  his  Eibte  ? 

Wor.  No. 

Plume.  Then  you  are  marry'd  furely, 

Wor.  No. 

Plume.  Then  you  are  mad,  or  turning  Quaker. 

Wor.  Come,  I  muft  out  v/ith  it Your  once  gay,  roving 

Friend,  is  dv^indl'd  into  an  obfequious,   thoughtful,   romaa- 
tick,  conftant  Coxcomb. 

Plume.  And  pray  Vvhat  is  all  this  for? 

Wor.  For  a  Woman. 

Plume.  Shake  Hands,  Brother,  ifthou  go  to  that,  behold  me 
as  obfequious,  as  thoughtful,  and  as  conftant  a  Coxcomb  as 
your  Worfhip. 

Wor.  For  whom  ? 
.   Plume.  For  a  Regiment— — But  for  a  Woman !  'Sdeath  ! 
I  have  been  conftant  to  fifteen  at  a  time,   but  never  melan- 
choly  for  one,   and  can  the  Love  of  one  bring  you  into  thii 
Condition  ?  Pray,  who  is  this  wonderful  Heilenl 

Wor.  A  Hellen  indeed,  not  to  be  won  under  a  ten  Years  Siege, 
^s  great  a  Beauty,  and  as  great  a  Jilt. 

Plume.  A  Jilt !  Pho  I  Is  fhe  as  great  a  Whgrc^ 

Wor,  No,  no, 

A  a  4  Pbme. 
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Plume.  'Tis  ten  thoufand  pities  :    But  who  is  fhe  >    Do  I 

know  her  ? 

M'W.  Very  well. 

Plume.  That's  impolTible 1  know  no  Womati' that  will 

hold  oiu  a  ten  Year's  Siege. 

IFor.  VvHiat  think  you  of  MeUnda  ?    .  , 

Phrme.  Mclvdda  \  Why,  file  began  to  capitulate  th?s  timg 
Twelve-motith,  and  offer'd  to  furrender  upon  honourably 
Terms ;  and  I  adi'is^'d'you  to  propofe  a  Settlement  of  five  hun- 
dred Pounds  a  Year  to  her,  before  I  went  lail  abroad. 

Wor.  I  did,  and  fhe  hearken'd  to  it,  defiringonly  one  Week 
to  conlidcr ^When,  beyond  her  Hopes,  the  Town  was  re- 
lieved, and  I  forc'd  to  turn  my  Siege  into  a  Blockade. 

Plume.  Explain,  explain. 

Wor.  My  Lady  Richly.,  her  Aunt  in  FlmtpireAiQ?,^  and  leaves 
jher,  at  this  critical  time,  twenty  thoufand  Pounds. 

Plume.  Oh  the  Devil!   what  a  delicate  Woman  was  there 

fpoil'd  !  "But  by  the  Rules  of  War  now Worthy.,  Blockade 

was  foolifh  •  '  After  fuch  a  Convoy  of  Provifibns  was  en- 
ter'd  the  Place,  you  could  have  no  thought  of  reducing  it  by 
Famine  ;  yOu  Ihould  have  rcdoublM  your  Attacks,  taken  the 
Tow^n  by  Storm,  or  have  dy'd  upon  the  Breach. 

Wor.  I  did  make  one  general  AlTauIt,  and  pufli'dit  with  all 
my  Forces  ;  but  I  was  fo  vigoroufly  repulsM,  that  dcfpairing 
of  ever  gaining  her  for  a  Miilrefs,  I  have  alter'd  my  Condudl-, 
given  my  AddrefTes  the  obfequious  and  diftant  turn,  and  court 
her  now  for  a  Wife. 

Plume.  So  as  you  grew  obfequious,  fhe  grew  haughty  ;  and 
becaufe  you  approach'd  her  as  a  Goddefs ,  Ihe  us'd  you  lik^ 
a  Dog. 

Wor,  Exactly. 

Plume.  'Tis  the  way  of 'em  all.— Come,  Worthy^  your 

obfequious  and  diflant  Airs  will  never  bring  you  together  ; 
you  muft  not  think  to  furmount  her  Pride  by  your  Humility : 
WouM  you  briflg  her  to  better  thoughts  of  you,  ^.t  muft  be 
reduc'd  to  a  meaner  Opinion  of  her  felf  Let  me  fee;  the  ve- 
ry firll  thing  that  I  would  do,  ihould  be  to  lie  with  her  Cham- 
ber-maid, and  hire  three  or  four  Wefiches  in  the  Neighbourr 

■hood  to  report  that  I  had  got  them  with  Child- Suppofe 

we  lampoon'd  all  the  pretty  Women  in  Town,  and  left  her 
out  ;  or,  what  if  we  made  a  Ball,  and  forgot  to  invite  her. 
with  one  or  two  of  the  uglieft. 

Wor.  Thefp  wou'd  be  Mortifications,  I  muft  cpnfefs ;  but  we, 
live  in  fuch  a  precife,  dull  Place,  that  we  can  have  no  Balls, 
jiQ  Lampoons,  no — ■ — — . 

Plume 
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Plume,  What !  no  Baftards !  and  fo  many  Recruiting  Offi- 
cers in  Town !  I  thought  'twas  a  Maxim  among  them,  to 
leave  as  many  Recruits  in  the  Country  as  they  carry'd  out. 

JVor.  No  body  doubts  your  good  Will,  noble  Captain,  in 
ferving  your  Country  with  your  bed  Blood,  witncls  our  Friend 
Molly  at  the  Caftle ;  there  have  been  Tears  in  Town  about 
that'Bufinefs,  Captain. 

Plume.  I  hope  Sylvia  has  not  heard  of  it. 

JVor.  O  Sir,  have  you  thought  other?  I  began  to  fancy  you 
had  forgot  poor  Sylvia. 

Plume.  Your  Affairs  had  quite  put  mine  out  of  my  Head, 
'Tis  true,  Sylvia  and  I  had  once  agreed  to  go  to  Bed  together, 
couM  we  have  adjufied  Preliminaries ;  but  0:c  wou'd  have 
the  Wedding  before  Confummation,  and  I  was  for  Confum^ 
mation  before  the  Wedding ;  we  cou'd  not  agree.  She  was 
a  pert,  obftinate  Fool,  and  wou'd  lofe  her  Maiden-head  her 
own  way,  fo  fhe  may  keep  it  for  Plume. 

l^-^or.  But  do  you  intend  to  marry  upon  no  other  Conditions  ? 

Plume.  Your  Pardon,  Sir,  Pll  marry  upon  no  Condition  at 

all.' If  I  fliou'd,  I  am  refolv'd  never  to  bind  my  ioM  to 

a  Woman  for  my  whole  Life,  till  I  know  whether  1  fliall  like 
her  Company  for  half  an  Hour.     Suppofe  I  marry'd  a  Woman 

that  wanted  a  Leg fuch  a  thing  might  be,  unlefs  I  exa- 

min'd  the  Goods  beforehand if  People  wou'd  but  try  one 

another's  Conftitutions  before  they  engag'd,  it  wou'd  prevent 
all  thefe  Elopements,  Divorces,  and  the  Devil  knows  what. 
•  Wor.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  the  Town  did  not  Hick  to  fay, 
that 

Phime.  I  hate  Country-Towns  for  that  Reafon if  your 

Town  has  a  dilhonourable  thought  of  ^v/i'/^,  it  deferves  to  be 

burnt  to  the  Ground. I  love  Sylvia.,  I  admire  her  frank, 

generous  Difpolition There's  fomething  in  that  Girl  more 

than  Woman,  her  Sex  is  but  a  Foil  to  her. The  Ingratir 

tude,  Dillimulation,  Envy,  Pride,  Avarice,  and  Vanity  of  her 

Sifter  Females,  do  but  fet  off  their  Contraries  in  her In 

fliort,  were  1  once  a  General,  I  wou'd  marry  her. 

Wor.  Faith,  you  have  RcafoU' for  were  you  but  a  Cor- 
poral, fhe  wou'd  marry  you But  my  Melima  Coquets  it 

with  every  Fellow  fhe  fees Pll  lay  Fifty  Pound  ihe  makes 

Love  to  you. 

Plu-me.  Pll  lay  Fifty  Pound  that  I  return  it,  if  flie  docs  -^ 

Look'e, //-^c/r/in',  Pll  win  her,  and  give  her  to  you  afterwards.. 

Wvr.  If  you  win  her,  you  Ihall  wear  her,  Faith;  \  wou'd 

^ot  value  the  Conqaeftj  without  the  Credit  of  the  \  idlory.  / 

Enter 
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Enter  Kite.  ~^ 

Ktte,  Captain,  Captain,  a  Word  in  your  Ear. 

Finme.  You  may  fpeak  out,  here  are  none  but  Friends. 

Kite.  You  know,  Sir,  that  you  fent  me  to  comfort  the  good 
Woman  in  the  Straw,  yixs.MoUy — my  Wife,  Mr.lVorthy. 

M^or.  O  ho !  very  well !  1  wiln  you  Joy,  Mr.  Kite, 

Kite.  Your  Worfhip  very  well  may for  I  have  got 

both  a  Wife  and  a  Child  in  half  an  Hour But  as  I  was 

lay iog You  fent  me  to  comfort  Mrs.  Molly my 

Wife  I  mean- But  what  d'ye  think,  Sir  ?  She  was  better 

comforted  before  I  came. 

Flume.  As  how! 

Kite,  Why,  Sir,  a  Footman  in  a  blue  Livery  had  brought-i 
fe^-r  ten  Guineas  to  buy  her  Baby-cloaths. 

Plume.  Who,  in  xht  Nam.e  of  Wonder  cou'd  fend  them  ? 

Kite.  Nay,  Sir,  I  m.uft  vv^hifper  that — Mrs .  Sylvta.  lH^hif^ers. 

Flume.  Sylvia!  Generous  Creature ! 

N^or.  Sxlvia !  Impoifible  ! 

Kite.  Here  are  the  Guineas,  Sir,' 1  took  the  Gold  as 

Part  of  my  Wife's  Portion.  Nay,  farther.  Sir,  fhe  fent  Word 
the  Child  (hoxkld  be  taken  all  imaginable  Care  of,  and  that  fhe 
intended  to  fhnd  God-mother.  The  fame  Footman,  as  I  was 
coming  to  you  with  this  News,  call'd  after  me,  and  told  me, 

fliat  his  Lady  wou'd  fpeak  with  me I  went,  and  upon 

liearing  that  you  were  come  to  Town,  flie  gave  me  half  a 
^Guinea  for  the  News;  and  order'd  me  to  tell  you,  that  Ju- 
llice  BaHance.,  her  Father,  who  is  juft  come  out  of  the  Country, 
would  be  glad  to  fee  you. 

Plume.  There's  a  Girl  for  you,  Worthy ■ —  Is  there  any 

thing  of  Woman  in  this?  No,  'tis  noble,  generous,  manly 
Friendfhip ;  fhew  me  another  Woman  that  wou'd  lofe  an 

Inch  of  her  Prerogative that  way,  without  Tears,  Fits 

and  Reproaches.  The  common  Jealouly  of  her  Sex,  which  is 
nothing  but  their  Avarice  of  Pleafure,  fhe  defpifes  ;  and  can 
paft  with  the  Lover,  tho'  fhe  dies  for  the  Man— Come,  ^or- 
thy Where's  the  bed  Wine. ^  For  there  I'll  quarter. 

Wor,  Horton  has  a  frefh  Pipe  of  choice  Barcelona.,  which  I 
wou'd  not  let  him  pierce  before,  becaufe  I  referv'd  the  Maiden-' 
fcead  of  it  for  your  Welcom-  to  Town, 

Plume.  Let's  away  then Mr.  Kite^  wait  on  the  Lady 

With  my  humble  Service,  and  tell  her,  I  ffiall  only  refrefli  j^ 
little,  and  wait  upon  her. 

W(^r.  Hold,  Kite have  you  feea  th^  other  Recruitings 

Captain? 

^ite.  No,  Sir, 
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.'  Flume.  Another !  -who  is  he  ? 

JVor.  My  Rival  in  the  firft  place,  and  th^^  mofl  unaccqun- 
table  Fellow but  I'll  tell  you  more  as  we  go.  \^ExcH77t. 

SCENE,  An  Apartment. 

Alelinda  and  Sylvia  meeting. 
.'Mel.  Welcome  to  Town,  Couiin  Sylvia.,  {Salute.']  I  envy'd 
you  your  Retreat  in  the  Country ;  for  Shrewsbury^  methinks, 
and  all  your  Heads  of  Shires,  are  the  moil  irregufar  Places  tor 
living;   here  w^e  have  Smoak,  Noife,  Scandal,  AfFe^lation, 

and  Pretenfion ;  in  fhort,  every  thing  to  give  the  Spleen . 

and  nothing  to  divert  it then  the  Air  is  intollerable. 

SvL  O  Madam!  I  have  heard  the  Town  commended  for 
its  Air. 

Mel.  But  you  don't  confider,  Syh'ui^  how  long  I  have  liv'd 
in't !  for  I  can  alTure  you,  that  to  a  Lady,  the  leali  Nice  in 

her  Conftitution No  Air  can  be  good  above  half  a  Year. 

Change  of  Air,  I  take  to  be  the  moll  agreeable  of  any  Varie- 
Cy  ii\  Life. 

Syl,  As  you  fay,  Couiin  Mel'mda.^  there  are  feveral  forts  of 
Airs. 

Mel.  Plha!  I  talk  only  of  the  Air  we  breathe,  or  m.ore  pro- 
perly of  that  we  tafte Have  not  you,  S\lvia.,  found  a  vafl: 

difference  in  the  Tafle  of x\irs  ? 

.S\7.  Pray,  Coufm,  are  not  Vapours  a  fort  of  Air  >  taftc  Air! 
you  might  as  well  tell  me,  I  may  feed  upon  Air  :  But  pritnee, 
my  dear  Melinda^  don't  put  on  fuch  an  h\x  to  me.  Your  E- 
ducation  and  mine  were  juli  the  fame;  and  1  remember  the 
time,  when  we  never  troubled  our  Headsabout  Air,  bur  when 
the  fharpAir  from  the //'d'/^/^  Mountains  made  our  Fingers  aivC 
ill  a  cold  Morning  at  the  Boarding-School. 

Mel.  Our  Education,  Coufm,  was  the  fame,  but  ourTem^ 
peraments  had  nothing  alike;  you  had  theConftitution  of  an 
Horfe. 

•  Syl.  So  far  as  to  be  troubl'd  with  neither  Spleen,  Collick, 
nor  Vapours  ;  I  need  no  Salts  for  my  Stomach,  no  Harts-horn 
for  my  Head,  norWalh  for  my  Complexion.  I  can  gallop  all 
the  Morning  after  the  Hunting-horn,  and  all  the  Evening  al- 
ter a  Fiddle.  In  fhort,  I  can  do  every  thing  with  my  feather, 
J)ut  drink,  and  fiioot  fiying  ;  and  I  am  fure,  1  can  do  every 
thing  my  Mother  cou'd,  were  I  put  to  the  Trial. 

Mel.  You  are  in  a  fair  way  of  being  put  to't;  for  I  am  told 
your  Captain  is  come  to  Town. 
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Syl.  Ay,  Melmda^  he  is  come,  and  I'll  take  Care  he  Iha'n't 
go  without  a  Companion. 

Mel.  You  are  certainly  mad,  Coufin. 

Syl.  And  there's  a  Pleafure  in  being  Mad,  which  none  but 
Mad-men  know. 

Mel.  Thou  poor  Romantick  Quixotl Haft  thou  the 

Vanity  to  imagine,  that  a  young  iprightly  Officer,  that  ram- 
bles o'er  half  the  Globe  in  half  a  Year,  can  confine  his  Thoughts 
to  the  little  Daughter  of  a  Country-Juftice,  in  an  obfcurepart 
of  the  World, 

Syl.  Pfba!  what  care  I  for  his  Thoughts ;  I  fhou'd  not  like 
aManwith  confin'd Thoughts,  it  (hews  aNarrownefsofSouK 
Conftancy  is  but  a  dull  fleepy  Quality  at  bed,  they  will  hard- 
ly admit  it  among  the  manly  Virtues ;  nor  do  I  think  it  de- 
ferves  a  Place  with  Bravery,  Knowledge,  Policy,  Juftice,  and 
fonie  other  Qualities  that  are  proper  to  that  noble  Sex.  In 
ihort,  Melinda.^  I  think  a  Petticoat  a  mighty  fimple  thing,  and 
I  am  heartily  tir'd  of  my  Sex. 

Mel.  That  is,  you  are  tir'd  of  an  Appendix  to  our  Sex,  that 
you  can't  fohandibmely  get  rid  of  in  Petticoats,  as  if  you  were 

in  Breeches C  my  Confcience,  Sylvia^  hadfl:  thou  been  a 

Man,  thou  hadf^  been-  the  greateft  Rake  in  Chriftendom. 

Syl.  I  fhou'd  have  endeavour'd  to  know  the  World,  which 
a  ]\ian  can  never  do  throughly,  without  half  a  hundred  Friend- 
l'hips,and  as  many  Amours ;  bat  now  I  think  on't,  how  ftands 
your  Affair  with  Mr.  Worthy  ? 

Mel.  He's  my  Averfion. 

Syl.  Vapours ! 

Mel.  What  do  you  fay,  Madam  ? 

Svl.  I  fay,  that  you  fhou'd  not  ufe  that  honefl  Fellow  fo 
inhumanly.  He's  a  Gentleman  of  Parts  and  Fortune ;  ^nd 
befides  that  he's  my  Flume'' ^  Friend,  and  by  all  that's  facred 
if  you  don't  ufe  him  better,  I  fhall  expe6l  Satisfadlion. 

Mel.  Satisfadion !  you  begin  to  fancy  your  felf  in  Breeches 

in  good  earneft But  to  be  plain  with  you,  I  like  IVorthy 

the  worfe  for  being  fo  intimate  with  your  Captain,  for  I  take 
him  to  be  a  loofe,  idle,  unmannerly  Coxcomb. 

Syl.  O,  Madam  I  you  never  faw  him,  perhaps,  fince  you 
were  Millrefs  of  Twenty  thoufand  Pound ;  you  only  knew 
him  when  you  were  capitulating  with  Worthy  for  a  Settlement, 
which  perhaps  might  encourage  him  to  be  a  little  loofe,  anc^ 
unmannerly  with  you. 

Mel.  What  do  you  mean,  Madam  ^ 

SyL  My  Meaning  needs  no  Interpretation,  Madarjio 

#4 
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Mel.  Better  it  had,  Madam ;  for  methinks  you   are  too 
plain. 

S\'L  If  you  mean  the  Plainnefs  of  my  Perfon,  I  think  your 
Ladyfhip's  as  plain  as  me  to  the  full. 

Mel.  Were  I  fure  of  that,  I  wou'd  be  glad  to  take  up  with 
:  a  Rakehelly  Officer  as  you  do. 

[     SyL  Again  !  Look'e,  Madam,  you're  in  your  own  Houfe. 
^     Mel.  And  if  you   had  kept  in  yours,  1  Ihou'd  have  ex- 
'  cus'd  you. 

S\L  Don't  be  troubl'd,  Madam,  I  iha'n't  defire  to  have  my 
'  Vilit  rcturn'd. 

Mel.  The  fooncr  therefore  you  make  an  end  of  this,  the 
better. 

SyL  I  am  eafily  perfuaded  to  follow  my  Inclinations,  fo, 
'Ma'dam,  your  humble  Servant.  [£j>r;f. 


Me/.  Saucy  Thing ! 

E'/2ter  Lucy. 

Luc.  What's  the  matter,  Madam  ? 

Mel.  Did  you  not  fee  the  proud  Nothing,  how  fhc  fweU'd 
upon  the  i\rrival  of  her  Fellow. 

Luc.  Her  Fellow  has  not  been  long  enough  arrivM  to  occa- 
fion  any  great  Swelling,  Madam;  I  don't  believe  fhc  has  feea 
him  yet. 

Mel.  Nor  (lia'n't  it  I  can  help  it Let  me  fee 1  have 

it Bring  me  Fen  and  Ink hold,  PU  go  write  in 

my  Clofet. 

Luc.  An  Anfwcr  to  this  Letter,  I  hope,  Madam.  [Prefe^^ts 

Mel.  Who  fent  it?  a  Letter. 

L7ic.  Your  Captain,  Madam. 

Mel.  He's  a  F'ool,  and  I'm  tir'd  of  him,  fend  it  back  uiio- 
'pen'd. 

Luc.  The  MeiTenger's  gone,  Madam^. 

Mel.  Then  how  fhou'd  I  fend  an  Anfwcr }  Gall  him  back 
immediately,  while  I  go  write.  \Exciint. 

ThcEndoftheFirfl  kQ.T. 
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ACT     II. 

SCENE,  An  Apartment . 

Enter  Juflke  Ballance  and  Plume. 
Ball.X  Ook'e,  Captain,  give  us  but  Blood  for  our  Money,  and 
J-^  you  flian't  want  Men.  I  remember  that  for  fome 
Years  of  the  laft  War,  we  had  no  Blood,  no  Wounds,  but  in 
the  Officers  Mouths ;  nothing  for  our  Millions  but  News-Pa- 
pers not  worth  a  Reading Our  Army  did  nothing  but  play 

at  Prifon-Bars,  and  hide  and  feek  with  the  Enemy;  but  now 
ye  have  brought  us  Colours,  and  Standards,  and  Prifoners — 
Ad's  my  Life,  Captain,  get  us  but  another  Marfnal  oi  France ^ 
and  I'll  go  my  felf  for  a  Soldier ■ 

Flume.  Pray,  Mr.  Ballance^  how  docs  your  fair  Daughter  ? 

Ball.  Ah,  Captain  !  What  is  my  Daughter  to  a  Marfliar 
oi  France '{  We're  upon  a  nobler  Subjeft,  I  want  to  have  a 
particular  Defcription  of  the  Battle  o^Hockftat. 

Flume.  The  Battel,  Sir,  was  a  very  pretty  Battel  as  one 
Ihou'd  defire  to  fee,  but  we  were  all  fo  intent  upon  Viclory, 
that  we  never  minded  the  Battel;  all  that  I  know  of  the  mat- 
ter is,  our  General  commanded  us  to  beat  the  French.^  and  we 
did  fo ;  and  if  he  pieafes  but  to  lay  the  Word,  we'll  do't  agen. 
But  pray,  Sir,  how  does  Mrs.  Sylvia  ? 

Ball.  Still  upon  Sylvia!  For  lliame,  Captain,  you  are  en- 
gag'd  already,  wedded  to  the  War ;  Viclory  is  your  Miftrefs. 
and  'tis  below  a  Soldier  to  think  of  any  other. 

Flume.  As  a  Miilrefs,  I  confefs,  but  as  a  Friend,  Mr.  Bal- 
lance. 

Ball.  Come,  come,_Captain,  never  mince  the  Matter,  wou'd 
not  you  debauch  my  Daughter,  if  you  cou'd  f* 

Fkime.  How,  Sir '  I  hope  fne's  not  to  be  debauch'd. 

Ball.  Faith,  but  fhe  is,  Sir ;  and  any  Woman  m  England 
of  her  Age  and  Com.plcxion,  by  a  Man  of  your  Youth  and 
Vigour.  Look'e,  Captain,  once  I  was  young,  and  once  an 
Officer  as  you  are ;  and  I  can  guefs  at  your  Thoughts  now^ 
by  what  mine  were  then ;  and  I  remember  very  well,  that  J 
wou'd  have  given  one  of  my  Legs  to  have  deluded  the  Daugh- 
ter of  an  old  Country  Gentleman,  as  like  me  as  I  was  ther 
like  you. 

Flume 
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'Plume.  But,  Sir,  was  that  Country  Gentleman  your  Friend 
and  Benefa61:or? 

Ball.  Not  much  of  that. 

Plume,  There  the  Comparifon  breaks,  the  Favours  Sir. 
that ■  ' 

Ball.  Pho,  I  hate  Speeches ;  if  I  have  done  you  any  Ser- 
vice, Captain,  'twas  to  pleafe  my  felf,  for  I  love  thee;  and 
if  I  could  part  with  my  Girl,  you  fhouM  have  her  as  foon  as 
any  young  Fellow  I  know:  But  I  hope  you  have  more  Ho- 
nour than  to  quit  the  Service,  and  i^\^Q  more  Prudence  than  to 
follow  the  Camp;  but  (lie's  at  her  own  Dilpofal,  flie  has  lif- 
teen  hundred  Pound  in  her  Pocket,  and  fo  Syhia^  Sylvia. 

{Calls. 
y  'E'dter  Sylvia. 

''  Syl  There  are  fome  Letters,  Sir,  come  by  the  Pod  from 
London^  I  left  them  upon  the  Table  in  your  Clofet. 

Ball,  And  here  is  a  Gentleman  from  Germany.  {Prcfc^ts 
Plume  to  her.']  Captain,  you'll  excufe  me,  I'll  go  and  read 
my  Letters,  and  wait  on  you.  [Exit, 

Syl.  Sir,  you  are  welcome  to  England. 

Plume.  You  are  indebted  to  me  a  Wei  come,  Madam,  /incc 
the  Hopes  of  receiving  it  from  this  fair  Hand,  was  the  prin- 
cipal Caufe  of  my  feeing  England. 

Syl.  I  have  often  heard,  that  Soldiers  were  fincere,  fliall  I 
venture  to  believe  publick  Report  ? 

Plume.  You  may,  when  'tis  back'd  by  private  Infurance  ; 
for  I  fwear.  Madam,  by  the  Honour  of  my  Profeffion,  that 
whatever  Dangers  Mvent  upon,  it  w^as  wn'th  the  Hopeof  mxa- 
king  my  felf  more  worthy  of  your  Efleem  ;  and  if  ever  I  had 
Thoughts  of  preferving  my  Life,  'twas  for  the  Pleafure  of  dy- 
ing at  your  Feet. 

Syl.  Well,  well,  you  (hall  die  at  my  Feet,  or  where  you 
will ;  but  you  know-,  Sir,  there  is  a  certain  Will  and  Tcfla- 
ment  to  be  made  before-hand. 

Plume.^  My  Will,  Madam,  is  made  already,  and  there  it 
;s ;  and  if  you  pleafe  to  open  that  Parchm.eiit,  which  was 
drawn  the  Evening  before  the  Battle  of  BIe?wcim^  you  v/ill 
5nd  whom  I  left  my  Heir. 

^^y.  Mrs.  SyhiaBallance,  [Opens  tbelFill,  and  reads.]  Well, 
Captain,  this  is  a  handfome  and  a  fubflantial  Complimentl 
3Ut  I  can  afTure  you,  I  am  much  better  pleas'd  wi:h  the  bat% 
Knowledge  of  your  Intention,  than  I  iliou'd  have  been  in  the 
Poffeffion  of  your  Legacy:  But  methinks,  Sir,  youTnou'^ 
lave  left  fomethingto  your  liule  Bay  at  xho,  Cafth. 

Plume, 
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Plume,  That's  home,  [Afide.']  My  little  Boy !  Lack-a-day, 
Madam,  that  alone  may  convince  you  'twas  none  of  mine; 
why  the  Girl,  Madam,  is  my  Serjeant's  Wife,  and  fo  the 
poor  Creature  gave  out  that  I  w^as  Father,  in  hopes  that  my 

Friends  might  fupport  heir  in  Cafe  of  Necellity. That  V7as 

all,  Madam— My  Boy !  No,  no,  no. 

Er.ter  a  Sewant. 

$erv.  Madam,  my  Mailer  has  receivM  fome  ill  Neu^s  from 
London^  and  delires  to  fpeak  with  you  immediately,  and  he 
begs  the  Captain's  Pardon,  that  he  can't  wait  on  him  as  he  i 
promis'd. 

Phme.  Ill  News!  Heavens  avert  it,  nothing  could  touch 
me  nearer  than  to  fee  that  generous  worthy  Gentleman  affli- 
cted:  I'll  leave  you  to  comfort  him,  and  be  aflur'd,  that  if  i 
my  Life  and  Fortune  can  be  any  way  fcrviceablc  to  the  Fa-  i 
ther  of  my  S\ivia^  he  fhall  freely  command  both.  -j 

Syl.  The  NecelTity  muft  be  very  prefling,  that  would  engage  ' 
me  to  endanger  either.  [Exeunt  feverally.  \ 

"I 

'       SCENE,  Another  Apartment, 

Enter  Ballance  and  Sylvia.  , 

SyL  Whilfl  there  is  Life,  there  is  Hopes,  Sir;   perhaps  my  I 
Brother  may  recover.  J 

Ball.  We  have  but  little  Reafon  to  expe6l  it;  Do6lor7^//-( 
man  acquaints  me  here,  that  before  this  comes  to  my  Hands, 
he  fears  I  Ihall  have  no  Son Voor  Owen! But  the  De- 
cree is  jufl,  I  was  pleas'd  with  the  Death  of  my  Father,  be- 
caufe  he  left  me  an  Ellate,  and  now  I  am  punlili'd  with 
the  Lofs  of  an  Heir  to  inherit  miine;  I  mufl  now  look  upon 
you  as  the  only  Hopes  of  my  Family,  and  I  expe6l  that  the 
Augmentation  of  your  Fortune  will  give  you  frefh  Thoughts, 
and  new  Profpecls. 

Syl.  My  Defire  of  being  pun6lual  in  my  Obedience,  re- 
quires that  you  would  be  plain  in  your  Commands,  Sir. 

Ball.  The  Death  of  your  Brother  makes  you  foleHeirefs  to 
my  Eflate,  which  you  know  is  about  twelve  hundred  Pounds 
a  Year :  This  Fortune  gives  you  a  fair  Claim  to  Quality, 
and  a  Title;  you  muft  fet  a  jufr  Value  upon  your  felf,  and 
in  plain  Terms,  think  no  more  of  Captain  Phirac. 

Syl.  You  have  often  commended  the  Gentleman,  Sir. 

Ball.  And  I  do  fo  flill,  he's  a  very  pretty  Fellow;  but  tho' 
I  lik'd  him  well  enough  for  a  bare  Son-in-Law,  1  don't  ap- 
prove of  him  for  an  Heir  to  my  Eftate  and  Family ;  lifteer 

'  hundred 
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hundred  Pounds  indeed  I  might  trul>  in    his  Hands,   and  it 

might  do  the  young_Fcllovv  aKindnefs,  but, ods  myLife^ 

twelve  hundred  ^'ound  a  Year  wou'd  ruin  him,  quite  turn 
his  Brain  :  A  Captain  of  Foot  worth  twelve  hundred  Pounds 
a  Year  !  'Tis  a  Prodigy  in  Nature  :  Beiides  this,  1  have  five 
or  f]X  thoufand  Pounds  in  Woods  upon  my  Ellatc  ;  Oh  ! 
That  wouM  make  him  ftark  mad:  For  you  mud  know,  that 
all  Captains  have  a  mighty  Avcrfion  to  Timber,  they  can't 
endure  to  fee  Trees  (landing.  Then  I  fliou  d  have  fomc  Rogue 
of  a  Builder,  by  the  help  of  his  damn'd  Magick  Art,  tranf- 
form  my  noble  Oaks  and  Elms  into  CorniHies,  Portals^  Safhes, 
Birds,  Beads  and  Devils,  to  adorn  fomcmagotty,  new-fa(hio- 
ned  Bauble  upon  the  Thames  ;  and  then  you  fliou'd  have  a 
Dog  of  a  Gardner  bring  a  Habeas  Corpus  for  my  Terra  firma^ 
remove  it  to  Chelfea^  or  Tvj'ittenham^  and  clap  it  into  Grafs- 
Plats,  and  Gravel  Walks. 

"Enter  a  Sen-ant . 

Ser.  Sir,  here's  one  with  a  Letter  below  for  your  Worfhip, 
but  he  will  deliver  it  into  no  hands  but  your  own. 

Bull.  Come,  lliew  me  the  Mellcnger. 

[Exitw/>Z^  Servant. 

Syl.  Make  the  Difpute  between  Love  and  Duty,  and  I  am 

Prince  Frettyman  exaclly. If  niy  Brother  dies,    ah  poor 

Brother!  If  he  lives,  ah  poor  Siller!  'Tis  bad  both  ways;  PU 

try  it  again, Follow  my  own  Inclinations,   and  break 

my  Father's  Heart ;  or  obey  his  Commands,  and  break  my 
ov.m  ;  worfe  and  worfe.  Suppofe  I  take  it  thus  ?  A  moderate 
Fortune,  a  pretty  Fellow  and  a  Pad;  or  a  fine  £  flat  e,  a  Coach 
and  fix,  and  an  Afs That  will  never  do  neither. 

Enter  Juflice  Eallance  and  Servant, 
Ball  Put  four  Horfes  into  the  Coach.   [To  a  Servant y   who 
goes  oat.']   Ho  S-dvia  ! 

Syl.  Sir. 
j ,    hall.  How  old  were  you  when  your  Mother  dyM  ? 
\,    Syh.  So  young,  that  I  don't  remember  1  ever  had  one  ;  and 
you  have  been  fo  careful,   fo  indulgent  to  me  fincc,  that  in= 
deed  I  never  v/anted  one. 
BrJl.  Havel  ever  deny'd  you  any  thing  you  ask'dof  me.> 
SJ,  Never  that  I  remember. 

Ball.  Then,  SyhLi^  I  mull  beg  that  once  in  your  Life  you 
J  wou'd  grant  me  a  Favour. 

Syl.  Why  inouM  you  quefiion  it,  Sir  ? 

I  • 
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Ball.  I  don't,  but  I  wou*d  rather  counfel  than  command ;» 
1  don't  propofe  this  with  the  Authority  of  a  Parent,   but  as 
the  Advice  of  your  F'riend;   that  you  wou'd  take  the  Coach 
this  Moment,  and  go  into  the  Country. 

Syl.  Does  this  Advice,  Sir,    proceed  from  the  Contents  of, 
the  Letter  you  receivM  juft  now  ?  ^  j 

BaU,  No  matter,  1  will  be  with  you  in  three  or  four  Days,^ 

and  then  give  you  my  Reafons. ^But  before  you  go,    I  ex* 

peel  you  will  make  me  one  folemn  Promife. 

Syl.  Propofe  the  thing,   Sir. 

Bali  That  you  will  never  difpofe  of  your  felf  to  any  Man, 
without  my  Confent. 

SyL  I  promife.  | 

'Ball.  Very  well,  and  to  be  even  v^nth  you,  I  promife  I  ne*| 
ver  will  difpofe  of  you  without  your  own  Confent,   and  fo,,; 
Sylvia.^  the  Coach  is  ready  ;  farewel.  [Leads  her  to  the  Door ^  and 
returns.']  Now  fhe's  gone,  Til  examine  the  Contents  of  this 
Letter  a  little  nearer.  ,  \_Reads,  j 

SIR, 

Ti/f^  iMtmncy  with  Mr.  Worthy  .^'^-w  drawn  a  S e cret  from  him ^ 
■^  '^  that  he  had  from  his  Friend  Captain  Plume  ;  and  my  Friend- 
foip^  and  Relation  to  your  Family^  oblige  me  to  give  yoit  timely  no- 
tice of  it  :  'The  Captain  has  dijljonourahle  Defigns  upon  my  Coufin 
Sylvia.  Fvils  of  this  Nature  are  more  eajdy  prevented  than  amend' 
f^,  and  that  you  woiCd  immediately  fend  ray  Coufin  into  the  Country^ 
is  the  Ad'iice  of 

Sir,  your  humble  Servant, 

MELINDA. 

Why  the  Devil's  in  the  young  Fellows  of  this  Age,  they  are 
ten  times  worfe  than  they  were  in  my  time  ;  had  he  made  my 
Daughter  a  Whore,  andforfwore  it  like  a  Gentleman,  I  cou'd 
havealmod  pardon'dit ;  but  to  tell  Tales  beforehand  is  mon- 
llrous-— — Hang  it,  I  can  fetch  down  a  Woodcock  or  a  Snipe, 
and  why  not  a 'Hat  and  Feather  >  I  have  a  Cafe  of  good  PI* 
flols,  and  have  a  good  mind  to  try. 

Enter  Wcrthy. 
Worthy  !    Your  Servant. 
IVor,  Vm  forry,  Sir,  to  be  the  Meffenger  of  ill  News, 
BalL  I  apprehend  it.  Sir,  you  have  heard  that  my  Son  Owe^ 
is  pafl:  Recovery. 
IFor.  My  Letters  fay  he's  dead^  Sir- 

Balh 
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Ball.  He's  happy,  and  rmfatisfied:  The  Strokes  ofHeavca 
I'can  bear;  but  Injuries  from  Men,  Mr*,  fflrt/jy,  are  not  fj 
ealilyiupported. 

I'Por.  I  hope,  Sir,  you're  under  no  Apprchenfion  of  Wrong 
from  any  Body. 

Bail.  You  know,  I  ought  to  be. 

HW.  You  wrong  my  Honour,  Sir,  in  believing  I  couM 
jcnow  any  thing  to  your  Prejudice,  without  refenting  it  :;s 
much  as  you  fhou'd.  * 

Ball.  This  Letter,  Sir,  which  I  tear  in  pieces  to  conceal  the 
Perlcn  that  Cent  it,  intormsmc,  that  PZ/i/^e"  has  a  Deiign  upon 
S\iz-iaj  and  that  you  nre  privy  to't. 

^  //v.  Nay  then,  Sir,  I  muit  do  my  felf  Judice,  and  endea- 
vour to  find  out  the/Vuthor.  [Takt-s  up  a  btt^  Sir,  I  know  the 
Hand,  and  if  you  refufe  to  difcovcr  the  Contents,  Meliy/dci 
fr.all  tell  m.e.  \_GoiKg. 

Ball.  Hold,  Sir,  the  Contents  I  have  told  you  already,  on- 
ly with  this  Circumllance,  that  her  intimacy  with  Mr.  IVor- 
thy  had  drawn  the  Secret  from  Iiim. 

' H^or.  Her  Intimacy  with  me  !  Dear  Sir,  let  me  pick  up  the 
pieces  of  this  Lcuer  ;  'twill  give  mic  fach  a  Power  over  her 
Pride  to  have  her  own  an  Intim.acy  under  her  Hand  :  'Twas 
.the  luckieft  Accident !  [_Gatherrr2g  up  the  Letter. '^\  The  Afper- 
'  lion,  Sir,  was  nothing  but  Malice,  the  Etteclot  a  little  Quar- 
rel between  her  and  IMrs.  Sylvia. 
Bail.  Are  you  Pure  of  that,  Sir  ? 

li'or.  Her  Maid  gave  me  the  Hidory  of  part  of  the  Battel, 
jull  now,  as  (he  ever-heard  it.  But  I  hope,  Sir,  your  Daugh- 
ter has  luner'd  nothing  upon  the  Account. 

Ball.  No,  no,  poor  Girl,  fhe'sib  aif.icled  with  the  News  of 
her  Brother's  Death,  that  to  avoid  Company,  (he  begg'd  leave 
to  be  gone  into  the  Country, 
IVor.  And  is  (he  gone  ? 

Ball,  I  cou'd  not  refufe  her,  (lie  was  fo  prefTmg  ;  the  Coach 
went  from  the  Door  the  Minute  before  you  came. 

li'or.  So  prelTing  to  be  gone,  Sir  ! 1  find  her  Fortune  wilt 

give  her  the  lame  Airs  v/ith  McUkJ-i^   and  then  Plume  and  I 
may  laugh  at  one  another. 

Ball,  Like  enough.  Women  are  as  fubjccl  to  Pride  as  we 
are,    and  why  mayn't  great  Women  as  well  as  great  Men  , 

forget  their  old  Acquaintance  > But  come,  where's  this 

young  Fellow  ?  I  love  him  fo  well,  it  would  break  the  Heart 
of  me  to  think  him*  a  Rafcal — I'm  glad  my  Daugh- 
ter's gone  fairly  off  tho'.  [_Jjide.~\  Wheiw  do^s  the  Captaia' 
quarter  ^ 

B  b  3;  /^"ir. 
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Wot.  At  Hoi-ton's ;  I  am  to  meet  him  there  two  Hours  hencc^ 
and  we  fhould  be  glad  of  your  Company. 

Ball.  Your  Pardon,  dear  M^orthy^  I  mud  allow  a  Day  oir 
two  to  the  Death  of  my  Son  :  The'Decoruni  of  Mourning  is 
what  we  owe  the  World,  becaufe  they  pay  it  to  us  after- 
Wards.    Pm  yours  over  a  Bottle,  or  how  you  will. 

IVor.  Sir,  Pm  your  humble  Servant.  \Y.\Q,m\t.  fever  ally. 

SCENE,  the  Street. 
Enter  Kite,  zvlth  a  Mob  m  each  hand  drunk Y^\lQ.fing^. 


Our  Trentice^om  may  novj  reftife^ 
To  wipe  his  fcoundrel  Mafler'^s  Shoes  ; 
For  now  he^s  free  to  Jingand plav., 

Over  the  Hills  ^  and  far  away.-- Over.^  &c. 

[The  Mob  fing  the  Chorus* 
IVe  jhall  lead  more  happy  Lives, 
Bv  getting  rid  of  Brats  and  Wives, 
'That  fold  and  brawl  both  Night  and  Day  ; 
Over  the  Hills,  and  far  away Over,  &c. 

Kite.  Hey  Boys !  Thus  we  Soldier's  live!  drink,  fing,dance, 

play  \  We  live,  as  one  fhou'd  fay we  live 'tis  im- 

polTible  to  tell  how  we  live We  are  all  Princes Why 

< why,  you  are  a  King — You  are  an  Emperour,   and 

Pm  a  Prince now a'n't  we-- ^ 

ift.  Mob.  No,  Serjeant,  PH  be  Emperor.  \ 

Kite.  No! 

ifl.  Mob.  No,  Pll  be  a  Jufticc  of  Peace, 

Kite.  A  Juftice  of  Peace,  Man! 

id.  Mob.  Ay,  waunswilll;  for fince this PreHing-Adl,  they 
are  greater  than  any  Emperor  under  the  Sun. 

Kite.  Done  :    You  are  a  Juftice  of  Peace,  and  you  are 
King,  and  I  am  a  Duke,  and  a  rum  Duke  a'n't  1  ? 

2d.  Mob.  Ay,  but  Pll  be  no  King, 

Kite.  What  then  > 

2d.  Mob.  Pll  be  a  Queen. 

Kite.  A  Queen ! 

2d.  Mob,  Ay,  Queen  of  England,  that's  greater  than  any  Kiflg 
of 'em  all. 

Kite.  Bravely  faid,  'faith;  Hu22a  for  the  Queen.  [Huzza!  _ 
But  heark'e,  you  Mr.  Juftice,  and  you  Mr.  Queen,  did  yo,i 
never  fee  the  Queen's  Picture  ? 

Mob.  No,  no,  no. 

ite 
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K-tc.  I  wonder  at  that;  I  hare  two  of 'cm  fet  In  Gold,  and 
as  like  her  Majedy,  God  blefs  the  Mark.  Sec  here,  they  are 
let  in  Gold.  Takes  two  Broad-Pieces  out  of  his  Pockety  gives 

0-/1  e  to  each  mob. 

I  ft.  Mob.  The  wonderful  Works  of  Nature !   [Looking  at  it. 

2d.  Alob.  What's  this  written  about  ?  Here's  a  Polie,  I  be- 
lieve, Ca-ro~bis What's  that,  Serjeant? 

Ktte.  O  !  Caroius! Why,  Carolus  is  Latin  for  Queen 

/1»K  ;  that's  all. 

2d.  Mob.  'Tis  a  fine  thing  to  be  a  Scollard Serjeant, 

f  will  you  part  with  this  >   I'll  buy  it  on  you,    if  it  come  with- 
in the  compafs  of  a  Crown. 

Kite.  A  Crown  !  never  talk  of  buying  :  'tis  the  fame  thing 
among  Friends,  you  know;  I'll  prefent  them  to  ye  both:  you 
Dial  I  ^ive  me  as  good  a  thing.  Put  'cm  up,  and  remember 
your  old  Friend,  when  I  am  over  the  Hills,  and  far  away. 

\jthey  fing.^  and  put  up  the  Money, 

"Enter  Plume,  fy^giyig. 
Plume.  Over  the  Hills,  and  o'*er  the  Main^ 
To  Flanders,  Portugal,   or  Spain  : 
The  Queen  commands,  and  ■ive^ll  obey^ 
Over  the  Hills,  and  far  aivay. 
Come  on  my  Men  of  Mirth,  away  with  it,  I'll  make  one  a- 
mong  ye:  Who  are  thefe  hearty  Lads  .^ 

Kite.  Off  with  your  Hats  ;  'Ounds,  off  with  your  Hats : 
This  is  the  Captain,  the  Captain. 

I  ft.  Mob.  We  have  feen  Captains  afore  now,  Mun. 
2d.  Mob.  Ay,  and  Lieutenant-Captains  too  ;    s'ticHi  !    I'lJ 
keep  on  my  Nab. 

III.  Mob.  And  I'fe  fcarcely  d'off  mine  for  any  Captain  in 
England:  MyVether'sa  Freeholder. 

Plume.  Who  are  thefe  jolly  Lads,    Serjeant  ? 
K:tc.  A  couple  of  honell  brave  Fellows,  that  arewillingto 
1  ferve  the  Queen  :  I  have  entertain'd  'cm  juft  now,   as  Volun- 
teers, under  your  Honour's  Command. 

Plume.  And  good  Entertainment  they  fhall  have  :   Volun- 
teers are  the  Men  I  want,  thofc  are  the  Men  fit  to  make  Sol- 
i  diers.  Captains,  Generals, 

'      I'ix.Mub.  Wounds,  Tummas,  what's  this  I  are  you  lifted? 
2d.  Mob.  Flclh  !  not  I :  Are  you  Cojlarl 
I  ft.  Mob.  Wounds,  not  I. 

Kite.  What  !    not  lifted  I    ha,  ha,  ha  ;   a  very  good  Jeft, 
I'faith. 
}ft.  Mob,  Come,  Tummas.,  we'U  go  home 
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idi.Moh.  Ay,  ay,  come.  [ 

Kite.  Home  !    for  fliame,  Gentlemen^  behave  yonr  felvei8i'.J 
better  before  your  Captain  :  Dear  Tummas^  honed  Coflar,       i' 

2d.  ATo/\  No,  no,  we'll  be  gone.  s 

Kite.  Nay  then,  I  command  you  to  ftay  :  I  place  you  both 
Centineis  in  this  place,  for  two  Hours,  to  watch  the  Motion 
of  St.  /^f-rzry's  Clock,  you;  and  you  the  Motion  of  St.  C/Ws  : 
And  he  that  dares  llir  from  his  Poft  till  he  be  relieved,  (hall  have 
my  Sword  in  his  Guts  the  next  Minute. 

Phrme.  What's  the  matter,  Serjeant?  Fm  afraid  you  are  tea, i 
rough  with  thefe  Gentlemen.  ' 

liite.  I'm  too  mild,  Sir  :  They  difobey  Com-mand,  Sir,and- 
one  of  'em  fliou'd  be  fliot  for  an  Example  to  the  other.  ' 

l^Mob.  Shot,  l^ummas  I 

Plume.  Come,  Gentlemen,  what's  the  matter  ? 

I  ft.  Mob.  We  don't  know;  the  noble  Serjeant  is  pl^as'dto, 
be  in  a  Pallion,  Sir but 

Kite  They  difobey  Command,  they  deny  their  being  lifted. 

2d.  Mob.  Nay,  Serjeant,  we  don't  downright  deny  it  nek 
ther;  that  we  dare  not  do,  for  fear  of  being  fhot  :  But  we 
humbly  conceive,  in  a  civil  way,  and  begging  your  Worfhip's 
Pardon,  that  we  may  go  home. 

Phime.  That's  eafily  known ;  have  either  of  you  receivM  any 
of  the  Queen's  Money  r 

I  ft.  Mob.  Not  a  Brafs  Farthing,  Sir. 

Kite.  Sir,  they  have  each  of  them  receivM  three  and  twenty 
Shillings  and  Six-pence,  ana  'tis  nov/in  their  Pockets. 

I  ft.  iMob.  Wounds,  if  I  have  a  Penny  in  my  Pocket  but  ^ 
bent  Six-pence,  Fil  be  content  to  be  lifted^  and  fhot  into  the 
Bargain. 

2d.  Mob.  And  I,  look  ye  here,  Sir. 

ifl.  Mob.  Ay,  hcrc'smy  Stock  too:  Nothing  but  the  Queen's 
PiiSlure,  that  the  Serjeant  gave  mejuftnow. 

Kite.  See  there,  a  Broad-piece,  three  and  twenty  Shillings 
and  Six-pence,  t'other  has  the  Fellow  on't. 

Plume.  The  Cafe  is  plain,  Gentlemen,  the  Good^  are  found 
upon  you  :  Thofe  Pieces  of  Gold  are  worth  Three  andTwen-i 
ty  and  Six-pence  each. 

111.  Mob.  So  it  feems,  that  Carohis  is  Three  and  Twenty 
Shillings  and  Sixpence  in  Latin. 

2d.  Moh.  'Tis  the  fame  thing  in  Greek.,  for  we  are  lifted. 

I  If.  Mob.  Fleih!  but  we  a'n't  Tummas  :  I  delire  to  be  car- 
ry'd  before  the  Mayor,  Captain.     [Capia'm  a.id  Serjeant  zvbrf 

per  the  while,  , 

Plume.  'Tv/ill  iieverdojj  Kite your  damn'd  Tricks  will  ' 

ruiUv 
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ruin  mc  at  lafl 1  wo'n't  loferhc  Fellows  tho',  if  Jean 

help  it —Well,  Gentlemen,  there  iiuitt  be  Ibme  'Frick  in 

this  ;  my  Serjeant  offers  to  take  his  Oath  that  you  are  fairly 
lillcd. 

id.  Mok  Why,  Captain,  wc  know  that  you  Soldiers  have 
more  Liberty  of  Confcience  than  other  Folks;  but  for  me,  or 
Neighbour  Co/?.7r  here,  to  take  fuch  an  Oath,  'twou'd  be  down- 
right Perjuration, 

Phrrie.  Look'e,  Rafcal,  you  Villain,  if  I  find  that  you 
have  impos'dupon  thefetwo  honeif  Fellows,  Fll  trample  you 
to  Death,  you  Dog Come,  how  was't  ? 

id.  Moh.  Nay  then,  we'll  fpcak  ;  your  Serjeant,  as  you 
f-iy,  is  a  Rogue,  begging  your  Worfliip's  Pardon — and- • 

ill.  Mob.  Nay,  T'mnrnas^  let  me  fpcak  ;  you  know  I  can  read 

^ And  fo.  Sir,  he  gave  us  thofe  two  Pieces  of  Money  for 

Pidures  of  the  Queen,  by  way  of  a  Prefent. 

Plume.  How,!  by  way  of  a  Prefent !  The  Son  of  a  Whore! 
I'll  teach  him  to  abufe  honefl  Fellows,  like  you !  Scoundrel, 
Rogue,  Villain  !  {Beats  off  the  Serjeant.^  and  folUvjs. 

Mob.  O  brave  noble  Captain!  Huzxa!  a  brave  Captain, 
feith. 

id.  Moh.  ^0V7  Tur/imas.^  Carolus  is  Lat'iy?  for   a  Beating; 

This  is  the  braved  Captain  I  ever  firvv 'Wounds  I  have 

a  Month's  mind  to  go  with  him. 

Enter  Plume. 
Vlurne.  A  Dog,  X.0  abufe  two  fuch  honed  Fellows  as  you. 
-Look'e ,  GentleiTien,  I  love  a  pretty  Fellovv^,  I  come  a- 


niong  you  as  an  Ofnccr  to  lid  Soldiers,  not  as  a  Kidnapper, 
10  deal  Slaves. 

i^.Mob.  Mind  that,  Tmmnas. 

Plume.  1  deiire  no  Man  to  go  with  me,  but  as  I  went  my 
iclf :  I  went  a  Volunteer,  as  you,  or  you,  may  do ;  for  a 
little  time  carry'd  a  Mufquet,  and  now  1  command  a  Com- 
pany. 

2d.  Mob.  Mind  that,  Cojiar:  A  fwcet  Gentleman. 

Plume.  'Tis  true,  Gentlemen,  I  might  take  an  Advantage 
ofyou;  the  Queen's  Money  was  in  your  Pockets,  my  Serjeant 
was  ready  to  take  his  Oath  you  were  lided ;  but  i  fcornto  do 
Vi  bafe  thing,  you  are  both  ofyou  at  ycjur  Liberty. 

id.  Mob.  Thank  you,  noble  Captain —  1  cod,  I  can't 

^nd  in  my  heart  to  leave  him,  he  talks  fo  finely. 

id.  Mob.  A-)\CoJ}ar.^  wou'dhe  always  hold  in  this  mind. 

^  Plume.  Come,  my  Lads,  one  thing  more  Fll  tell  you  :  you'rQ 

both  young  tight  Fellows,  and  the  Army  is  th^  place  to  make 

B'  b  4  yoii 
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you  Men  for  ever  :  Every  Man  has  his  Lot,  and  you  have 
yours  :  What  think  you  now  of  aPurfe  of  Fm^r/^  Gold  out  of  . 
-a  Monfieur's  Pocket,  after  you  have  dal"hM  out  his  Brains  withi 
the  But-End  of  your  Firelock }  eh  ! r- 

ift.  Moh.  Wauns !  Til  have  it.  Captain—- — - — give  me  jij 
Shilling,  ril  follow  you  to  the  end  of  the  World. 

2d.  Mob.  Nay,  dear  Coftar.,  do'na;  be  advis'd. 

Flume.  Here,  my  Hero,  here  are  two  Guineas  for  thee,  as! 
Earned  of  what  Pll  do  farther  for  thee. 

2d.  Mob.  Do'na  take  it,  do'na  dear  Coftar. 

[Cries  andpdls  hack  his  Arni, 

I  ft.  Mob.  I  wull — I  wull- — — Waunds,  my  Mind  gives  me, 

that  I  (hall  be  a  Captain  my  felf 1  take  your  Money,  Sir, 

and  now  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Plume.  Give  me  thy  Hand,  and  now  you  and  I  will  travel 
the  World  o'er,  and  command  it  wherever  we  tread 
Bring  your  Friend  with  you,  if  you  can.  \_AJid(, 

I  ft.  Mob.  Well,  T'zimmas.,  muft  we  part  } 

2d.  Mob.  No,  Coftar.,  I  canno  leave  thee Come,  Cap- 
tain, Pll  e'en  go  along  too  ;  and  if  you  have  two  honefter 
fimpler  Lads  in  your  Company ,  than  we  two  been,  Pll  fayj 
no  more. 

Plume.  Here,  my  Lad.  [Gives  him  Money.']  Now  you)? 
Name  .^ 

I  ft.  Mob.  T'ummas  Appletree. 

Plume.  And  yours  ? 
I     2d  Mob.  Coftar  Pairmam. 

Plume.  Born  where  .^ 

I  ft.  Mob.  Both  in  Hcrefordjbi 

'    Plume.  Very  well  ;  Courage,  my  Lads — Now  we'll 

ilng,  Over  the  Hdls  and  far  avjay. 
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His  One  to  T'en^ 


But  -vje  return  all  Gentleynen.,  &C. 

7hs  ErJofths  Second  ACT. 
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ACT     III. 

SCENE,  The  Market-Tlace. 

"Enter  Plume  and  Worthy. 
Wor^  Cannot  forbear  admiring  the  Equality  of  ourtwoFor- 
-*-  tunes :  We  lov'd  two  Ladies,  they  met  us  half  way, 
and  juft  as  we  were  upon  the  point  of  leaping  into  their  Arms, 
Fortune  drops  into  their  Laps,  Pride  polTclics  thdr  Hearts,  a 
Maggot  fills  their  Heads,  Aladncfs  takes  'em  by  tiie  I'ails; 
they  Ihort,  kick  up  their  Heels,  and  away  they  run. 

Plume.  And  leave  us  here  to  mourn  upon  the  Shore A 

couple  of  poor  melancholy  Monilcrs What  Ihall  we  do? 

Wor.  I  have  a  trick  for  mine;  the  Letter,  you  know,  and 
the  Fortune-teller. 

Flume.  And  I  have  a  trick  for  mine. 

W^or.  Whatis't? 

Flume.  I'll  never  think  of  her  again. 

Wor.  No ! 

Flume.  No ;  I  think  my  felf  above  adminiflring  to  the  Pride 
of  any  Woman,  were  ^Vit  worth  Twelve  thouiand  a  Year  ; 
and  I  han't  the  Vanity  to  believe  1  fhall  ever  gain  a  Lady 

worth  Twelve  hundred The  generous,  good-natur'd  tV)/- 

v'ta.,  in  her  Smock,  I  admire;  but  the  haughty,  fcornful  S^U 

via.^  with  her  Fortune,  I  Act^K^ What,  fneak  out  of 

Town,  and  not  fo  much  as  a  Word,  a  Line,  a  Compliment ! 
— — 'Sdeath!  how  far  off  does  fhe  live  }  I'll  go  and  break  her 
Windows. 

JVor.  Ha,  ha,  ha;  ay,  and  the  Window-Bars  too  to  come 

at  her Come,  come,  Friend,  no  more  of  your  rougii 

Military  Airs. 

Enter  Kite. 

Kite.  Captain,  Sir !  look  yonder,  ilie's  a  coming  this  w^ay 
'tis  the  prettiert,  cleanell,  little  Tit ! 

Flume.  Now,  Worthy.,  to  iTicw  you  how  much  I  am  in  love ; 
■ — here  fhe  comes  ;  and  what  is  that  great  Country-Fel- 
low with  her  ? 

Kits.  I  can't  tell,  Sir. 

Enter  Rofe,  and  her  Brother  Bullock,  and  Chiihcfis  o^i  her 

Arm  in,  a  Basket.,  &c. 
Rofe.  Buy  Chickens,  young  and  tender,  young  and  tender 
Chickens.  Fl^tn^.e. 
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Phf-me.  Here,  you  Chickens  ! 

Kofe.  Who  calls  ? 

Flume.  Come  hither,  pretty.  Maid. 

Rofe.  Will  you  plcafe  to  buy,  Sir  ? 

Wor.  Yes,  Child,  we'll  both  buy. 

Plume.  Nay,  Worthy.,  that's  not  fair,  market  for  your  felf— — ' 
Come,  Child,'  I'll  buy  all  you  have. 

Rafe,  Then  all  I  have  is  at  your  Service.  {Court' fies. 

W^r.  Then  I  mult  ihift  for  my  felf,  I  find.  {Ex'tt, 

Plume.  Let  me  fee ;  young  and  tender,  you  fay.  [Chucks  her 

under  the  Chin,  ' 

Rofe.  As  ever  you  tafted  in  your  Life,  Sir. 

Plume.  Come,  I  mull  examine  your  Basket  to  the  bottom, 
my  Dear. 

Rofe.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  put  in  your  Hand;  hoX.,  Sir; 
I  warrant  my  Ware  as  good  as  any  in  the  Market. 

Plume.  And  I'll  buy  it  all.  Child,  were  it  ten  times  more, 

Rofe.  Sir,  I  can'furnifh  you. 

Plume.  Come  then,  we  wo'n't  quarrel  about  the  Price,  they're 
fine  Birds Pray  what's  your  Name,  pretty  Creature  ^ 

Rofe'.  Rof^  Sir:  My  Father  is  a  Parmer  within  three  fhort 
Mile  o'the  Tov.'n  :  we  keep  this  Market ;  I  fell  Chickens,  Eggs, 
and  Butter,  and  my  Brother  Bullock  there  fells  Corn. 

Bull.  Come,  Siller,  hade,  we  lliall  be  late  hoame. 

[fVhiJiles  about  the  Stage, 

Plume.  Kftel  [ftips  him  the  wink.,  he  returns  z>.]  Pretty 
IMrs.  Rofe you  have let  mc  fee how  many  } 

Rofe.  A  dozen.  Sir,  and  they  are  richly  worth  a  Crown. 

Bull.  Come,  Ruof.,  Rjiofc,  I  fold  fifty  Strakc  of  Barky  to  day 
:n  half  this  time;  but  you  will  higgle  and  higgle  for  a  Penny 
more  than  the  Commodity  is  worth. 

Rofe.  What's  that  to  you.  Oaf  ?  I  can  make  as  much  out  of 

a  Groat,  as  you  can  out  of  Four-pence^  I'm  fure ^^The 

Gentleman  bids  fair,  and  when  I  ineet  with  a  Chapman,  I 

Icnow  how  to  make  the  befl:  of  him And  fo,  Sir^  \  fay,^ 

for  a  Crown-Piece,  the  Bargain's  yours. 

Plume.  Here's  a  Guinea,  my  Dear. 

Rcfe.  I  can't  change  your  Money,  Sir. 

Plume.   Indeed,  indeed,  but  you  can my  Lodging  is, 

hard  by,  Chicken,  and  we'll  m^ake  change  there.      [Goes  offy 

fi-je  follows  him. 

Kite,  So,  Sir,  as  1  was  telling  you,  I  have  feen  oneof  thefe 
HuJJars  eat  up  a  Ravelin  for  his  Brcakfafl^  and  afterwards, 
pick'd  his  Teeth  with  a  PalliladOo 
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Bfifl.  Av,  you  Soldiers  fee  very  Grange  things ;  but  pray,  Sir, 
what  is  a  Ravelin? 

Kite.  Why,  'tis  like  a  modern  mincM  Pye,  but  the  Cruft  is 
confounded  hard,  and  the  Plumbs  are  ibmewhat  hard  of  Di^ 
geftion. 

Bu//.  Then  your  Pallifado,  pray  what  may  he  be  ^  Come, 
Jiuofe^  pray  ha'  done. 

KiU.  Your  Pallifado  is  a  pretty  fort  of  Bodkin,  about  the 
Thicknefs  of  my  Leg. 

BuS.  That's  a  Fib,  I  believe.  [/f/?«'r.]  Eh!  where's  J^uoJ}^. 
Ruofe  !  Riiofel  'sflcili,  where's  Rmfe  gone? 

Kite.  She's  gone  with  the  Captain. 

BuH.  The  Captain !  Wauns,  there's  no  prcffing  ofWomen, 
fure. 

Kite.  But  there  is,  Sir. 

BtiU.  If  the  Captain  fhou'd  prefs  i?«o/?,  I  fhou'd  beruin'd 

Which  way  went  ihe?  O !  the  Devil  take  your  Rablins  and 
Paljiladoes.  \^Exit, 

Kite.  You  fiiall  be  better  acquainted  with  them,  honeft 
BiiHock.^  or  I  fnall  mifs  of  my  Aim. 

E'^ter  Worthy. 

UW.  Why  thou  art  the  moil  ufeful  Fellow  in  Nature  tt> 
your  Captain ;  admirable  in  your  way,  I  find. 

Kite.  Yes,  Sir,  I  underftand  my  Buiinefs,  I  will  fay  it 

You  mufl  know,  Sir,  I  was  born  a  Gipfie,  and  bred  among 
that  Crew  till  I  was  ten  Years  old,  there  I  learn'd  Canting 
and  Lying ;  I  was  bought  from  my  Mother,  Clcopatn?^  by  a  cer- 
tain Nobleman  for  three  Pilloles,  who  liking  my  Beauty, 
made  me  his  Page,  there  I  learn'd  Impudence  and  Pimping. 
I  was  turn^'d  offYor  wearing  my  Lord's  Linncn^  and  drinking 
my  Lady's  Ratatia ;  and  turn'd  Bailift''^  Follower,  there  f 
learn'd  Bullying  and  Swearing.     I  at  lalT:  got  into  the  Army, 

and  there  I  learn'd  Whoring  and  Drinking So  that  if 

your  Worfl-iip  pleafes  to  caft  up  the  whole  Sum, -z'/.?,.  Canting, 
Lying,  Impudence,  Pimping,  Bullying,  Swearing,  W^horing,^ 
Drinking,  and  a  Halbard,  you  will  lind  the  Sum  Total  amount 
to  a  Recruiting  Serjeant. 

IFor.  A.nd  pray  what  induc'd  you  to  turn  Soldier? 

Kite.  Hunger  and  A  mbition,  the  Fears  of  Starving,  and  Hopc$ 
of  a  Truncheon,  led  me  along  to  a  Gentleman,  with  a  fair 
Tongue,  and  fair  Perriwig,  who  loaded  me  v/ith  Promifes; 
but  'gad,  it  was  the  lighteil  Load  that  ever  I  felt  in  my  Lift— - 

He  promis'd  to  advance  me,  and  indeed  he  did  fo -to  a 

Garret  in  the  Savoy,     I  ask'd  him  why  he  put  mc  in  Priion  ; 
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he  callM  me  lying  Dog,  and  faid  I  was  in  Garrifon;  and  in- 
deed, 'tis  a  Ganifon  that  may  hold  out  till  Doom's-day  be- 
fore I  fhou'd  defire  to  take  it  again.  But  here  comes  Juftice 
3dl&nce. 

Enter  Ballance  and  Bullock. 

Ball.  Here,  you  Serjeant,  where's  your  Captain  ?  Here's  a 
poor  foolifh  Fellow  comes  clamouring  to  me  with  a  Com- 
plaint, that  your  Captain  has  prefs'd  his  Sifter ;  do  you  know 
any  thing  of  this  matter,  ^W^y  ? 

IVor.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  know  His  Sifter  is  gone  with  Plume  to 
his  Lodging,  to  fell  him  fome  Chickens. 

Bali.  Is  that  all  ?   the  Fellow's  a  Fool. 

Bu/J.  I  know  that,  an'  pleafe  you  ;  but  if  your  Worfhip 
plcafcs  to  grant  me  a  Warrant  to  bring  her  before  you,  for 
fear  of  the  worit. 

Ba/l.  Thou'rt  mad,  Fellow,  thy  Sifter's  fafe  enough. 

Kite,  I  hope  fo  too.  \_AJjde, 

U'^or.  Haft  thou  no  more  Senfe,  Fellow,  than  to  believe  that 
thQ  Captain  can  lift  Women. 

B^ilL  I  know  not  whether  they  lift  them,  or  what  they  do 
v/ith  them,  but,  I  am  fure,  they  carry  as  many  Women  as 
Men  with  them  out  of  the  Country. 

Ball.  But  how  came  you  not  to  go  along  with  your  Sifter? 

BhIL  Lord,  Sir,  I  thought  no  more  of  her  going  than  I  do 
of  the  Day  1  fhall  die;  but  this  Gentleman  here,  not  fufpe- 

£ting  any  hurt  neither,  I  believe -you  thought  no  harm, 

Friend,  did  you  ? 

Kite.  Lackaday,  Sir,  not  I only  that,  I  believe,  I  fhall 

marry  her  to  morrow.  [^AJide, 

Ball.  I  begin  to  fmell  Powder.  Well,  Friend,  but  what  did 
that  Gentleman  with  you  ? 

Bull.  Why,  Sir,  he  entertain'd  me  with  a  fine  Story  of  a  great 
Fight  between  the  Hungarians.,  I  think  it  was,  and  the  lrifi\ 

and  fo.  Sir,  while  v/e  were  in  the  Heat  of  the  Battel the 

Captain  carry'd  off  the  Baggage. 

Ball.  Serjeant,  go  along  with  this  Fellow  to  your  Captaiii, 
^fvc  him  my  hunjble  Service,  and  defire  him  to  difcharge  the 
Wench,  tho'  he  has  lilted  her. 

Bull.  Ay,  and  if  he  ben't  free  for  that,  he  fhall  have  another 
Man  in  her  place. 

Kite.  Come,  honeft  Friend,  you  fhall  go,  to.  my  Quarters 
inltead  of  the  Captain's.  \_Afide^     [Exeunt  Kite  ^W  Bullock. 

Bali  We  mult  get  this  mad  Captain  his  Compliment  of 
Men.  and  fend  him  a  packing,  elfe  he'll  over -run  the  Country,^ 
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Wor.  You  fee,  Sir,  how  little  he  values  your  Daughter's 
Difdain. 

Ball.  I  like  him  the  better  ;  I  was  juft  fuch  another  Fellow 
at  his  Age:  I  never  let  my  Heart  upon  any  Woman  fo  much 
as  to  make  my  felf  unealie  at  the  Difappointmcnt ;  but  what 
was  very  furpriiing  both  to  my  felf,  and  Friends,  I  chang'd 
o'th'  fudden,  from  the  moft  fickle  Lover  to  themofl:  condant 
Husband  in  the  World.  But  how  goes  your  Affair  with  Mc^ 
linda  ^ 

Pf^or.  Very  flowly.  C/z/j/W  had  formerly  Wings,  but  I  think, 
in  this  Age,  he  goes  upon  Crutches;  or,  I  fancy  ^enus  had 
been  dallying  with  her  Cripple  Vuka-a  when  my  Amour  com- 
menc'd,  which  has  made  it  go  on  fo  lamely ;  my  Millrefs  has 
got  a  Captain  too,  but  fach  a  Captain !  A.s  I  live,  yonder  he 
comes. 

Ball.  Who  ?  that  bluff  Fellow  in  the  Safh!  I  don't  know 
him. 

Wor.  But  I  engage  he  knows  you,  and  every  Body  at  firfr 
fight;  his  Impudence  were  a  Prodigy,  were  not  his  Ignorance 
pfoporrionable;  he  has  the  mofl:  univerfal  Acquaintance  of 
any  Man  living,  for  he  won't  be  alone,  and  no  Body  will 
keep  him  company  twice;  then  he's  ^.dtfdr  among  the  Wo- 
men, f^em^  Fidi^  Fie:.,  that's  all.  If  he  has  but  talk'd  with 
the  Maid,  he  fwcars  he  has  lain  with  the  Millrefs;  but  the 
mod  furprizing  part  of  his  Chara6ler  is  his  Mem.ory,  which  is 
the  m.ofl:  prodigious  and  the  mofl:  trifling  in  the  World. 

Ball.  I  have  met  with  fuch  Men,  and  I  take  tliis  good-for- 
nothing  Memory  to  proceed  from  a  certain  contexture  of  the 
Brain,  which  is  purely  adapted  to  Impcrtinencics,  and  there 
they  lodge  fecure,  the  Owner  having  no  thoughts  of  his  owa 
to  difturb  them.  I  have  known  a  Man  as  perfcd  as  a  Chro* 
uologer,  as  to  the  Day  and  Year  of  molt  important  Tranla- 
6lions,  but  be  altogether  ignorant  in  the  Caufes,  or  Confe- 
quences  of  any  one  thing  of  moment ;  I  have  known  another 
acquire  fo  much  by  Travel,  as  to  tell  you  the  Names  of  moll 
places  in  Europe.,  with  their  diflanccs  of  Miles,  Leagues  or 
Hours,  as  punctually  as  a  Polt-Boy  ;  but  for  any  thing  elfe, 
as  ignorant  as  the  Horfe  that  carries  the  Mail. 

H'W.  This  is  your  Man,  Sir,  add  but  the  Traveller's  Privi- 
lege of  Lying,  and  even  that  he  abufcs ;  this  is  thePidure,  be- 
hold the  Life. 

F.y^tey  Brazen. 

Braz.  Mr.  IForih',.^  I  am  your  Servant,  and  fo  forth-^- 

Hark'e,  my  Dear- 
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Wot.  Whifpcring,  Sir,  before  Company  is  not  IVIaRnefs,  \ 
and  when  no  Body's  by,  'tis  foolilh.  | 

Braz.  Company  !  JShrt  de  ma  v:c  I  I  beg  the  Gentleman's  ] 
Pardon ;  who  is  he  f* 

l^'^or.  Ask  him. 

Braz.  So  I  will.  My  dear,  I  am  your  Servant^and  fo  forth ;■; 
■ your  Name,  my  Dear  ^ 

Bali.  Very  Lacomck,  Sir. 

Bra.  Laconickl  A  very  good  Name  truly  ;  I  have  know^ 
fevcral  of  the  Laconkh  abroad,  poor  Jack  Lacomck  I  He  v/as 
kiird  at  the  Battel  of  Landen.  I  remember  that  he  had  a  blue; 
Ribbon  in  his  Hat  that  very  Day,  and  after  he  fell,  we  found; 
a  piece  of  Neats  Tongue  in  his  Pocket.  ; 

Ball.  Pray-t  Sir,  did  the  French  attack  us,  or  we  them,  at 
Landen  ? 

Braz.  The  French  attack  us  I  Oons,  Sir,  are  you  a  Jacobite?' 

Ball.  Why  that  Queflion  > 

Braz.   Bccaufe  none  but  a  Jacobite  cou'd  think  that  the 

French  durif  attack  us No,  Sir,  w^e  attack'd  them  on  the 

1  have  reafbn  to  remember  the  time,  for  I  had  two  and 

twenty  Horfes  kill'd  under  me  that  Day, 

Wor.  Then,  Sir,  you  mud  have  rid  mighty  hard. 

Ball.  Or  perhaps,  Sir,  like  my  Countryman,  you  rid  upoii 
half  a  dozen  Horfes  at  once. 

Braz.  What  do  you  mean,  Gentlemen?  I  tell  you  they 
were  kill'd,  all  torn  to  pieces  by  Cannon-Shot,  except  fix  I 
•ilak'd  to  Death  upon  the  Enemies  Chevaux  de  Fnfe. 

Ball.  Noble  Captain,  may  I  crave  your  Name  .^ 

Braz.  Brazen^  at  your  Service. 

Ball.  Oh,  Brazen^  a  very  good  Name;  I  have  kiiowii  fcve- 
ral  of  the  Brazens  abroad. 

Wor.  Do  you  know  Captain  Flume .^  Sir  ?. 

Braz.  Is  he  any  thing  related  to  Frank  Plume  in  Korthamp' 

tonjhire  ? Honcft  Frank  I   many ,   many   a  dry  Bottlei 

have  we  crack'd  hand  to  fift  ;  you  muft  have  known  his  Bro^ 
ther  Charles  that  was  conccrn'd  in  the  India  Company,  he  mar- 
ryM  the  Daughter  of  old  Tongue-Pad.,  the  Mafter  in  Chancery.^ 
a  very  pretty  Woman,  only  fquinted  a  little;  flie  dy'd  in 
Child-bed  of  her  tirft  Child;  but  the  Child  furviv'd,  'twas 
a  Daughter,  but  whether  'twas  cail'd  Margaret  or  Margery^ 
upon  my  Soul,  I  can't  remember,  \^LookiKgonh}sli'atch.']L)VL^ 
Gentlemen,  I  mult  meet  a  Lady,  a  twenty  thoufand  Pounder 
prcfently,  upon  the  Walk  by  the  Water Worthy ;,  your  Ser- 
vant, Lacomck  yours.  [^Exit- 

BaR.  If  you  can  have  fo  mean  an  Opinion  oi  Mdmda.,  as 

to 
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to  be  jealous  of  this  Fellow,  I  think  Ihe  ought  to  give  you  cauie 
to  be  fo. 

IVor,  I  don't  think  fhe  encourages  him  fo  much  for  gaining 
her  felf  a  Lover,  as  to  fet  me  up  a  Rival ;  were  there  any  Credit 
to  be  given  to  his  Words,  1  fliould  believe  Melmdu  had  made 
him  this  AfTignation  ;  I  mult  go  fee  ;  Sir,  you'll  pardon  me. 

Ball.  Ay,  ay.  Sir,  you're  a  Man  of  Bulincfs But  what 

have  we  got  here  ? 

E^ntcr  ^o'[t  fingtng. 
Rofe.  And  I  Hiall  be  a  Lady,  a  Captain's  Lady,  and  ride 
fingle  upon  a  white  Horfe  with  a  Star,  upon  a  Velvet  Side- 
laddle;  and  I  fnall  go  to  LoWo;?,  and  fee  tlie Tombs,  and  the 
-Lions,  and  the  Queen.  Sir,  an'  pleafc  your  Worfhip,  I  have 
often  feen  your  WorOn'p  ride  through  our  Grounds  a  hunting. 

Begging  your  WorPnip's  Pardon Pray  what  may  this 

Lace  be  worth  a  Yard  ?  [Shewing  fome  Lace^ 

Ball.  Rig;ht  Mechlw^  by  this  Light'  Where  did  vou  get  this 
Lace,  Child? 

Rofe.  No  mntrcr  for  that,  Sir,  I  came  honeflly  by  It. 
Ball.  I  qucdicai  it  much. 

Rofe.  And  fee  here,  Sir,  a  fincTurkey-Hiell  Snuff-box,  and 
^finc  Mangere,  fee  here.     [^Takes  Smiff  affect cdly.'\  The  Captain 
learn'd  me  how  to  take  it  with  ati  Air. 
r    Bail.  Oho !  the  Captain  I  Now  the  Murther's  out,  and  fo 
;Che  Captain  taught  you  to  take  it  with  an  Air. 

Rofe.  Yes,  and  give  it  with  an  Air  too Will  your  Wor- 

ihip  pleafe  to  taile  my  Snutr?  {j>ff€rs  th:  Box  ajfafiedly. 

Ball.  You  are  a  very  apt  Scholar,  pretty  Maid.  And  prav. 
What  did  you  give  the  Captain  for  thcfe  fin^  things  .^ 

Rof\  He's  to  have  my  Brother  for  a  Soldier,  and  two  or 
three  Sweet-hearts  that  I  have  in  the  Country,  they  fhall  all 

fo  with  the  Captain :  O,  he's  the  fineft  Man,  and  the  hum- 
left  withal ;  wou'd  you  believe  it,  Sir,  he  carry'd  me  up  Vv'iih 
him  to  his  own  Chamber,  with  as  much  Familiarity  as  if  1 
had  been  the  bell  Lady  in  the  Land.^ 
y  Ba/l.  Oh !  hc'b  a  niighty  ramiiiar  Cjentleman,  as  can  be, 

'■:.  E?i:fcr  Plume /.\^'''/^. 

''  Plum.e.  Bia  it  is  mt  fo 

14  tth  thofe  that  go., 

Thr<y  Froft  and  Snov.\ 

IVloJl  aprujpo, 

My  Alaid  vjith  the  Milkhig-pail. 

^      _  [Take^  l^oIdofRofc. 

How,theJu;l.ice'  then  Pm  arraign'd^  condemn'dand  executed 

Bail. 
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Bali.  O,  my  noble  Captain ! 

Jiofe.  And  my  noble  Captain  too,  Sir. 

Plume.  'Sdeath,  Child  !  are  you  mad  > Mr.  Bullance^  \ 

am  fo  full  of  BuHnels  about  my  Recruits,  that  I  han't  a  mo- 
ment's time  to 1  have  juft  now  three  or  four  People 

to 

Ball.  Nay,  Captain,  I  muft  fpeak  to  you — ^ 

Rofe.  And  lb  mull  I  too,  Captain. 

Plume.  Any  other  time,  Sir — •  I  cannot  for  my  Life, 

Sir 

Ball.  Pray,  Sir 

Plume.  Twenty    thoufand  things I  wou'd— —  but 

• now,  Sir,  pray^ •  Devil  take  me — — I  cannot I 

niuft {Breaks  awa)\ 

Ball.  Nay,  Fll  follow  you.  [Exit. 

Rofe.  And  I  too.  [Exit» 

S  C  E  N  E,  r/'^  IValk  by  the  Severn  fide. 

Ey?ter  Mclinda,  a77d  her  Maid  hucji 

Mel.  And  pray,  was  it  a  Ring,  or  Buckle,  or  Pendants,  or 
Knots  ?  or,  in  what  Shape  was  the  Almighty  Gold  transform'd, 
that  has  brib'd  you  lb  much  in  his  Favour  ? 

Luc.  Indeed,  Madam,  the  la(t  Bribe  I  had  was  from  the 
Captain,  and  that  was  only  a  fmall  piece  of  Flanders  Edging 
for  Pinners. 

Mel.  Ay,  Fla?iders  Lace  is  as  conflant  a  Prefent  from  Offi*- 
cers  to  their  Women,  as  fomcthing  cUe  is  from  their  Women 
to  them.  They  every  Year  bring  over  a  Cargo  of  Lace,  td 
cheat  the  Queen  of  her  Duty,  and  her  Subjeds  of  their  Ho* 
nefly. 

Luc.  They  only  barter  one  fort  of  prohibited  Goods  for 
another,  Madam. 

Mel.  Has  any  of  'em  been  bartering  with  you,  Mrs*  Perf^ 
that  you  talk  fo  like  a  Trader  ? 

Luc.  Madam,  you  talk  as  peeviflily  to  me,  as  if  it  were  my 
fault;  the  Crime  is  none  of  mine,  tho'  I  pretend  to  excufe  it: 
Tho'  he  Hiou'd  not  fee  you  this  Week,  can  1  help  it  ?  But  as 

I  was  laying,  Madam- his  Friend,  Captain  Plume^  has  fo 

taken  him  up  this  two  Days. 

McL  P(ha!  wou'd  his  Friend,  the  Captain,  were  ty'd  up- 
on his  Back  ;  I  warrant,  he  has  never  been  fober  iince  that 
confounded  Captain  came  to  Town:   The  Devil  take  all 

C")fficcrs,  I  fay they  do  the  Nation  more  harm  by  de* 

bauching  us  at   home,  than  they  do  good  by  defending  tis 

abroad  : 
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abroad :  No  fooner  a  Captain  comes  to  Town,  but  all  the 
young  Fellows  flock  about  him,  and  we  can't  keep  a  Man  to 
our  felves. 

Luc.  One  wou'd  imagine,  Madam,  by  your  Concern  for 
Worthy^  Abfence,  that  you  Ihou'd  ufe  him  better  when  he's 
with  you. 

Mfl.  Who  told  you,  pray,  that  I  was  concernM  for  his  Ab- 
fence? I'm  only  vex'd  that  I've  had  nothing  faid  to  me  thefe 
two  Days :  One  may  like  the  Love,  and  defpile  the  Lover, 
I  hope ;  as  one  may  love  the  Treafon,  and  hate  the  Traytor. 

0  !  here  comes  another  Captain,  and  a  Rogue  that  has  the 
Confidence  to  make  Love  to  me ;  but,  indeed,  I  don't  wonder 
at  that,  when  he  has  the  Alfurancc  to  fanfie  himfelf  a  fine 
Gentleman. 

Luc,  \i  he  fhou'd  fpeak  o'th'  Affignation,  I  Ihou'd  be  ruin'd. 

I-  ^        ^  t^-^^^- 

1  Enter  Brazen. 

'Braz,   Truth  to  the  Touch,  'faith!    [_Afide:\     Madam,  I 

am  your  humble  Servant,  and  all  that,  Madam -A  fine 

River  this  fame  Severn Do  you  love  Fifliing,  Madam  ? 

Mel.  'Tis  a  pretty  melancholy  Amufement  for  Lovers. 

Braz.  I'll  go  buy  Hooks  and  Lines  prefently;  foryoumufl 
know,  Madam,  that  I  have  ferv'd  in  Flanders  againlt  the 
French^  in  Hungary  againft  the  Turks.,  and  in  Tangier  againft 
the  Moors.,  and  I  was  never  fo  much  in  Love  before;  and 
fplit  me.  Madam,  in  all  the  Campaigns  I  ever  made,  I  have 
not  feen  fo  fine  a  Woman  as  your  Ladyfhip. 

Mel.  And  from  all  the  Men  I  ever  faw,  I  never  had  fo  fine 
a  Compliment ;  but  you  Soldiers  are  the  bcft  bred  Men,  that 
we  mull  allow. 

Braz.  Some  of  us.  Madam But  there  are  Brutes  among 

us  too,  very  fad  Brutes ;  for  my  own  part,  I  have  always  had 

the  good  luck  to  prove  agreeable 1  bave  had  very  confi- 

derable  Offers,  Madam I  might  tfSt^e  marry 'd  a  German 

Princefs,  w^orth  fifty  thoufand  Crowns  a  Year,  but  her  Stove 

difgufted  me. ■  The  Daughter  of  a  Turktjh  Bajhavj  fell  ia 

love  with  me  too,  when  I  was  Prifoner  among  the  Infidels'; 
(lie  offer'd  to  rob  her  Father  of  his  Treafure,  and  make  her 
Efcape  with  me ;  but  I  don't  know  how,  my  Time  was  not 
come;  Hanging  and  Marriage,  you  know,  go  by  Deftiny  ; 
Fate  has  referv'd  me  for  2iShropJhire  Lady  with  Twenty  thou- 
fand Pound — Do  you  know  any  fuch  Perfon,  Madam  ? 

Mel.  Extravagant  Coxcomb  !  [^Ajide.']  To  be  fure,  a  great 
many  Ladies  of  that  Fortune ,  wou'd  be  proud  of  the  Name 
of  Mrs.Br.^^^;^. 

C  C  Braz. 
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'   Brat.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  Madam,  there  are  Women  of 
very  good  Quality  of  the  Name  oi  Brazen. 

Enter  Worthy. 

Mel.  G  !  are  you  there,  Gentleman  ? Come,  Captain, 

we'll  walk  this  way,  give  me  your  Hand. 

Braz.  My  Hand,  Heart's  Blood  and  Guts  are  at  your  Ser- 
vice.  Mr.  Worthy.^  your  Servant,  my  Dear.        \Extt.^  lead- 
ing MelindOf 
Wor.  Death  and  Fire,  this  is  not  to  be  born. 

Enter  Plume. 

Plume.  No  more  it  is,  faith. 

IVor.  What? 

Plume.  The  March  Beer  at  the  Raven  \  I  have  been  doubly  i 

ferving  the  Queen raifing  Men,  and  raifing  the  Excife— 

Recruiting  and  Ele6lions  are  rare  Friends  to  the  Excife. 

^or.  You  a'n't  drunk. 

Plume.  No,  no,  whimfical  only ;  I  could  be  mighty  foolifh^ 
and  fancy  my  felf  mighty  witty.  Reafon  ftill  keeps  itS' 
Throne,  but  it  nods  a  little,  that's  all. 

IVor.  Then  you're  juft  fit  for  a  Frolick. 

Plume.  As  fit  as  clofe  Pinners  for  a  Punk  in  the  Pit. 

Wor.  There's  your  Play  then,  recover  me  that  VefTel  froni 
that  Tangerine.  ^ 

Plume.  She's  well  rigg'd,  but  how  is  fhe  mann'd  ? 

fVor.  By  Captain  Brazen.,  that  I  told  you  of  to  Day  ;  ihe 
Is  cali'd  the  Melinda.,  a  Firft  Rate,  I  can  allure  you;  Ihe; 
iheer'd  ofl' with  himjuft  now,  on  purpofe  to  atfront  me  ;  but! 
according  to  your  Advice  I  v/ou'd  take  no  notice,  becaufe  J 
wou'd  feem  to  be  above  a  Concern  for  her  Behaviour ;  but 
have  a  Care  of  a  Quarrel. 

Plume.  No,  no,  I  never  quarrel  with  any  thing  in  my  Cups 
but  an  Oyfter-Wench ,  or  a  Cook-Maid;  and  if  they  ben't 
civil,  I  knock  'em  down :  But  heark'e,  my  Friend,  I'll  makq: 
Love,  and  I  muft  make  Love.     I  tell  you  what,  I'll  make 
Love  like  a  Platoon. 

Wor.  Platoon,  how's  that  ? 

Plume,  ril  kneel,  ftoop  and  (land  'faith;  mod  Ladies  are 
gain'd  by  Platooning. 

Wor.  Here  they  come;  I  mufl  leave  you.  {Exit:_ 

Plume.  Soh !  now  mull  I  look  as  fober,  and  as  demure,  as  a 
Whore  at  a  Chriitning. 

Enter 
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Enter  Brazen  and  Melinda. 

Braz.  Who's  that,  Madam  ? 

Mel.  A  Brother  Officer  of  yours,  I  fuppofe,  Sir. 

Braz.  Ay  ! my  Dear.  [To  Plumci 

Plume.  My  Dear.  [Run  and  embrace, 

Braz.  My  dear  Boy,  how  is'tt*  Your  Name,  my  Dear.?*  if 
1  be  not  miftaken,  I  have  feen  your  Face. 

Plume.   I  never  fav7  yours  in  my  life,    my  Dear- But 

there's  a  Face  well  knov7n,   as  the  Sun's  that  Ihines  on  all, 
and  is  by  all  ador'd. 

Braz.  Have  you  any  Pretenfions,  Sir  ? 

Plume.  Pretenfions  ! 

Braz.  That  is,  Sir,  have  you  eVerferv'd  abroad? 
;    Plume.  I  haveferv'd  at  home.  Sir,  for  Agesferv'd  this  cruel 
I  fair And  that  v^ill  ferve  the  turn.  Sir  > 

Mel.  So,  betw^een  the  Fool  and  the  Rake,    I  Ihall  bring  a 

fine  fpotof  Work  upon  my  Hands 1  fee //W/?^' yonder — I 

cou'd  be  content  to  be  Friends  with  him,  wou'dhecome  this 
way.  [Afide. 

Braz.  Will  you  fight  for  the  Lady,  Sir  ? 
■i..  Plume.  No,  Sir,  but  I'll  have  her  notwithftanding. 

I!       Thou  Peerlefs  Princefs  qf  Salopian  Plains^ 

Rnv'fd  by  Nymphs.^  and  -vjorjh'ipfd  by  the  Swawf^ 

.  Braz.  Oons,  Sir,  not  fight  for  her  ! 

Plume.  Prithee  be  quiet 1  fhall  be  out ■ 

Behold.^  how  humbly  does  the  Severn  gUde^ 
t;        To  greet  thee^  Princefs  of  the  SQyQT:Vi  Jide. 

Braz.  Don't  mind  him,   Madam. If  he  were  not  fo 

•Well  drefs'd,    I  fhou'd  take  him  for  a  Poet. But  I'll  iheW 

the  Difference  prefently Come,   Madam, we'll  place 

you  between  us  ;    and  now  the  longeft  Sword  carries  her- 

[Draws  6 
Mel.  [Shrieking.'] 

Enter  Worthy. 
Oh  !  Mr.  Worthy.,  fave  mc  from  thefe  Mad-men.       [Exit 

vjith  Worthy, 
Plume.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  why  don't  you  follow,  Sir  ?  and  figh; 
the  boldRavillier. 
Braz.  No,  Sir,  you  are  my  Man, 
Plume.  I  don't  like  the  Wages,  and  I  won^tbe  yourMaQ. 
Braz.  Then  you're  not  worth  my  Sword, 
Plume,  No  !  Pray  what  did  it  coft  ? 

C  c  a  Mr4Z^ 
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Braz.  It  coft  me  twenty  Piftoles  in  France^  and  my  Ene- 
mies thoufands  of  Lives  in  Flanders. 

Flume.  Then  they  had  a  dear  Bargain. 

Enter  Sylvia  in  Man^s  AppareL 

SyL  Save  ye,  favc  ye,  Gentlemen. 

Braz.  My  Dear  !  I'm  yours. 

Plume.  Do  you  know  the  Gentleman? 

Braz.  No,  but  I  willprefently. — Your  Name,  my  Dear? 

SyL  Wilful ;    Jack  JVilful^  at  your  Service. 

Braz.  What,  the  Kent'ip  WHfuls^  or  thore  of  Stafford/hire"^. 

SyL  Both,  Sir,  both ;  I'm  related  to  all  the  Wilfuis  in  Eu- 
rope, and  I'm  Head  of  the  Family  at  prefent. 

Plume.  Do  you  live  in  this  Country,  Sir  > 

SyL  Yes,  Sir,  I  live  where  I  (land  ;  1  have  neither  Home, 
Houfe,  nor  Habitation,  beyond  this  Spot  of  Ground. 

Braz.  What  are  you,  Sir  ? 

SyL  A  Rake. 

Plume.  In  the  Army,  I  prefume. 

SyL  No,  but  I  intend  to  lift  immediately. Look'e, 

Gentlemen,  he  that  bids  me  fairefl,  has  mc. 

Braz.  Sir,  I'll  prefer  you,  I'll  make  you  a  Corporal  this 
minute. 

Plume.  Corporal!  rilihake  you  my  Companion,  youlhall 
eat  with  me, 

Braz.  You  fliall  drink  with  me. 

Plum.e.  You  fhall  lie  with  me,  you  young  Rogue.     \_Kiffes, 

Braz.  You  fhall  receive  your  Pay,  and  do  no  Duty. 

SyL  Then  you  muft  make  me  a  Field  Officer.  i 

Plume.  Pho,  pho  .'  Plldo  more  than  all  this ;  Fll  make  you 
a  Corporal,  and  give  you  a  Brevet  for  Serjeant. 

Braz.  Can  you  read  and  write,  Sir.^ 

SyL  Yes. 

Braz.  Then  your  Bulinefs  is  done. Fll  make  you  Chap- 
lain to  the  Regiment. 

SyL  Your  Promifes  are  fo  equal,  that  I'm  at  a  lofstochufe; 
there  is  one  Plume.,  that  I  hear  much  commended,  in  Town ; 
pray,  which  of  you  is  Captain  Plume  ? 

Plume.  I  am  Captain  Plume. 

Braz.  No,  no,  Fm  Captain  Plume, 

SyL  Hey  day ! 

Plume.  Captain  Plume!  Fm  your  Servant,  my  Dear. 

Braz.  C^i^f^xxi  Brazen  I  I  am  yours— —-the  Fellow  dares 


not  fight. 
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Enter  Kite. 

Kite.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe [Goes  to  wbifpcr  Plume. 

Phone.  No,  no,  there's  your  Captain.  Captain  Phime^ 
your  Serjeant  has  got  fo  drunk,  he  miftakes  me  for  you. 

Braz.  He's  an  incorrigible  Sot. Here,  my  Hedor  of 

Holbor}7^  forty  Shillings  for  you. 

Plume.  I  forbid  the  Banes. Look'e,   Friend,   you  fhall 

lift  with  Captain  Brazen. 

SyL  I  will  fee  Captain  Brai.cn  hangM  firfl:  ;  I  will  lift  with 
Captain  Plume ^  I  am  a  Free-born  Englijhma;?^  and  will  be  a 
Slave  my  own  way — Look'e,  Sir,  w^U  you  lland  by  me? 

[To  Brazen. 

Braz.  I  warrant  you,  my  Lad. 
'   Syl.  Then  I  will  tell  you,  Captain Br^::;£'-^,  [to  Plume.]  that 
you  are  an  ignorant,  pretending,  impudent  Coxcomb. 
\   Braz.  Ay,  ay,  a  fad  Dog. 

Syl.  A  very  fad  Dog  ;  give  me  the  Money,  noble  Captain 
Plume. 

Plume.  Then  you  won't  lift  w^ith  Captain  Brazen  ? 

Syl.  I  won't. 

Braz.  Never  mind  him,    Child,  I'll  end  the  Difputc  prc- 

fently.-- Heark'e,  my  Dear. 

[Takes  Plume  to  one  fide  of  the  St  age  .^    and  entertains 
him  tn  dumb  Show. 

Kite.  Sir,  he  in  the  plain  Coat  is  Captain  Plume.^  I  am  his 
Serjeant,  and  will  take  my  Oath  on't. 

Svl.  What  !   You  are  Serjeant  Kite. 

Kite.  At  your  Service. 

Syl.  Then  I  wou'd  not  take  your  Oath  for  a  Farthing. 

Kite.  A  very  underftanding  Youth  of  his  Age  !  Pray,  Sir, 
let  me  look  full  in  your  Face  } 

Syl.  Well,  Sir,  what  have  you  to  fay  to  my  Face  ? 

Kite.  The  very  Image  of  my  Brother  ;  two  Bullets  of  the 
fame  Caliver  were  never  fo  like  ;  Sure  it  muft  be  Charles.^ 
Charles ' 

Syl.  What  d'ye  mean  by  Charles  ? 

Kite.  The  Voice  too,  only  a  little  Variation  in  Effa  ttt  flat : 
My  dear  Brother,  for  I  muft  call  you  fo,  if  you  fhould  have 
the  Fortune  to  enter  into  the  moft  noble  Society  of  the  Sword, 
I  befpeak  you  for  a  Comrade. 

Syl.  No,  Sir,  I'll  be  the  Captain's  Comrade,  if  any  body's. 

Kite.  Ambition  there  again  !  'Tis  a  noble  Paffion  for  a  Sol- 
dier ;   by  that  I  gain'd  this  glorious  Halbcrt.     Ambition  !^  I 
fee  a  Commiflion  in  his  Face  already  :   Pray,  noble  Captain, 
w  give  me  leave  to  falute  you.  V^jf^^'  ^'-^  ^^P  ^■'■^'''^ 

I  '        C  c  3  Sjk 
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Syl.  What,  Men  kifs  one  another. 

Kite,  We  Officers  do :   'tis  our  way  ;  we  live  together  h'ke 

Man  and  Wife,  always  either  kilTing  or  fighting : But  I 

fee  a  Storm  a  coming. 

Syl.  Now,  Serjeant,  I  fliall  fee  who  is  your  Captain  by 
your  knocking  down  the  other. 

Kite,  My  Captain  fcorns  AiTiftance,  Sir. 

Braz.  How  dare  you  contend  for  any  thing,  and  not  dar0 
to  draw  your  Sword  ?  But  you  are  a  young  Fellow,  and  have 
not  been  much  abroad;  I  excufe  that,  but  prithee  relign  the 
Man,  prithee  do;  you  are  a  very  honed  Fellow. 

Plume.  You  lye;  and  you  are  a  Son  of  a  Whore. 

\J)raws  and  makes  up  to  Brazen. 

Braz^  Hold,  hold,  did  not  you  refufe  to  fight  for  the  Lady  > 

{^Retiring, 

Plume.  I  always  do But  for  a  Man  Til  fight  Knee  deep, 

io  you  lye  again.  [Plume  ^W  Brazen  fight  a  Tra'verfe  or  two 
ahuut  the  Stage  \  Sylvia  draws^  who  is  held  by  Kite,  who  fow/idi 
So  Arms  with  his  Mouth  ;  takes  Sylvia //^  his  Arms^  and  carries 
her  off  the  Stage. 

Braz.  Hold,  Where's  the  Man  ? 

Pl^me.  Gone.  > 

Braz.  Then  what  do  we  fight  for  >  [Puts  up.']  Now  let's 
embrace,  my  Dear. 

Plume.  With  all  my  Heart,  my  Dear.  [Putting  up.]  I 
fuppofe  Kite  has  liiled  him  by  this  time.  [Emhraces,] 

Braz.  You  are  a  brave  Fellow,  I  always  fight  with  a  Man,, 
before  I  make  him  my  Fri.md  ;  and  if  once  I  find  he  will 

fight,  I  never  quarrel  with  him  afterwards. And  now  I'll 

tell  you   a  Secret  my  dear  Friend  ,  that   Lady  we  frighted 

out  of  the  Walk  juft  now,  I  found  in  Bed  this  Morning So: 

beautiful,  fo  inviting— I  prefently  lock'dthe  Door--butI  am 
a  Man  of  Honour— But  I  believe  I  fnall  marry  her  neverthe- 
lefs-Her  twenty  thoufand  Pound,  you  know,  will  be  a  pret?"t 
ty  Conveniency—  I  had  an  Affignation  with  her  here,  but) 
your  coming  fpoil'd  my  Sport.    Curfe  you,  my  Dear,  but 

don't  do  fo  agen 

Plume.  No,  no,  my  Dear,  Men  aremyBufinefs  at  prefent^ 

l_ExeuntU' 
"The  End  of  the  Third  h.C  J. 
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ACT     IV. 
SCENE,  The  JValk  contimtes 

Enter  Rofe  and  Bunock  meeting. 
Hofe,  "ITTHere  have  you  been,  you  great  Booby  r  you  area'i- 

VV    ways  out  of  the  way  in  the  time  of  Preferment. 
'    Bull.  Preferment !  who  fhou'd  prefer  mc  ? 

Rofe.  I  wou'd  prefer  you  !  who  fhou'd  prefer  a  Man  but  a 
Woman  ?  Come,  throw  away  that  great  Club,  hold  up  your 
Head,  cock  your  Hat,  and  look  big. 

' 'Brill.  Ah  Rmfe.,  Rmfe,  I  fear  forne  body  will  look  big  foon- 
er  than  Folk  think  of :  This  genteel  Breeding  never  comes  in- 
to the  Country  without  a  Train  of  Followers. Here  has 

been  Cartwheel  your  Sweetheart,  what  will  become  of  him  ? 

Rofe.  Look'e,  Fm  a  great  Woman,  and  will  provide  for 
my  Relations : 1  told  the  Captain  how  finely  heplay'd  up- 
on the  Taber  and  Pipe,  fo  he  has  fet  him  dovvii  for  Drum- 
Major. 

Bull.  Nay,  Sifter,  why  did  not  you  keep  that  Place  for  me? 
you  know  I  alw^ays  lov'drobe  a  drumming,  if  it  "vvere  but  on 
a  Table,  or  on  a  Quart  Pot. 

E^^^ter  Sylvia. 

Syl.  Had  I  but  a  CommilTion  in  my  Pocket,  I  fancy  my 
Breeches  wou'd  become  me  as  well  as  any  ranting  Fellow  of 
'em  all  ;  for  I  take  a  bold  Step,  a  rakifliTofs ,  a  fmart  Cock, 
and  an  impudent  Air  to  be  the  principal  Ingredients  in  the 

Compofition  of  a  Captain What's  here  >  Rpfe !  my  Nurfe's 

Daughter' Pll  goand  practife. Com.e,  Child,  kifs  me 

at  once,  [KiJ/es  Rofe.]  and  her  Brother  too  .'-^ WeU 

honed  Dungfork,  do  you  knov/ the  dilFerence  between  a  Horfe 
and  a  Cart,  and  a  Cart  Horfe,  eh  ? 

Bull.  I  prefume  that  your  Worlhip  is  a  Captain,  by  your 
Cloaths  and  your  Courage. 

Syl.  Suppofe  I  were,  wou'd  you  be  contented  to  lift,  Friend  ? 

Rofe.  No,  no,  tho'  your  Worftiip  be  a  hand  fo  me  Man, 
there  be  others  as  fine  as  you,  my  Brother  is  cngag'd  to  Cap- 
tain Piur/ie. 

Syl.  Ph.'r/ie !  Do  you  know  Captain  Plume  ? 

Kofe.  Yes,  I  do,  and  he  knows  me He  took  the  Rib- 
bands out  of  his  Shirt  Sleeves,  and  put 'em  into  my  Shoes 

C  c  4  See 
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See  there 1  can  afTure  you,  that  I  can  do  any  thing  with 

the  Captain. 

BuU.  That  is,  in  a  modeft  way,  Sir, Have  a  care  what  i 

you  fay,  Ruofe^  don't  fhame  your  Parentage. 

Rofe.  Nay,  for  that  matter,  I  am  not  fo  (imple  as  to  fay 
that  I  can  do  any  thing  with  the  Captain,  but  what  I  may  do 
with  any  body  elfe. 

Syl,  So  ! And  pray  what  do  you  expe61:  from  this  Cap- 
tain, Child  ? 

Ro[e.  I  expe£l:,  Sir, lexped-- — But  he  order'd : 

me  to  tell  no  body. But  fuppofe  that  he  ihould  pro-i 

mife  to  marry  me  ? 

Syl.  You  (houM  have  a  care,  my  Dear,  Men  will  promife 
^ny  thing  before-hand. 

Rofe,  I  know  that,  but  he  promis'd  to  marry  me  after-* 
wards. 

BuU.  Wouns,  Rtiofe.^  what  have  you  faid  > 

Syl,  Afterwards !  After  what  ? 

Kofe.  After  I  had  fold  my  Chickens. 1  hope  there's  no 

harm  in  that. 

'Enter  Vlume, 

Plume.  What,  Mr.  Wilful^  fo  clofe  with  my  Market  Wo- 
man ! 

Syl,  I'll  try  if  he  loves  her.   \_^fide.'\    Clofe,   Sir,   ay,  and' 

clofer  yet.  Sir. Come,  my  pretty  Maid,  you  and  I  will 

withdraw  a  little. 

Plume.  No,  no,  Friend,  I  ha'n't  done  with  her  yet. 

Syl.  Nor  have  I  begun  with  her,  fo  I  have  as  good  Right  as. 
you  have. 

Plume.  Thou  art  a  bloody  impudent  Fellow. 

Syl.  Sir,  I  wou'd  qualifie  my  felf  for  the  Service, 

Plume,  Haft  thou  really  a  mind  to  the  Service  > 

Syl.  Yes,  Sir  :  So  let  her  go, 

Rofe,  Pray,  Gentlemen,  don't  be  fo  violent. 

Plume.  Come,  leave  it  to  the  Girl's  own  Choice- — -Wilt 
you  belong  to  me  or  to  that  Gentleman  ? 

Rofe.  Let  me  confider,  you're  both  very  handfome. 

Plume.  Now  the  natural  Unconftancy  of  hey  Sex  begins  to: 
work. 

Rofe.  Pray,  Sir,  what  will  you  give  me  ? 

BulL  Don't  be  angry,  Sir,  that  my  Sifter  fhould  be  Merce^ 
Jiary,  for  ftie's  but  young. 

Syl.  Give  thee  Child  I-^— I'll  fet  thee  above  Scandal  ;  you 
fli^li  hav^  a  Coach  with  fix  before  and  fix  behind ^^  an  Equi^ 
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.  page  to  make  Vice  falhionable,  and  put  Vertue  out  of  Coun- 
tenance. 

Plume.  Pho,  that's  eafily  done ;  Til  do  more  for  thee,  Child^ 
ril  buy  you  a  Furbeloe  Scarf,  and  give  you  a  Ticket  to  fee 
a  Play. 

BuU.  A  Play !  Wauns,  Rmfe^tske  the  Ticket,  and  let's  fee 
the  Show. 

Syl.  Look'e,  Captain,  if  you  won't  refign,  I'll  go  lift  with 
Captain  Brazen  this  Minute. 

Plume.  Will  you  lift  with  me  if  I  give  up  my  Title? 

Syl.  I  will. 

Plume.  Take  her :  I'll  change  a  Woman  for  a  Man  at  any 
r  time. 

Rofe.  I  have  heard  before,  indeed,  that  you  Captains  us'd  to 
fell  your  Men. 
.    Bull.  Pray,  Captain,  do  not  fend  Ruofe  to  the  Weft-Indics. 

Plume.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Weft-lndies !  No,  no,  my  honclt  Lad,  give 
me  thy  Hand ;  nor  you,  nor  fhe,  fliall  move  a  ftcp  farther  than 

I  do This  Gentleman  is  one  of  us,  and  will  be  kind  to 

you,  Mrs.  Rofe. 

Rofe.  But  will  you  be  fo  kind  to  me,  Sir,  as  the  Captain 
wou'd  .^ 

Syl.  I  can't  be  altogether  fo  kind  to  you,  my  Circumftanccs 
are  not  fo  good  as  the  Captain's;  but  I'll  take  Care  of  you, 
upon  my  Word. 

Plume.  Ay,  ay,  we'll  all  take  Care  of  her;  fl^e  fhall  Uvq 

like  a  Princefs,  and  her  Brother  here  ftiall  be What 

wou'd  you  be  ^ 

Bu/J.  O  !  Sir  !  If  you  had  not  promis'd  the  Place  of  Drum- 
Major: 

Plume.  Ay,  that  is  prom.is'd But  what  think  you  of 

Barrack -Mafter  ?  You  are  a  Perfon  of  Underftanding,  and 

Parrack-Mafter  you  fhall  be. ■  But  what's  become  of  this 

fame  Cartwheel  you  told  me  of,  my  Dear  ^ 

Rofe.  We'll  go  fetch  him. Come,  Brother  Barrack-Ma- 

fter 'We  ihall  find  you  at  home,  noble  Captain  > 

\^Exeuya  Rofe  a'/2dV>\x\\oQk. 

Plume.  Yes,  yes ;  and  now.  Sir,  here  are  your  forty  Shil- 
lings. 

Syl.  Captain  Plume.,  I  dcfpife  your  lifting  Money ;  if  I  do 

'ferve,  'tis  purely  for  Love of  that  Wench,  I  mean. 

For  you  muft  know,  that  among  my  other  Sallies,  1  have 
fpent  the  beft  part  of  my  Fortune  in  fearch  of  a  Maid,  and 
cou'd  never  find  one  hitherto;  fo  you  may  be  aifur'd  I'd  fell 
my  Freedom  under  a  lefs  Purchafe  than  I  did  my  Eftate. 

' So 
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— • —  So  before  I  lift ,  I  muft  be  certify'd  that  this  Girl  is  a 
Virgin. 

Flume.  Mr.  Wilful.^  I  can't  tell  you  how  you  can  be  certify'd 
in  that  Point  till  you  try;  but  upon  my  Honour  fhie  may  be 

a  Veftal  for  ought  that  I  know  to  the  contrary. 1  gainM 

her  Heart  indeed  by  fome  trifling  Prefents  and  Promifes,  and 
knowing  that  the  befl:  Security  for  a  Woman's  Soul  is  her  Bo- 
dy, I  wou'd  have  made  my  felf  Mafter  of  that  too,  had  not 
the  Jealoulie  of  my  impertinent  Landlady  interposM. 

Syl.  So  you  only  want  an  Opportunity  for  accomplifliing 
your  Defigns  upon  her. 

"  Plume.  Not  at  all,  I  have  already  gain'd  my  Ends,  which 
were  only  the  drawing  in  one  or  two  of  her  Followers.  The 
Women,  you  know,  are  the  Loadilones  every  where ;  gain 
the  Wives,  and  you  are  carefs'd  by  the  Husbands ;  pleafe  the 
Miftrefs,  and  you  are  valu'd  by  the  Gallants ;  fecure  an  Intc- 
reft  with  the  fineft  Women  at  Court,  and  you  procure  the  Fa- 
vour of  the  greeted  Men So  kifs  the  prettiefl:  Country 

Wenches,  and  you  are  fure  of  lifting  the  luftieft  Fellows.  Some 
People  may  call  this  Artifice,  but  I  term  it  Stratagem,  fine? 

it  is  fo  main  a  part  of  the  Service. Befides,  the  Fatigue  of 

Recruiting  is  fo  intoUerable,  that  unlefs  we  cou'd  make  our 
felves  fome  Pleafure  amidft  the  Pain,  no  mortal  Man  wou'd 
be  able  to  bear  it. 

Syl.  Well,  Sir,  I  am  fatisfy'd  as  to  the  Point  in  Debate ; 
but  now  let  me  beg  you  to  lay  aiide  your  Recruiting  Airs,  put 
on  the  Man  of  Honour,  and  tell  me  plainly  what  Ufage  I 
muft  exped  when  I  am  under  your  Command  ? 

Plume.  You  muft  know,  in  the  firft  place,  then,  that  I  hate 
to  have  Gentlemen  in  my  Company  ;  for  they  are  always 
troublefome  and  expenfive,  fometimes  dangerous ;  and  'tis  a 
conftant  Maxim  amongft  us,  that  thofe  who  know  the  leaft, 
obey  the  beft.  Notwithftanding  all  this,  I  find  fomething  fo 
agreeable  about  you,  that  engages  me  to  court  your  Compa- 
ny ;  and  I  can't  tell  how  it  is,  but  I  Ihou'd  be  uneafie  to  fee- 

you  under  the  Command  of  any  Body  elfe Your  Ufage 

will  chiefly  depend  upon  your  Behaviour;  only  this  you  muft 
cxped,  that  if  you  commit  a  fmall  Fault,  I  will  excufe  it,  if 
a  great  one,  Pll  difcharge  you ;  for  fomething  tells  me,  I  fliall^ 
iiot  be  able  to  puniili  you. 

Syl. .  And  fomething  tells  me,  that  if  you  do  difcharge  me, 
'twill  be  the  greateft  Punifhment  you  can  inflicl ;  for  were 
we  this  moment  to  go  upon  the  greateft  Dangers  in  your  Pro- 
feffion,  they  wou'd  be  lefs  terrible  to  me,  than  to  ftay  behind 

you 
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you And  now  your  Hand,  this  lifts  me And  now  you 

Ere  my  Captain. 

.    Plume.  Your  Friend.  l^KiJfes  her.']  'Sdcath  >  There's  fome- 

thing  in  this  Fellow  that  charms  me. 

-    Syl.  One  Favour  I  muft  beg — —This  Affair  will  make  fome 

poiie,  and  I  have  fome  Friends  that  wouM  cenfurc  my  Con- 

dudl: ,  if  I  threw  my  felf  into  the  Circumftance  of  a  private 

Centinel  of  my  own  Head 1  mud  therefore  take  care  to 

be  impreft  by  the  Act  of  Parliament,  you  fliall  leave  that  to 
me. 

Plume.  What  you  pleafe  as  to  that Will  you  lodge 

at  my  Quarters  in  the  mean  time?  You  (hall  have  part  of  my 
Bed. 

Syl.  O  fye  !  Lie  with  a  common  Soldier !  Wou'd  not  you 
rather  lie  with  a  common  Woman  ? 

Plume.  No,  faith,  I'm  not  that  Rake  that  the  World  ima- 
gines; Ihave  got  an  Air  of  Freedom,  which  People  miflake 
for  Lewdnefs  in  me,  as  they  miilake  Formality  in  others  for 
Religion — The  World  is  all  a  Cheat ;  only  I  take  mine,  which 
is  undefign'd,  to  be  more  excufable  than  theirs  which  is  hypo- 
critical. 1  hurt  no  Body  but  my  felf,  and  they  abufe  all  Man- 
kind  Will  you  lie  vvith  me? 

^)7.  No,  no>,  Captain,  you  forget  Rofe ;  ihc's  to  be  my  Bed- 
fellow, you  know. 

Plume.  I  had  forgot ;  pray  be  kind  to  her. 

[Exeunt  fever  aUy. 

Enter  Melinda  and  Lucy. 

Mel.  'Tis  the  greateft  Misfortune  in  Nature  for  a  Woman 
to  want  a  Confident :  We  are  fo  weak,  that  we  can  do  no- 
thing without  Affiftance,  and  then  a  Secret  racks  us  worfe 

than  the  Collick 1  am  at  this  minute  fo  fick  of  a  Secret, 

that  Fm  ready  to  faint  away Help  me,  Lucy. 

-  ■  Luc.  Blefs  me,  Madam!  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mel.  Vapours  only,  I  begin  to  recover If  Sylvia  were 

in  Town,  I  could  heartily  forgive  her  Faults  for  theEafeof 
difcovering  my  own, 

Luc.  You're  thoughtful,  Madam ;  am  not  I  worthy  to  know 
theCaufe? 

Mel.  You  are  a  Servant,  and  a  Secret  may  make  you 
^aucy. 

Luc.  Not  unlefs  you  fhou'd  find  fault  without  a  Caufe, 
Madam. 

Mel.  Caufe,  or  not  Caufe,  I  muft  not  lofe  thePlcafure  of 

chiding  when  I  pleafe;  Women  muft  difcharge  their  Vapours 

*  fome- 
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fomewhere,  and  before  we  get  Husbands  our  Servants  niuft 
exped  to  bear  with  'em. 

Luc,  Then,  Madam,  you  had  better  raife  me  to  a  Degree 
above  a  Servant:  You  know  my  Family,  and  that  fooA 
would  fet  me  upon  the  foot  of  a  Gentlewoman,  and  make 
me  worthy  the  Confidence  of  any  Lady  in  the  Land ;  beiides. 
Madam,  'twill  extremely  encourage  me  in  the  great  Defign  I 
now  have  in  hand. 

Mel,  I  don't  find  that  your  Defign  can  be  of  any  great 
Advantage  to  you:  'Twill  pleafe  me,  indeed,  in  the  Humour 
I  have  of  being  reveng'd  on  the  Fool  for  his  Vanity  of  ma- 
king Love  to  me,  fo  I  don't  much  care  if  I  do  promife  you^ 
five  hundred  Pound  upon  my  Day  of  Marriage. 

Luc.  That  is  the  way.  Madam,  to  make  me  diligent  in  the 
Vocation  of  a  Confident,  which  I  think  is  generally  to  bring 
People  together. 

Mel.  OLucy!  I  can  hold  my  Secret  no  longer:  You  muft 
know,  that  hearing  of  the  famous  Fortune-teller  in  Town,  I 
went  difguis'd  to  latisfy  a  Curiofity,  which  has  cofi:  me  dear  : 
That  Fellow  is  certainly  the  Devil,  or  one  of  his  Bofom-Fa- 
vourites,  he  has  told  me  the  moll  furprizing  things  of  my  pad 
Life. 

Luc.  Things  paft.  Madam,  can  hardly  be  reckon'd  furpri- 
zing, becaufe  we  know  them  already.  Did  he  tell  you  any 
thing  furprizing  that  vi^as  to  come  ? 

Mel.  One  thing  very  furprizing  ;  he  faid  I  fhould  die  a 
Maid  ! 

Luc.  Die  a  Maid  !  Come  into  the  World  for  nothing ^ 

Dear  Madam,  if  you  fhou'd  believe  him,  it  might  come  to 
pafs ;  for  the  bare  Thought  on't  might  kill  one  in  four  and 

twenty  Hours x\nd  did  you  ask  him  any  Quefiions 

about  me  ? 

Mel.  You!  Why,  I  pafs'd  for  you. 

Luc.  So  'tis  I  that  am  to  die  a  Maid But  the  Devil  was 

a  Liar  from  the  beginning,  he  can't  make  me  die  a  Maid ■ 

I  have  put  it  out  of  his  Power  already. 

Mel.  I  do  but  J  eft,  I  wou'd  have  pafs'd  for  you,  and  call'd 
my  felf  L^^^' ;  but  he  prefently  told  me  my  Name,  my  Qua- 
lity, my  Fortune,  and   gave  me  the  whole  Hiftory  of  my 

Life He  told  me  of  a  Lover  1  had  in  this  Country,  and 

defcrib'd  Pf^Wthy  exad^ly,  but  in  nothing  fo  well  as  in  his  pre^ 

fent  Indifference ■!  fled  to  him  for  Refuge  here  to  day,  he 

never  fo  much  as  cncourag'd  me  in  my  fright,  but  coldly  told 
me,  that  he  was  forry  for  the  Accident,  becaufe  it  might  give 
the  Town  caufc  to  cenfure  my  Condud,  excusM  his  not  wait^ 

ing 
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ing  on  me  home,  made  me  a  carelefs  Bow,  and  walk'd  off: 
'Sdeath !  I  cou'd  have  ftab'd  him,  or  my  felf,  *twas  the  fame 

thing Yonder  he  comes 1  will  fo  ufe  him! 

Luc.  Don't  exafperate  him,  confider  what  the  Fortune-teller 
told  you :  Men  are  icarce,  and  as  Times  go,  it  is  not  impof^ 
fible  for  a  Woman  to  die  a  Maid. 

Enter  Worthy. 

Mel.  No  matter. 

Wor.  1  find  llic's  warnf  d,  I  muft  ftrike  while  the  Iron  is 
hot You  have  a  great  deal  of  Courage,  Madam,  to  ven- 
ture into  the  Walks  where  you  were  ^o  lately  frightened. 
•     Mel.  x'lnd  you  have  a  quantity  of  Impudence  to  appear  bc- 
^fore  m^e,  that  you  have  fo  lately  affronted. 

Wor.  1  had  no  defign  to  affront  you,  nor  appear  before  you 
either,  Madam :  I  left  you  here,  becaufe  I  had  Bulinefs  in 
another  Place,  and  came  hither,  thinking  to  meet  another 
Perfon. 

Mel.  Since  you  find  your  felf  difappointed,  I  hope  you'll 
withdraw  to  another  part  of  the  Walk. 

Wor.  The  Walk  is  broad  enough  for  us  both.  ^T^hey  walk  by 
one  another ,  he  with  his  Hat  cockQ.^  JJje  fretting  and  tearing  her 
Fan.^  Will  you  pleafe  to  take  Snuff,  Madam  .^  [He  offers  her 
his  Box^  Jhe  Jlrikes  it  out  of  his  Hand\  while  he  is  gathering  it  tip^ 
Brazen  takes  her  round  the  JVafte.^  Jhe  cuffs  him. 

Enter  Brazen. 

Braz.  What,  here  before  me,  my  Dear ! 
'    Mel.  What  means  this  Infolence? 

Luc.  Are  you  mad  ?  Don't  you  fee  Mr.  Worthy  ?  [To  Brazen. 

n     Braz.  No,  no,  Pm  (truck  blind IVorthy!  'odfo!  well 

turn'd My  Mifirefs  has  Wit  at  her  Fingers  ends • 

Madam,  I  ask  your  Pardon,  'tis  our  way  abroad — Mr.  ^or- 
thy^j  you  arc  the  happy  Man. 

U'or.  I  don't  envy  your  Happinefs  very  much,  if  the  Lady 
can  afford  no  other  fort  of  Favours  but  what  fhehas  beftowed 
upon  you. 

Mel.  I  am  forry  the  Favour  mifcarry'd,  for  it  was  defign'd 
for  you,  Mr.  U^orthy;  and  be  alTur'd  'tis  the  lall  and  only  Fa- 
vour you  mufl  expe^  at  my  Hands Captain,  I  ask  your 

•  Pardon [Exit  with  Lucy. 

Braz.  I  grant  it' — You  fee,  Mr.  Worthy.^  'tv/as  only  a 

Random-fhot,  it  might  have  taken  off  your  Head  as  well  as 
mine :  Courage,  my  Dear,  'tis  the  Fortune  oi  War  \  but  the 
Enemy  has  thought  tit  to  withdraw,  I  think. 

Wor. 
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If  or.  Withdraw!  Oons,  Sir!  what  d'ye  mean  by  with- 
draw ? 

Braz.  I'll  ihew  you.  [Exit, 

■Wor,  She's  loft,  irrecoverably  loft,  and  P/^';«c's  Advice  has 
ruin'd  me:  'Sdeath!  why  ftiould  I,  that  knev/  her  haughty 
Spirit,  be  rul'd  by  a  Man  that's  a  Stranger  to  her  Pride  ? 

Enter  Plume. 

Illume.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  a  Battle  Royal :  Don't  frown  fo,  Man, 
ihe's  your  own,  I  tell  you ;  I  law  the  Fury  of  her  Love  in  the 
Extremity  of  her  Paffion :  The  Wildnefs  of  her  Anger  is  a 
certain  Sign  that  fhe  loves  you  toMadnefs.  That  Rogue  Kite 
began  the  Battle  with  abundance  of  Condu61:,  and  will  bring 
you  off^viclorious,  my  Life  on't;  he  plays  his  part  admirably, 
Ihe's  to  be  v/ith  him  again  prefently. 

U^or.  But  what  cou'd  be  the  meaning  of  Brazen' s  Familia- 
rity with  her? 

Plur/ie.  You  are  no  Logician,  if  you  pretend  to  draw  Con- 
fequences  from  theA61:Ions  of  Fools:  There's  no  arguing  by 
the  Rule  of  Reafon  upon  a  Science  without  Principles,  and 

fuch  is  their  Condu6i: Whim,  unaccountable  Whim  hur* 

ties  'em  on  like  a  Man  drunk  with  Brandy  before  Ten  a  Clock 

in  the  Morning But  we  lofe  our  Sport— Kite  has 

open'd  above  an  hour  ago,  let's  away.  \_Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E,  y^  Chamber ;  a  Table  with  Books  and  Globes. 

Kite  dijguis^d  in  a  ftrange  Habit  ^fitting  at  aT able. 

Kite.  \_Rifi^g.']  By  the  Pofition  of  the  Heaven's,  gain'cj  from 
my  Obfervation  upon  thefe  Celeftial  Globes,  I  find  that  Luna 
was  a  Tyde-waiter,  Sol  a  Surveyor,  Mercury  a  Thief,  Venus 
a  Whore,  Saturn  an  Alderman,  Jupiter  a  Rake,  and  Mars  a 
Serjeant  of  Granadeers  ;  and  this  is  the  Syftem  oi  Kite  the 
Conjurer, 

Enter  Plume  and  Worthy. 

Plume.  Well,  what  Succefs  ? 

Kite.  I  have  fent  away  a  Shoemaker  and  a  Taylor  already; 
one's  to  be  a  Captain  of  Marines,  and  the  other  a  Major  of 

Dragoons I  am  to  manage  them  at  Night Have 

you  feen  the  Lady,  Mr.  Worthy  ? 

Wor.  Ay,  but  it  won't  do Have  you  ftiew'd  her  her 

Name,  that  I  tore  otf  from  the  bottom  of  the  Letter  .'* 

Kite.  No,  Sir,  I  referve  that  for  the  laft  Stroke. 

Plume.  What  Letter  { 

Wor, 
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Wor.  One  that  I  woii'd  not  let  you  fee,  for  fear  that  you 
ihouM  break  Windows  in  good  earneil.  [_Kmckingat  the  Door. 

iC/>^.  Officers  to  your  Pofts.     {ExeuMVlmnQandWoxthy, 
Mind  the  Door.  [Servant  opeMs  the  Door. 

Enter  a  Smith.  " 

Smith.  Well,  Mailer,  are  you  the  Cunning  Man  .^ 

Kite.  I  am  the  learned  Copernicus. 

Smith.  Well,  Mailer,  Fm  but  a  poor  Man,  and  I  can't  af- 
j  ford  above  a  Shilling  for  my  Fortune. 

Kite.  Perhaps  that  is  more  than  'tis  worth. 

Smith.  Look'e,  Do61:or,  let  me  have  fomething  that's  good 
'  for  my  Shilling,  or  I'll  have  my  Money  again. 

Kite.  If  there  be  Faith  in  the  Stars,  you  Ihall  have  your 

Shilling  forty  fold Your  Hand,  Country-man,  you're  by 

Trade  a  Smith. 

Smith.  How  the  Devil  fliou'd  you  know  that  ? 
^Kite.  Becaufe  the  Devil  and  you  areBroth^r-Tradefmen— 
You  were  born  wy\6.QX  Forceps . 

Smith.  Forceps.^  what's  that-? 

Kite.  One  of  the  Signs :  There's  Z.f«?,  Sagittarius.,  Forceps^ 

Furnes^  Dixmude.^  Namur.,  BruJJels.,  Charkroy.^  and  fo  forth 

Twelve  of 'em Let  me  fee Did  you  ever  make  any 

Bombs  or  Cannon-Bullets  ? 

Smith.  Not  I. 

Kite.  You  either  have  or  will The  Stars  have  decreed, 

that  you  fhall  be —I  muft  have  more  Money,  Sir, > 

Your  Fortune's  great. 

Smith.  Faith,  Dodor,  I  have  no  more. 

Ktte.  O  Sir,  I'll  truft  you,  and  take  it  out  of  your  Arrears, 

Smith.  x\r rears !  what  Arrears  ? 

Kite.  The  five  hundred  Pound  that's  owing  to  you  from 
the  Government. 

Smith,  Owing  me  ! 

Kite.  Owing  you,  Sir Let  me  fee  your  t'other  Hand, 

' 1  beg  your  rardgn,  it  will  be  owing  to  you:    And  the 

Rogue  of  an  Agent  will  demand  Fifty  per  Cent,  for  a  Fort- 
night's Advance. 

Smith.  I'm  in  the  Clouds,  Do6lor,  all  this  w^hilc. 

Kite.  Sir,  I  am  above  'em,  among  the  Stars In  two 

Years,  three  Months  and  two  Hours,  you  will  be  made  Cap- 
tain of  the  Forges  to  the  Grand  Train  of  Artillery,  and  v/ill 
have  ten  Shklings  a  Day,  and  two  Servants 'T'is  the  De- 
cree of  the  Stars,  and  of  the  fix'd  Stars,  that  are  as  immove- 

lable  as  your  i\nvil-- — -Strike,  Sir,  while  the  Iron  is  hot • 

Fly,  Sir,  be  gone. 

Smith. 
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Smith.  What !  what  wouM  you  have  me  do,  Doflor  ?  I  wifli 
the  Stars  wou'd  put  me  in  a  way  for  this  fine  Place. 

Kite.  The  Stars  do let  me  fee ay,  about  an  Hour 

hence  walk  carelelley  into  the  Market-place,  and  you'll  fee  a 
tall,  llender  Gentleman,  cheapning  a  Pennyworth  of  Apples^ 

with  a  Cane  hanging  upon  his  Button ■  This  Gentleman 

will  ask  you  what's  a  Clock •  He's  your  Man,  and  the 

Maker  of  your  Fortune Follow  him,  follow  him- « 

And  now  go  home,  and  take  leave  of  your  Wife  and  Chil- 
dren ;  an  Hour  hence  exadly  is  your  time. 

Smith,  A  tall  {lender  Gentleman,  you  fay,  with  a  Cane ! 
Pray,  what  fort  of  Head  has  the  Cane  > 

Kite.  An  Amber  Head  with  a  black  Ribband. 

Smith,  And  pray,  of  what  Employment  is  the  Gentleman  ? 

Kite,  Let  me  fee,  he's  either  a  Colle6lor  of  the  Excife,  or  a 

Plenipotentiary,  or  a  Captain  of  Granadeers 1  can't  tell 

exactly  which but  he'll  call  you  honed your  Name 

is 

Smith.  Thomas. 

Kite.  He'll  call  you  honeft  T'om. 

Smith.  But  how  the  Devil  fhou'd  he  know  my  Name  ? 

:Kite.  O  there  are  feveral  forts  oiToms Tom  o' Lincoln., 

Tom^tit.^  Tom  Tell-trothy  Tom  a  Bedlam^  and  Tom  Fool Be 

gone-^^ An  Hour  hence  precifely.       [^Knocking  at  the  Door. 

Smith,  You  fay,  he'll  ask  me  what's  a  Clock? 

Kite.  Moft  certainly And  you'll  anfwer  you  don't 

know And  be  fure  you  look  at  St.  Mary'*s  Dial;  for  the 

Sun  won't  lliine,  and  if  it  fhou'd,  you  won't  be  able  to  tell 
the  Figures. 

S-mith.  I  will,  I  will.  \Exit. 

Plume.  Well  done,  Conjurer,  go  on  and  profper.   [Behind, 

Kite.  As  you  were. 

Enter  a  Butcher. 

What  my  old  Friend  Phick  the  Butcher! 1  offer'd  the 

furly  Bull-dog  five  Guineas  this  Morning,  and  he  refus'd  it. 

\_Afide. 

But.  So,  Mr.Conjurer,  here's  Half  a  Crown And  now 

you  muft  underftand. 

Kite.  Hold,  Friend,  I  know  your  bufinefs  beforehand 

But.  "\ou're  devilifn  cunning  then,  for  I  don't  well  know 
it  my  felf 

Kite.  1  know  more  than  you.  Friend You  have  a 

foolifh  Saying,  that  fuch  a  one  knows  no  more  than  the  Man 
in  the  Moon  :  I  tell  you^  the  Man  in  the  Moon  knows  more 

than- 
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than  all  the  Men  under  the  Sun :  Don't  the  Moon  fee  all  the 
World  > 
But.  All  the  World  fee  the  Moon,  I  muft  confcfs. 

Kite.  Then  fhe  mull:  fee  all  the  World,  that's  certain ■ 

Give  me  your  Hand You're  by  Trade,  either  a  Butcher 

or  a  Sjir^eon, 

But.  True,  I  am  a  Butcher. 

Kite.  And  a  Surgeon  you  will  be,  the  Employments  diifer 

only  in  the  Name He  that  can  cut  up  an  Ox,  may  dif- 

fecl  a  Man;  and  the  fame  Dexterity  that  cracks  a  Marrow- 
bone, will  cut  otf  a  Leg  or  an  Arm. 

But.  W^hat  d'ye  mean,  Do6tor,  what  d'ye  mean  ? 
Kite.  Patience,  patience,  Mr.  Surgeon- General \  the  Stars 
are  great  Bodies,  and  move  flowly. 

But.  But  what  d'ye  mean  by  Surgeon-General .J^oEXoi^ 
Kite.  Nay,  Sir,  if  your  Worfliip  won't  have  Patience,  I 
mud  beg  the  Favour  of  your  Worfl;ip's  Abfence. 

But.  My  Worfhip!  my  Worfhip  !  but  why  my  Worfhip  } 
Kite.  Nay  then,  I  have  done. 

But.  Pray,  Doftor 

Kite.  Fire  and  Fury,  Sir !  \^R.ifes  in  a  PaJJion.']  Do  you  think 
the  Stars  will  be  hurry'd  r  Do  the  Stars  owe  you  any  Money, 

Sir,  that  you  dare  to  dun  their  Lordfhips  at  this  Rater 

Sir,  I  am  Porter  to  the  Stars,  and  I  am  order'd  to  let  no  Dun 
'  come  near  their  Doors. 

But.  Dear  Doclor,  I  never  had  any  dealing  with  the  Stars, 
:  they  don't  owe  me  a  Penny But  iince  you  are  their  Por- 
ter, pleafeto  accept  of  this  Kalf-Crown  to  drink  their  Healths, 
and  don't  be  angry. 

Kite.  Let  me  fee  your  Hand  then  once  more Here  has 

been  Gold Five  Guineas,  my  Fiiend,  in  this  very  Hand 

this  Morning. 

But.  Nay,  then  he  is  the  Devil Pray,  Doclor,  were  you 

born  of  a  Woman?  or,  did  you  come  into  the  World  of  your" 
own  Head  ? 

Kite.  That's  a  Secret This  Gold  was  offer'd  you  by 

a  proper  handfome  Man,  call'd  Havjk^  or  Buzzard.^  or 

\  But.  Kite  you  mean. 
^  Kite.  Ay,  ay,  Kite. 

,  But.  As  arrant  a  Rogue  as  ever  carry'd  a  Halbard.     The 
impudent  Rafcai  would  have  dccoy'd  me  for  a  Soldier. 

Kite.  A  Soldier  I  a  Man  of  your  Subftance  for  a  Soldier ! 
Your  Mother  has  an  hundred  Pound  in  hard  Money,  lying 
at  this  minute  in  the  Hands  of  a  Mercer,  not  forty  Yards 
from  this  Place. 

D  d  But. 
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But.  Oons !  and  fo  flic  has,  but  very  few  know  £b  mucli. 

Khe.  I  know  it,  and  that  Rogue,  what's  his  Name,  Kite 
knew  it,  and  offer'dyou  five  Guineas  to  lift,  becaufe  he  knew 
your  poor  Mother  wou'd  give  the  Hundred  for  your  Dif- 
charge. 

B^a.  There's  a  Dog  now 'sflefh,  Do6tor,  Til  give 

you  t'other  Half-Crown,  and  tell  me  that  this  fame  Kite  will 
be  hang'd. 

Ktte.  He's  in  as  much  Danger  as  any  Man  in  the  County 
of  Sp.lop. 

But.  There's  your  Fee but  you  have  forgot  the  Sur*, 

geon-General  all  this  while. 

Kite.  You  put  the  Stars  in  a  Paflion.         [Looks  on  his  Books. '\ 

But  now  they  are  pacify'd  agen— ^ Let  me  fee,  did  yoii 

never  cut  off  a  Man's  Leg  ? 

But.  No. 

Kite.  Recolle6l,  pray.  • 

But.  I  fay,  no. 

Kite.  That's  (Irange,    wonderful  Grange  ;  but  nothing  is 

flrange  to  rrre,  fuch  wonderful  Changes  have  I  feen • 

The  Second,  or  Third,  ay,  the  Third  Campaign  that  you 
rnake  in  Flanders^  the  Leg  of  a  great  Officer  will  be  fhatter'd 
by  a  great  Shot,  you  will  be  there  accidently,  and  with  your 
Cleaver  chop  off  the  Limb  at  a  Blow  :  In  fliort,  the  Opera- 
tion will  be  perform'd  with  fo  much  Dexterity,  that  with  ge- 
neral Applaufe  you  will  be  made  Surgeon-General  of  the 
•whole  Army. 

But.  Nay,  for  the  matter  of  cutting  off  a  Limb,  I'll  do't, 
I'll  do't  with  any  Surgeon  in  Europe^  but  I  have  no  thoughts 
of  making  a  Campaign. 

Kite.  You  have  no  thoughts !  what's  matter  for  yourThoughts, 
the  Stars  have  decreed  it,  and  you  mull  go. 

But.  The  Stars  decree  ic!  Oons,  Sir,  the  Juflices  can't  prefs 
me. 

Kite.  Nay,  Friend,  'tis  none  of  my  Bufinefs,  I  have  done; 
only  mind  this,  you'll  know  more  an  Hour  and  half  hence, 
that's  all,  farewel. 

But.  Hold,  hold,  Do£lor,  Surgeon-General  !  What  is  the 
Place  worth,  pray  ? 

Kite.  Five  hundred  Pounds  a  Year,  befides  Guineas  for 
Claps. 

But.  Five  hundred  Poijnds  a  Year  !  - — — — An  hour  and  a 
half  hence,  you  fay. 

Kite.  Prithee,  Friend,  be  quiet,  don't  be  troublefome,  here's 
fuch  a  work  to  make  a  Booby   Butcher  accept  of  Five  hun- 
dred 
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dred  Pound  a  Year But  if  you  mufl  hear  It Til  tell 

you  in  fliort,  you'll  be  Handing  in  your  St.ill  an  Hour  and 
half  hence,  and  aGcnilcm^n  will  come  by  with  a  Snuif-box 
in  his  Hand,  and  the  tip  of  his  Handkerchicr  han^^ing  out  of 
his  right  Pocket  ;  he'll  ask  you  the  Price  of  a  Loin  of  Veal, 
and  at  the  fame  time  ftroak  your  great  Dog  upon  the  Head,,  and 
call  him  Chopper. 

But.  Mercy  on  us '  Chopper  is  the  Dog's  Name. 

Kite.  Look'e  there What  1  fay  is  true things  that  are 

to  come,  muft  come  to  paG Get  you  honre,  fell  off  your 

Stock,  don't  mind  the  whining  ana  the  iniveling  of  your  Mo- 
ther and  your  Sifter Women  always  hinder  f'rei'crmcnt 

make  what  Money  you  can,  and  follow  that  Gentleman,   his 

Name  begins  with  a  P, mind  that Tiiere  will  be  the 

Barber's  Daughter  too,  that  you  promis'd  Marriage  to • 

Ihe  will  be  pulling  and  hailing  you  to  pieces. 

But.  What!  know  S.-iliv  too?  He's  the  Devil,  and  he  needs 
mud  go  that  the  Devil  drives.  [Goi?}g.']  The  tip  of  his  Hand- 
kerchief out  of  his  left  Pocket. 

Kite.  No,  no,  his  right  Pocke:  ;  if  it  be  the  left,  'tis  none 
of  the  Man. 

Bzit.  Well,  well,  Fil  mind  him.  [Exit] 

Plume.  The  right  Pocket,  you  fay. 

[Behi'/td  with  his  Pocket-book. 

Kite.  I  hear  the  milling  of  Silks.  '^Kmcking.']  Fly,  Sir,  'tis 
Madam  Melmda. 

'Enter  Melinda  and  Lucy. 

Kite.  Tycho.^  Chairs  for  the  Ladies. 

Mel.  Don't  trouble  your  feif,  we  fha'n't  flay,  Dodor. 
■  Kite.  Your  Ladyfhip  is  to  (lay  m.uch  longer  than  you  ima- 
gine. 

Mel.  For  what  ? 

Kite.  For  a  Husband For  your  part,  Madam,  you 

won't  flay  for  a  Husband.  [To  Lucy. 

Luc.  Pray,  Doctor,  do  you  converfi  with  the  Stars,  or  the 
Devil  ? 

Kite.  With  both ;  when  I  have  the  Dcflinies  of  Men  in  fearch, 
Iconfult  the  Stars;  when  the  Affairs  of  Wom.eii  come  under 
my  Hands,  I  advife  with  my  t'other  Friend. 

Mel.  And  have  you  rais'd  the  Devil  upon  my  account  ? 

Kite.  Yes,  Madam,  and  he's  now  under  the  Table. 

Luc.  Oh  Heavens  prote6t  us  !  Dear  Madam,  let's  begone. 

Kite.  If  you  be  afraid  of  him,  why  do  you  come  toconfult 
him  } 

'       D  d  2  Mel 
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Mel  Don't  fear,  Fool;  do  you  think,  Sir,  that  becaufe  t 
am  a  Woman,  Vm  to  be  foolM  out  of  my  Reafon,  or  fright- 
ed out  of  my  Senfes?  Come,  fhewmethis  Devil. 

Kite.  He's  a  little  bufy  at  prefent  ;   but  when  he  has  done^ 
he  fhall  wait  on  you. 
MeL  What  is  he  doing  > 
Kite.  Wiiting  your  Name  in  his  Pocket-Book. 
Mel.  Ha,  ha!  my  Name!  Pray,  what  have  you  or  he  to  do 
with  my  Name } 

Kite.  Look'e,  fair  Lady the  Devil  isa  very  modeft 

Perfon,   he  feeks  no  body,    unlefs  they  feek  him  firft  ;  he's, 
chain'd  up  like  a  Maftitf,  and  can't  ftir,  unlefs  he  be  let  loofe' 

You  come  to  me  to  have  your  Fortune  told— ^ 

Do  you  think,  Madam,  that  I  can  anfwer  you  of  my  own 
Head?  No,  Madam,  the  Affairs  of  Women  are  fo  irregular,, 
that  nothing  lefs  than  the  Devil  can  give  any  account  of 'em. 
Now  to  convince  you  of  your  Incredulity,   I'll  fhew  you  a 

Trial  of  my  Skill Here,   you  Cacademo  del  Plumo 

exert  your  Power,  draw  me  this  Lady's  Name,  the  Wordy^e-- 
Unda.^  in  proper  Letters  and  Characters  of  her  own  Hand- 
writing  ^do  it  at  three  Motions one two ^ 

three 'tis  done Now,  Madam,  will  you  pleafe  to  fend 

your  Maid  to  fetch  it  ? 

Luc.  I  fetch  it  !   the  Devil  fetch  me  if  I  do. 
MeL  My  Name  in  my  own  Hand-writing  !   that  wou'd  be 
convincing  indeed. 

Kite.  Seeing's  believing.  [Goes  to  the  Table .^  lifts  np  the  Carpet. 
Here,  Tre.,  Tre.^  poor  7>^,  give  me  the  Bone,  Sirrah.  There's 

your  Name  upon  that  fquare  piece  of  Paper,  behold — - 

MeL  'Tis  wonderful,  my  very  Letters  to  a  tittle. 
Luc.  'Tis  like  your  Hand,  Madam,   but  not  fo  like  your 
Hand  neither,  and  now  1  look  nearer,  'tis  not  like  your  Hand 
at  al]. 

Kite.  Here's  a  Chamber-maid  now  will  out-lie  the  Devil ! 
Luc.  Look'e,  Madam,  they fha'n'timpofe upon  us;  People- 
can't  remember  their  Hands,  no  more  than  they  can  their  Fa- 
ces  Come,  Madam,  let  us  be  certain,   write  your  Name 

upon  this  Paper,  then  w'e'll  compare  the  two  Names. 

[Takes  out  a  Paper  .^  and  folds  it. 

Kite.  Any  thing  for  your  Satisfadtion,  Madam- here's 

Pen  and  Ink.  [Melinda  -vjrites.^  Lucy  hold>  the  Paper. 

Luc.  Let  me  fee  it.  Madam,  'tis  the  fame — the  very  fame. 
»— — But  I'll  fecure  one  Copy  for  my  own  Affairs  =        {_Ajide* 
MsL  This  is  Demon ftratioUo 

jLite. 
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Kite.  'Tis  fo,  Madam The  Word  Demonftration  comes 

hovciD^y/ion  the  Father  of  Lies. 

Mel  Well,  Docior,  lamconvinc'd;  and  now,  pray,  what 
Account  can  you  give  of  my  future  Fortune  > 

Kite,  Before  the  Sun  has  made  one  Courfe  round  this  earth- 
ly Globe,  your  Fortune  will  be  fix'd  for  Happinefs  or  Mi- 
fery. 

Mel.  What !  So  near  the  Crifis  of  my  Fate! 

I    Kite.  Let  me  fee About  the  Hour  of  Ten  to  Morrow 

Morning  you  will  be  faluted  by  a  Gentleman,  who  will  come 
to  take  his  Leave  of  you,  being  delign'd  for  Travel  ;  his  In- 
tention of  going  abroad  is  fudden,  and  the  Occalion  a  Wo- 
man. Your  Fortune  and  his  are  like  the  Bullet  and  the  Bar- 
rel, one  runs  plump  into  the  other. In  fhort,  if  the  Gen- 
tleman travels,  he  will  die  abroad  ;  and  if  he  does,  you  will 
die  before  he  comes  home. 
,    Mel.  What  fort  of  Man  is  he  > 

,    Kite.  Madam,  he's  a  fine  Gentleman  and  a  Lover,  that  is, 
;a  Man  of  very  good  Senfe,  and  a  very  great  Fool. 

Mel.  How  is  that  poffible,  Do6tor  > 

Ktte.  Becaufe,  Madam becaufe  it  is  fo A  Wo- 
man's Reafon  is  the  beft  for  a  Man's  being  a  Fool. 

Mel.  Ten  a  Clock,  you  fiy  ? 

Kite.  Ten about  the  Hour  of  Tea-drinking  throughout 

i:he  Kingdom. 

Mel.  Here,  Do£lor.  [Gives  Mor.ey.']  Lucy\  have  you  any 
Quedions  to  ask  ? 

Luc.  Oh,  Madam  !  A  thouland. 

Kite.  I  muft  beg  your  Patience  till  another  time;  for  I  ex- 
pe6l  more  Company  this  Minute  ;  befides,  I  mufl  difcharge 
:he  Gentleman  under  the  Table. 

Luc.  O  pray.  Sir,  difcharge  us  firft ! 

Kite.  T-jcho.^  wait  on  the  Ladies  down  Stairs. 

Exe^int  Melinda  iV/^d  Lucy. 
E'/iter  Worthy  ayid  Plume. 

Kite.  Mr.  Worthy .^  you  werepleas'd  rowifhmc  Joy  to  Day, 
[  hope  to  be  able  to  return  the  Compliment  to  Morrow. 

Wor.  I'll  make  it  the  beft  Compliment  to  you  that  ever  I 
nade  in  my  Life,  if  you  do  ;  but  I  mult  be  a  Traveller,  you 
Tay  > 

Kite.  No  farther  than  the  Chops  of  the  Channel,  Iprcfume, 
^ir. 

Plur/je.  That  we  have  concerted  already.  VK'/:ockiy?ghard.'] 
^"^ey  day  !  You  don't  profcfs  Midwifiy,  Doctor  ^ 

D  d  '^  Kite. 
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Kite.  Away  to  your  Ambufcade. 

[Exeunt  Plume  and  Worthy. 
Enter  Brazen. 

Braz.  Your  Servant,  Servant,  my  Dear. 

Kite.  Stand  off,  I  have  my  Familiar  already. 

Br^z.  Are  yon  bcwitchM,  my  Dear.^ 

Kite.  Yes,  my  Dear  ;  but  mine  is  a  peaceable  Spirit,  and 
hates  Gun-powder.  Thus  Ifortitie  my  felf ;  {Draws  a  Circle 
round  him.~\  and  now,  Captain,  have  a  care  how  you  force  my 
X/ines. 

Braz.  Lines  !  What  dofc  talk  of  Lines  !  You  have  fome- 
thing  like  a  Fif!iing-Rod  there,  indeed  ;  but  I  come  to  be  ac- 
quainted with  you,  Man— What's  your  Name,  my  Dear? 

liite.  CGnundrurn. 

Braz.  Conundrum !  P^at  me.  I  knew  a  famous  Do6lor  in 
London  of  your  Name Where  were  you  born  } 

Kite.  I  was  born  mAlgelr..., 

Braz.  Algrbra  !  'Tis  no  v country  in  Chriftendom.,  I'm  fure, 
unlefs  it  be  fome  Place  in  the  Highlands  in  Scotland. 

Kite.  Ri^ht 1  told  you  1  was  bewitch'd. 

Braz.  So  am  1,  my  Dear ;  I  am  going  to  be  marry'd 1 

have  had  two  Letters  from  a  L.idy  of  Fortune  that  loves  me 

to  Madnefs,  Fits,  Collick,    Spleen,  and  Vapours lliall  I 

marry  her  in  four  and  twenty  Hours,  ay,  or  no? 

Kite.  I  mud  nave  the  Year  and  Day  of  the  Month  when  i 
thefe  Letters  were  dated. 

Braz.  Why,  you  old  Bitch,  did  you  ever  hear  of  Love-Let- 
ters  dated  with  'the  Year  and  Day  of  the  Month  ?  Do  you 
think  Biilet-Deux  are  like  Bank-Bills  ? 

Ktte.  They  are  not  fo  good but  if  they  bear  no  Date,  I 

muft  e?vamine  the  Contents. 

Braz.  Contents  !  That  you  Ihall,  old  Boy,  here  they  be  ] 
both.  ^ 

Kite.  Only  the  laft  you  receivM,  if  you  pleafe.  [Takes  the'  j 
Letter.']  Now,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  letiTte  confult  my  Books  1 
for  a  minute,  Fll  fend  this  Letter  inclos'd  to  you  with  the  De-  j 
termination  of  the  Stars  upon  it  to  your  Lodgings. 

Braz.  With  all  my  Heart 1  mud  give  him [Puts 

hs  Ha}7ds  in  his  Pocket.']  Algebra!  I  fancy,  Dodor,  'tis  hard  to  i 

calculate  the  Place  of  your  Nativitv — '- Here:  ■ [Gives  ' 

hrm  Money.]  And  if  I  focceed,  Pll  build  a  Watch-Tower  up- 
on the  top  of  tiie  higheil  Mountain  in  Wales  for  the  Study  of 
Allrology,  and  the  Benefit  of  Conundrums.  [Exit. 


Enter 
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Enter  Plume  and  Worthy. 

Wor.  O  Do6lor  !   That  Letter's  worth  a  Million,    let  me 
fee  it,  and  now  I  have  it,  I'm  afraid  to  open  it. 
>     'Plume,  Pho  !  let  me  fee  it?  {Ofemy/g  tl:-e  L-ettcr.']  If  file  be 

a  Jilt, Damn  her,  (lie  is  one There's  her  Name  at  the 

bottom  on't. 

li^or.  How!  Then  I'll  travel  in  good  Earned By  all  my 

Hopes,  'tis  Lucy\  Hand. 

Plnme.  Lucy''s  ! 

Wor.  Certainly 'tis  no  more  like  Mclinda's  Chara£ler 

than  black  is  to  white. 

Plume,  Then  'tis  certainly  Lucy^s  Contrivance  to  draw  in 

hrazen  for  a  Husband But  are  you  fure  'tis  not  Melmda\ 

Hand.^ 

IVor.  You  fhall  fee  ;  where's  the  bit  of  Paper  I  gave  you 
juft  now  that  the  Devil  writ  Mel'mda  upon  .'* 

Kite.  Here,  Sir. 

Plume.  'Tis  plain  they're  not  the  fame  ;  and  is  this  the  ma- 
licious Name  that  was  iubfcribed  to  the  Letter,  which  made 
Mr.  Ballance  fend  his  Daughter  into  the  Country  ? 

Wor.  The  very  fame,  the  other  Fragments  I  fhew'd  you 
juft  now. 

Plume.  But  'twas  barbarous  to  conceal  this  fo  long,  and  to 
continue  me  fo  many  Hours  in  the  pernicious  Herelie  of  be- 
lieving that  x\ngelick  Creature  cou'd  change  :  Poor  Sykia ! 

Wor.  Rich  Sylzta  you  mean,  and  poor  Captain,   lia,  ha,  ha, 

Come,  come,    Friend,   Mehnda  is  true,   and    lliall  be 

mine;  Sylvia  is  conftant,  and  may  be  yours. 

Plume.  No,  fhe's  above  my  Hopes-- But  for  her  fake  I'll 

recant  my  Opinion  of  her  Sex. 

By  fome  the  Sex  is  blam'dvjithout  Dejign.^  p 

h'lght  harmless  Cenfure.^  fuch  as  yours  a?id  mine.,  ^ 

Sallys  of  Wit.,  and  Vapours  of  our  Wine.  3 

Others  the  Jujitce  of  the  Sex  condemn .^  y 

And  wanting  Merit  to  create  Efteem.,  ^ 

Wou^d  hide  their  own  Defers  by  censoring  them.  J 
But  they  fe cure  in  their  ali-conq^ring  Charms .^ 
Laugh  at  the  vain  Efforts  of  fa  If e  Alarms  ; 
He  magnifies  their  Conquejls  who  complains.^ 
For  nofie  wou'dftruggle  were  they  not  in  Chains.     [Exeunt. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 

D  d  4  ACT 
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A  C  T     V. 

SCENE,  Jujlice  "^zWmces  Houfe.    ■ 

•  i 

Enter  Ballance  a?2d  Scale. 
Scak.'X  Say,  'tis  not  to  be  born,  Mr.  Ballance. 

-^  Ball.  Look'e,  Mr.  Scale ^  for  my  own  part  I  fhall  bd 
very  tender  in  what  regards  the  Officers  of  the  Army;  they  ex- 
pofe  their  Lives  to  fo  many  Dangers  for  us  abroad,  that  we 
may  give  them  fome  Grains  of  Allowance  at  home. 

Scale.   Allowance!  This  poor  Girl's  Father  is  my  Tenant  ; 

and  if  I  miftake  not,  her  Mother  nurfl:  a  Child  for  you ■, 

Shall  they  debauch  our  Daughters  to  our  Faces? 

Ball.  Coniider,  yix.Scale.^  that  were  it  not  for  the  Bravery 
pf  thefe  Officers,  we  fliould  have  Frc^W:?  Dragoons  amongusj 
that  wou'd  leave  us  neither  Liberty,  Property,   Wives,  nor 

Daughters Come,  Mr.  Scale.^  the  Gentlemen  are  vigorous 

and  warm,  and  may  they  continue  fo  ;  the  fame  Heat  that. 
ftirs  them  up  to  Love,  fpurs  them  an  to  Battel :  You  never 
knew  a  great  General  in  your  Life,  that  did  not  love  a  Whore. 

This  I  only  fpeak  in  reference  to  Captain  'Plume  ~ for 

the  other  Spark  I  know  nothing  of. 

Scale.  Nor  can  I  hear  of  any  body  that  does Ob,  here 

they  come. 

&2^^r  Sylvia,  Bullock,  Rofe,  Prifoners;  ConflahleandMoh. 

Confi.  May  it  pleafe  your  WorOiips,   we  took  them  in  the 

very  A 61-,  re  infeda^  Sir ^The  Gentleman,  indeed,  behav'd 

himfelf  like  a  Gentleman  ;  for  he  drew  his  Sword  and  fwore, 
and  afterwards  laid  it  down,  and  laid  nothing. 

Ball.  Give  the  Gentleman  his  Sword  again Wait  you 

without.^  SExh  Conftable  and  Watch. '^^  I'm  forry.  Sir,  [T^o  Syl- 
via.] to  know  a  Gentleman  upon  fuch  Terms,  that  the  Occa- 
fion  of  our  meeting  fiiould  prevent  the  Satisfadion  of  an  Ac- 
quaintancc. 

Syl.  Sir,  you  need  make  no  i\pology  for  your  Warrant,  no 

more  than  I  fhall  do  for  my  Behaviour My  Innocence  is 

upon  an  equal  Foot  with  your  Authority. 

Scale.  Innocence  !    Have  not  you  feduc'd  that  young  Maid  ? 

.S3'/.^^No,  Mr.  Goofecap,  ihe  feduc'd  me. 

Bull.  So  file  did,  I'll  fwear-- — for  Ihe  propos'd  Marriage 

..  \    ...  Bdl 


The  Recruiting  Officer.  ^j 

Ball.  What,  then  you  are  marry'd,  Child  ?  [To  Rofe. 

Rofe,  Yes,  Sir,  to  mv  Sorrow. 

Ball.  Who  was  Witnefs  ? 

'    Ball.  That  was  I 1  dancM,  threw  the  Stocking,  and 

Ipoke  Jokes  by  their  Bed-lide,  I'm  lure. 

Ball.  Who  was  the  Minifk-r? 

Bull.  Miniilcr  !  We  are  Soldiers,  and  want  no  Miniflcr — 
They  were  marry'd  by  the  Articles  of  War. 

Ball.  Hold  thy  prating,  Fool Your  Appearance,  Sir, 

promifes  fome  Underflaiiding  ;  pray  what  docs  this  Fellow 
mean  ? 

Syl.  He  means  Marriage,  I  think' but  that  you  know  is 

fo  odd  a  thing,  that  hardly  any  two  People  under  the  Sun 
agree  in  the  Ceremony;  fome  niake  it  a  Sacrament,  others  a 
Convenience,  and  others  make  it  a  Jell ;  but  among  Soldiers 

'tis  moll  facred Our  Sword,  you  know,  is  our  Honour, 

that  we  lay  down The  Hero  jumps  over  it  iird.,  and  the 

'Amazon  after Leap  Rogue,  follow  Whore The 

Drum  beats  a  Ruff,  and  fo  to  Bed;  that's  all,  the  Ceremony 
is  concife. 

Bull.  And  the  prettieft  Ceremony,  fo  full  of  Paflime  and 
Prodigality 

Ball.  What!  Are  you  a  Soldier? 

Bull.  Ay,  that  I  am^ Will  your  Worfliip  lend  me  your 

Cane,  and  I'll  fhew  you  how  I  can  exercife. 

Ball.  Take  it,  [^Strikes  him  oz-er  the  Head.']  Pray,  Sir,  v/hat 
Commilfion  may  you  bear  ?  [To  Sylvia. 

Syl.  I'm  call'd  Captain,  Sir,  by  all  the  CofFeemcn,  Draw- 
ers,'Whores,  and  Groom-porters  in  London  ;  for  I  wear  a  red 
Coat,  a  Sword,  a  Hat  hien  tro:i(jee.,  a  Martial  Twill:  in  my 
Cravat,  a  fierce  Knot  in  my  Perriwig,  a  Cane  upon  my  But- 
ton, Piquet  in  my'Head,  and  Dice  in  my  Pocket. 

Scale.  Your  Name,  pray  Sir  ? 

Syl.  Captain  Pinch :  I  cock  my  Hat  with  a  Finch ,  I  take 
Snuff  with  a  Pinch,  pay  my  Whores  with  a  Pinch  ;  In  inort, 
I  can  do  any  thing  at  a  Finch,  but  fight  and  fill  my  Belly. 

BaH.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  brought  you  into Sbronjh'sre ■^ 

Syl.  A  Finch,  Sir :  I  knew  you  Country  Gentlemen  v;ant 
Wit,  and  you  knov/  that  we  Town  Gentlemen  want  Money, 
and  fo 

Bd.  I  underftand  you,  Sir Here,  Condable 

E'nter  Conflahle. 
Take  this  Gentleman  into  Cullody  till  farther  Orders. 

Rofe,  fray  your  Worfhip  don't  be  uncivil  to  him,  lor  he  did 

mu 
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me  no  hurt ;  he's  the  mod  harmlefs  Man  In  the  World,  for 
all  he  talks  lb. 

Scale,  Come,  come,  Child,  I'll  take  Care  of  you. 
S^l.  What,  Gentlemen,  rob  me  of  my  Freedom,  and  my 
Wife  at  once!  'Tis  the  firfl  time  they  ever  went  together. 
Ball.  Heark'e,  Conftable.  {}Vhij}ers  him. 

C'r^ft.  It  fhall  be  done.  Sir Come  along,  Sir. 

[Exeunt  Conftabk.^  Bullock  and  Sylvia. 
^aU,  Come,  Mr.  Scale .^  we'll  manage  the  Spark  prefently. 

SJE^xetint. 
SCENE,  Melinda'j  Apartment. 

"Enter  Melinda  and  Worthy. 

Mel.  So  far  the  Predi6lion  is  right,  'tis  Ten  exadly.  "^Afide. 
And  pray,  Sir,  how  long  have  you  been  in  this  travelling 
Humour  .^ 

War.  'Tis  natural,  Madam,  for  us  to  avoid  what  difturbs 
our  Quiet. 

Mel.  Rather  the  Love  of  Change,  which  is  more  natural, 
may  be  the  occafion  of  it. 

IVor.  To  be  fure,  Madam,  there  muil  be  Charms  in  Varie- 
ty, elfe  neither  you  nor  I  Hiou'd  be  fo  fond  of  it. 

Mel.  You  miftakc,  Mr.  Worths,  1  am  not  fo  fond  of  Va- 
riety as  to  travel  for't,  nor  do  I  think  it  Prudence  in  you  to 
run  your  felf  into  a  certain  Expence  and  Danger,  in  hopes  of 
precarious  Pleafure,  which  at  bed  never  anfwers  Expedation, 
as  'tis  evident  from  the  Example  of  moft  Travellers,  that 
long  more  to  return  to  their  own  Country,  than  they  did  to 
go  abroad. 

War.  What  Pleafures  I  may  receive  abroad  are  indeed  un-v 
certain;  but  this  I  am  fure  of,  I  fnall  meet  with  lefs  Cruel- 
ty among  the  mofr  barbarous  of  Nations,  than  I  have  found 
at  home. 

Mel.  Come,  Sir,  you  and  I  have  been  jangling  a  great  while ; 
I  fancy  if  we  made'up  our  Accounts,  we  fhou'd  the  fooner 
come  to  an  Agreement. 

Wor.  Sure,  Madam,  you  won't  difpute  your  being  in  my 
Debt My  Fears,  Sighs,  Vows,  Promifes,  Affiduities,  An- 
xieties, Jeiloufies,  have  run  on  for  a  whole  Year  without  any 
Payment. 

Mel.  A  Year!  Oh  Mr.  Worthy  I  What  you  owe  to  me  is 
not  to  be  paid  under  a  fcvcn  Years  Servitude  :  How  did  you 
v.fe  me  the  Year  before?  V/hen  taking  the  Advantage  of  my 
Innocence  and  Neceffity,  you  wou'd  have  made  me  your  Mi- 
flrefs,  that  is,  your  Slave— — Pvcmember  the  wicked  Infinua- 
3  tions, 
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.  tions,  artful  Bairs,  deceitful  Argumcnrs,  cunning  Pretences; 
then  your  impudent  Behaviour,  loofe  Expreffions,  familiar 
Letters,  rude  Vilits;  remember  thofe,  thoCe  Mr.  IVurthy. 

Wor.  I  do  remember,  and  am  forry  I  made  no  better  ufe  of 
'em.  {^Afidc.'l  But  you  may  remember,  Madam,  that 

Mel.  Sir,  I'll  remember  nothing *Tis  your  Intcrell  that 

,  I  Ihou'd  forget :  You  have  been  barbarous  to  me,  I  have  been 
cruel  to  you;  put  that  and  that  together,  and  let  one  ba- 
lance the  other Now  if  you  will  begin  upon  a  new  Score^ 

lay  afide  your  adventuring  x\irs,  and  behave  your  lelf  hand- 
fom.ely  till  Ler.t  be  over;  here's  my  Hand,  I'll  ufe  you  as  a 
Gentleman  fhou'd  be. 

IVor.  And  if  I  don't  ufe  you  as  a  Gentlewoman  fliou'd  be, 
may  this  be  my  Poifon.  {j^^H^'^g  ^^^  Hand. 

E}7ter  a  Servar?t. 

Ser.  Madam,  the  Coach  is  at  the  Door. 

MeL  I  am  going  to  Mr.  Baliance's  Counrry-Houfc  to  fee  my 
Coufin  Syhia;  I  have  done  her  an  Injury,  and  can't  be  eufy, 
till  I  have  ask'd  her  Pardon. 

IFor.  I  dare  not  hope  for  the  Honour  of  waiting  on  you. 

Mel  My  Coach  is  full ;  but  if  you  will  be  fo  gallant  as  to 
mount  your  own  Horfes  and  follow  us,  we  fhajl  be  glad  to 
be  overtaken  ;  and  if  you  bring  Captain  PLr^ze  with  you,  we 
Ihan't  have  the  worfe  Reception. 

fFor.  I'll  endeavour  it.  {Exit  leading  Mclinda. 

SCENE,  The  Market-Place. 

E?:ter  Plume  a-^d  Kite.  ^ .^ 

Plume.  A  Baker.,  a  Taylor.,  a  Smith.,  and  ^Butcher I 

believe  the  firft  Colony  planted  in  Virginia  had  not  more 
Trades  in  their  Company  than  I  have  in  mine. 

Kite.  The  Butcher.,  Sir,  will  have  his  Hands  full  ;  for  we 

have  tw^o  Sheep-lfeaiers  among  us 1  hear  of  a  bellow  too 

committed  juft  now  for  llealing  of  Horfes. 

Phirne.  We'll  difpofe  of  him  among  the  Dragoons— Have 
we  ne'er  a  Poulterer  among  us  ? 

Kite.  Yes,  Sir,  the  King  of  the  Gipfies  is  a  very  good  one, 

he  has  an  excellent  Hand  at  a  Goofe  or  a  l^urkey Here's 

Captain  Brazerj^  Sir,  I  mull  go  look  after  the  Men. 

llLxlt. 
Enter  Brazen,  reading  a  Letter. 

Braz.  Um,  um,  um,  the  Canonical  Hour— Um,  um,  very 
well-"— My  dear  Plume  I  Give  me  a  Bufs. 

Phrnie. 
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'Plume.  Half  a  fcore,  if  you  will,  my  Dear :  What  haft  got 
in  thy  Hand,  Child? 

Braz.  'Tis  a  Projecl:  for  laying  out  a  thoufand  Pound. 

Plume.  Were  it  not  requiiite  to  projed  firfl  how  to  get  it 
In  ? 

Braz.   You  can't  imagine,  my  Dear,  that  I  want  twenty 
thoufand  Pound ;  I  have  fpent  twenty  times  as  much  in  the 

Service Now,  my  Dear,  pray  advife  me,  my  Head  runs 

much  upon  Architedure,  fliall  I  build  a  Privateer  or  a  Play- 
houfe  ? 

Plume,  An  odd  Queftion a  Privateer  or  a  Play-houfe! 

'Twill  require  fom.e  Confideration Faith,  Pm  for  a 

Privateer. 

Braz.  Fm  not  of  your  Opinion,  my  Dear for  in  the 

firll  place  a  Privateer  may  be  ill  built. 

Plume.  x\nd  fo  may  a  Play-houfe. 

Braz.  But  a  Privateer  may  be  ill  mann'd. 
•  Plume.  And  fo  may  a  Play-houfe. 

Braz.  But  a  Privateer  may  run  upon  the  Shallows. 

Plume.  Not  fo  often  as  a  Play-houfe. 

Braz.  But  you  know  a  Privateer  may  fpring  a  Leak. 

Phime.  And  I  know  that  a  Play-houfe  may  fpring  a  great 
many. 

Braz.  But  fi.ippofe  the  Privateer  come  home  with  a  rich 
Booty,  we  fliou'd  never  agree  about  our  Shares. 

Plume.  'Tis  juft  fo  in  a  Play-houfe So,  by  my  Advice, 

you  fhall  fix  upon  a  Privateer. 

Braz.  Agreed But  if  this  twenty  thoufand  Pound 

fhou'd  not  be  in  Specie 

Plume.  What  twenty  thoufand  } 

Braz.  Heark'e.  {IVhij'^ers. 

Plum.e.  Marry'd  ! 

Braz.  Prefently,  we're  to  meet  about  half  a  Mile  out  of 

Town  at  the  Water-fide and  fo  forth [^Reads.~\  For 

fear  I  jhozt' d  be  known  by  any  o/Worthy'j  Friends.^  you  r/iuft  give 
me  leave  to  wear  my  Mask  till  after  the  Ceremony.,  which  will  make 

me  for  ever  yours Look'e  there,  my  dear  Dog. 

{_Shews  the  bottom  of  the  Letter  to  Plume. 

Plume.  Melindal  And  by  this  Light,  her  own  Hand! • 

Once  more,  if  you  pleafe,  my  Dear Her  Hand  exa6lly  ! 

Jufi:  now,  you  fay  ? 

Braz.  This  Minute  I  mufi:  be  gone. 

Plume.  Have  a  little  Patience,  and  PU  go  with  you. 

Braz.  No,  no,  I  fee  a  Gentleman  coming  this  way,  that 
may  be  inquifitive;  'tis  Worthy .^  do  you  know  him.? 

Plume. 
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Phme.  By  fight  only. 

Braz.  Have  a  Care,  the  very  Eyes  difcover  Secrets.    [Ea;*-, 

Ey:ter  Worthy. 

U^or.  To  boot  and  faddlc,  Captain,  you  mufl:  mount. 

Illume.  Whip  and  fpur,  lf'Wrth)\,  or  you  won't  mount. 

IVcr.  But.I  Ihall  :  Melmda  and  I  are  agreed,  flic's  gone  ta 
vilit  S\hta;wQ  are  to  mount  and  follow  ;  and  cou'd  we  cany 
a  Par  ion  with  us,  who  knows  what  might  be  done  for  us 
both  ? 

'Plume.  Don't  trouble  your  Head,  Mcl'mda  has  fecur'd  a 
Parfon  already. 

Wor.  Already  !  Do  you  know  more  than  I  } 

Fkme.  Yes, '  I  faw  it  under  her  Hand Brazen  and  fhe 

are  to  meet  half  a  Mile  hence  at  the  Watcr-iide,  there  to  take 
Boat,  Ifuppofe  to  be  ferry'd  over  to  the  £A_/;<^»  Fields,  if  there 
be  any  fuch  thing  in  Matrimony. 

If  or.  I  parted  with  MciirJa  jud  now,  fhe  affur'd  me  fhe 
hated  Brazef7,  and  that  fhe  refolv'd  to  difc^rd  Lncy  for  daring 
to  write  Letters  to  him  in  her  Nam.e. 

Phrme.  Nay,  nay,  there's  nothing  of  Lrtcy  in  this — I  tell 
ye,  I  faw^  Meliy,da\  Hand,  as  furely  as  this  is  mine. 

//or.  But  I  tell  you,  fbe's  gone  this  Minute  to  Juftice  BfJ- 
la'/2ce's  Country-houfe. 

Plume.  But  I  tell  you,  fhe's  gone  this  Minute  to  the  Wa- 
ter-iide. 

Enter  Serva'/it. 

Ser.  Madam  Melr/^da  has  fent  Word,  that  you  need  not  trou- 
ble your  felf  to  follow  her,  becaufe her  Journey  to  Juih'cc 5^/- 
la?2ce's  is  put  off,  and  fhe's  gene  to  take  the  Air  another  way 

[To  Worthy. 

IVor.  How  !  her  Journey  put  off! 

Plume    That  is,  her  Journey  was  a  put-off  to  you. 

IVor.  'Tis  plain,  plain But  how,  where,  when  is  fhe  to 

meet  Brazen  ? 

Plume.  Juft  now,  I  tell  you,  half  a  Mile  hence  at  the  Wa- 
ter-fide. 

War.  Up  or  dowm  the  Water  .^ 

Plume.  That  I  don't  know. 

Uor.  Vu\  glad  my  Horfes  are  ready Jack^  get  *cm  out. 

Plume.  Shall  I  go  with  you  ? 

IVor.  Not  an  Inch— I  fhall  return  prefently.  [Exit. 

Plume.  You'll  find  me  at  the  Hall ;  the  Jullices  arc  fitting 
by  this  time,  and  I  mull  attend  them. 

SCENE, 
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SCENE,  A  Court  of  Juftice:  Ballance,  Scale  atjd  Scruple 

fi])(jn  the  Bench:  Conflable,  Kite,  Mob. 

Kite  and  Conflable  advance  for -ward. 

Kite.  Pray,  who  are  thole  honourable  Gentlemen  upon  the 
Bench  > 

Confi.  He  in  the  middle  is  Juftice  Ballance^  he  on  the  right 
IS  Juftice  Scale^  and  he  on  the  left  is  Iw^iz^t  Scruple  ^  and  I 
am  Mr.  Conftable^  four  very  honeft  Gentlemen. 

Ktte.  O  dear  Sir!  I  am  your  moft  obedient  Servant :  {Salu- 
ting the  Conftable.]  I  fancy,  Sir,  that  your  Employment 
and  iT.ine  are  much  the  fame;  for  my  Buiinefs  is  to  keep  Peo- 
ple in  order,  and  if  they  difobey,  to  knock  'em  down;  and 
then  we  are  both  Staff-Officers. 

CoKJl.  Nay,  Fm  a  Serjeant  my  felf of  the  Militia 

Come,  Brother,  you  fliall  fee  me  exercife:  Suppofe  this  a 
Musket  now  :  Now  I  am  fhoulder'd.         {Futs  his  Staff  on'' s 

Right  Shoulder. 

Kite,  Ay,  you  are  fhoulder'd  pretty  well  for  a  Gonftable's 
Staff';  but  for  a  Musket,  you  muft  put  it  on  the  other  Shoul- 
der, my  Dear. 

Co?? ft.  Adfo  !  that's  true ■ — Come,  now  give  the  Word 

of  Command. 

Kite.  Silence. 

Conft.  Ay,  ay,  fo  we  will We  will  be  filent. 

Kite.  Silence,  you  Dog,  Silence!  {Strikes  him  over  the 

Head  with  his  Halberd. 

Confi.  That's  the  way  to  lilence  a  Man  with  a  witnefs 

What  d'ye  mean,  P>icnd  ? 

Kite.  Only  to  exercife  you,  Sir. 

Conft.  Your  Exercife  differs  fo  from  ours,  that  we  fhall  ne'er 
agree  about  it ;  if  my  own  Captain  had  given  me  fuch  a  Rap, 
I  had  taken  the  Law  of  him. 

Enter  Plume. 

Ball.  Captain,  you're  welcome. 

Plume.  Gentlemen,  I  thank  you. 

Scr.  Come,  honeft  Captain,  lit  by  me.    [Plume  afcends^  and 

fas  upon  the  Bench. ^  Now  produce  your  Prifoners Here, 

that  Fcllov/  there fet  him  up Mr.  Conftable^  what 

have  you  to  fay  againft  this  Man.^ 

Conft.  I  have  nothing  to  fay  againfthim,  an'  pleafe  you. 

Ba/i.  No !  what  made  you  bring  him  hither  ' 

Conjl,  I  don't  know,  an'  pleafe  your  Worfhip. 

Scale, 


The  Recruiting  Officer,  (f r 

Scale.  Did  not  the  Contents  of  your  Warrant  di'red  you 
what  fort  of  Men  to  take  up? 

Conj}.  I  can't  tell,  an'  plcafe  yc;  I  can't  read. 

Scr.  A  very  pretty  Conllable  truly 1  iind  we  have 

no  Bulinefs  here. 

KHc.  May  it  pleafe  the  Worfhipful  Bench,  I  defire  to  be 
heard  in  this  Cafe,  as  being  Counfcl  for  the  Queen. 

B^.ll.  Come,  Serjeant,  you  fhall  be  heard,  lince  no  Body 
elfe  will  fpeak,  we  won't  come  here  for  nothing. 

Kne.  This  Alan  is  but  one  Man,  the  Country  may  fpare 
him,  and  the  Army  wants  him ;  befides ,  he's  cut  out  by  Na- 
ture for  a  Granadeer;  he's  five  Foot  ten  Inches  high  ;  he  fhall 
box,  wreille,  or  dance  the  Chejhire  Round  with  any  Man  in 
the  Country ;  he  gets  drunk  every  Sabbath-Day,  and  he  beats 
his  Wife. 

li  ife.  You  lie.  Sirrah,  you  lie,  an'  pleafe  your  Worfhip,  he's 
the  bell  natur'cilt,  Pains-taking'it  M.m  in  the  Parifh,  witnefs 
my  five  poor  Children. 

Scr.  A  Wife!  and  five  Children!  You  Confiable,  vou 
Rogue,  how  durii  you  imprefs  a  Man  that  has  a  Wife  and  five 
Children  > 

Scale.  Difcharge  him,  difcharge  him. 

Ba//.  Hold,  Gentlemen Heark'e,  Friend,  how  do  you 

Jnaintain  your  Wife  and  five  Children  ? 

Plume.  They  live  upon  Wild-fovv  1  and  Venifon,  Sir;  the 
Husband  keeps  a  Gun,  and  kills  all  the  Hares  and  Partridge 
within  five  Mile  round. 

BaS.  A  Gun  !  nay,  if  he  be  fo  good  at  Gunning,  he  Oiall 

have  enough  on't He  may  be  of  ufe  againll  the  Frenchy 

for  he  fhoots  fiying,  to  be  fure. 

-    Scr.  But  his  \Vife  and  Children,  Mr.  BaUance  ! 

Irlfe.  Ay,  ay,  that's  the  reafon  you  wou'd  fendhfm  awav; 
you  know  1  have  a  Child  every  Year,  and  you  are  afraid  they 
Ihou'd  come  upon  the  PariCh  at  lall. 

Plume.  Look'e  there.  Gentlemen,  the  honed  Woman  has 
fpoke  it  at  once,  the  Pariili  had  better  maintain  five  Chil- 
dren this  Year,  than  fix  or  fevcn  the  next:  That  Fellow,  up- 
on his  high  Feeding,  may  get  you  two  or  three  Beggars  at  a 
Birth. 

//(/>.  Look'e,  Mr.  Captain,  the  Parifh  fliall  get  nothing  by 
fending  him  av/ay ,  for  I  won't  lofe  my  Teeming-time,  if 
there  be  a  Man  left  in  the  Parilh. 

Ball.  Send  that  Woman  to  the  Houfe  of  Correction 

and  the  Man ■ 

Kite.  I'll  take  care  o'  him,  if  you  pleafe.  [T^^^iry  hundown. 

Scale. 
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Scale.  Here,  you  Cohftable,  the  next — —Set  up  that  black- 
fac'^d  Fellow,  he  has  a  Gun-powder  Look  ;  what  can  you  fay 
againft  this  Man,  Conftable  ? 

Conft.  Nothing,  but  that  he  is  a  very  honed  Mail. 

Phimc.  Pray,  Gentlemen,  let  mc  have  one  honed  Man  in 
my  Company,  for  the  Novelty's  fake. 
^Ball.  What  are  you,  Friend  > 

Mob,  A  Collier,  I  work  in  the  Cole-pits. 

Scr,  Look'e,  Gentlemen,  this  Fellow  has  a  Trade,  and  the 
KB.  of  Parliament  here  exprciles,  that  we  are  to  imprefs  no 
Man  that  has  any  vihble  Means  of  a  Livelihood.  ; 

Kite.  May  it  pleafe  your  Worfhips,  this  Man  has  no  vifible 
Means  of  Livelihood,  for  he  works  under-ground. 

Plume.  Well  faidi^zV^ ;  beiides,  the  Army  wants  Miners. 

Ball.  Right,  and  had  we  an  Order  of  Government  for't,  we 
cou'd  raile  you  in  this  and  the  Neighbouring  County  of  Staf- 
ford., live  hundred  Colliers  that  wou'd  run  you  under-ground, 
like  Moles,  and  do  more  Service  in  a  Siege  than  all  the  Mi«' 
ners  in  the  Army. 

Scr.  Well,  Friend,  what  have  you  to  fay  for  your  felf  ? 

3hb.  I'm  marry 'd. 

Kite.  Lack-a-day,  fo  am  I. 

Mob.  Here's  my  Wife,  poor  Woman. 

Ball.  Are  you  marry 'd,  good  Womxan  ? 

Worn.  I'm  marry'd  in  Confcience, 

Kite.  May  it  pleafe  your  Worfliip ,  fhe's  with  Child  ia 
Confcience. 

Scale.  Who  marry'd  you,  Mi{lref%? 

IFom.  My  Husband we  agreed  that  I  fhould  call  him. 

Husband,  to  avoid  palling  for  a  Whore,  and  that  he  fhou'd' 
call  me  Wife,  to  Hum  going  for  a  Soldier. 

Scr.  A  very  pretty  Couple  !  pray.  Captain,  will  you  take 
'em  both  ?  ^ 

Plume.  What  fay  yon,  Mr./O/t',  will  you  take  care  of  the; 
Woman  ! 

Kite.  Yes,  Sir  (lie  fhall  go  with  us  to  the  Sca-(ide,  and  there, 
if  (lie  has  a  mind  to  drown  her  felf,  we'll  take  care  that  no 
body  fliall  hinder  her. 

Ball.  Here,  Conftable,  bring  in  my  Man.  [^Exit  Condable.] 
Now,  Captain,  Til  fit  you  with  a  Man,  fuch  as  you  ne'er 
lifted  in  your  Life.  {Enter  Conftable  ami  Sylvia.]  Oh!  my 
Friend  Pi^uh^  I'm  very  glad  to  fee  you. 

Syl.  Well,  Sir,  and  what  then  ? 

Scale,  What  then !  Is  that  your  Refped  to  the  Bench  ^ 

SyL 
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SyL  Sir,  I  don't  care  a  Farthing  for  you  nor  your  Bench 
neither. 

Scru.  Look'e,  Gentlemen,  that's  enough,  he's  a  very  impu- 
dent Fellow,  and  fit  for  a  Soldier. 

Scale.  A  notorious  Rogue,  I  fay,  and  very  fit  for  a  Soldier. 

CokJI.  a  Whore-mafter,  I  fay,  and  therefore  fit  to  go. 

BaB.  What  think  you,  Captain? 

Plume.  I  think  he's  a  very  pretty  Fellow,  and  therefore  fit 
to  ferve. 

SyL  Me  for  a  Soldier  !  fend  your  own  la2y,  lubberly  Sons 
at  home ;  Fellows  that  hazard  their  Necks  every  Day  in  the 
purfuit  of  a  Fox,  yet  dare  not  peep  abroad  to  look  an  Enemy 
in  the  Face. 

Conji.  MayitpleafeyourWorlhips,  I  have  a  Woman  at  the 
Door  to  fwear  a  Rape  againft  this  Rogue. 

SyL  Is  it  your  Wife  or  Daughter,  Booby  .^  Iravilh'd'emboth 
yefterday. 

BalL  Pray,  Captain,  read  the  Articles  of  War,  we'll  fee 
him  lifted  immediately. 

[Plume  reads  Articles  of  War  againfl  Mtitiny  and  Desertion. 

SyL  Hold,  Sir, Once  more,  Gentlemen,  have  a  care 

what  you  do,  for  you  fhallfeverely  fmart  for  any  Violence  you 
offer  to  me  ;  and  you,  Mr.  Ballayice^  I  fpeak  to  you  particu- 
larly, you  fhall  heartily  repent  it. 

Plnrne.  Look'e,  young  Spark,  fay  but  one  Word  more,  and 
I'll  build  a  Horfe  for  you  as  high  as  the  Ceiling,  and  m.ake 
you  ride  the  molt  tirefomejourney  that  ever  you  made  in  your 
Life. 

SyL  You  have  made  a  fine  Speech,  good  Captain  Huffcap^ 
but  you  had  better  be  quiet,  I  Ihall  rind  a  way  to  cool  your 
Courage. 

Plume.  Pray,  Gentlemen,  don't  mind  him,  he's  diftrafled. 

SyL  'Tis  falfe -I  am  defcended  of  as  good  a  Family  as 

any  in  your  County  ;  my  Father  is  as  good  a  Man  as  any  up- 
on your  Bench,  and  I  am  Heir  to  Twelve  hundred  Pound  a 
Year. 

BaH.  He's  certainly  mad Pray,  Captain,  read  the  Articles 

of  War. 

SyL  Hold  once  more Pray,  Mr.  B^/^rz/^c^,  to  you  I  fpeak, 

fup'pofe  I  were  your  Child,  wou'd  you  ufe  me  at  this  rate? 

Ball.  No,  'faith,  were  you  mine,  I  wou'd  fend  you  to  Bed- 
lam firft,  and  into  the  Army  afterwards. 

SyL  But  confider  my  Father,  Sir,  he's  as  good,  as  generous, 
as  brave,  as  juft  a  Man  as  ever  ferv'd  his  Country  ;  I'm  his 
cnly  Child,  perhaps  the  Lofs  of  me  may  break  his  Heart. 

£  e  Ball, 


.64  "^^^^  Recruiting  Officer. 

Ball  He's  a  very  great  Fool  if  it  does;  Captain,  if  you  don't 
Jill  him  this  Minute,  I'll  leave  the  Court. 
,     Plume.  Kite^  do  you  diftribute  the  Levy-Money  to  the  Men 
while  I  read. 

Kite,  Ay,  Sir Silence,  Gentlemen.     \_Plume  reads  the 

Articles  of  IVar, 

Ball.  Very  well  ;  now,  Captain,  let  me  beg  the  Favour  of 
you,  not  to  difcharge  this  Fellow  upon  any  account  whatfoe- 
vcr.     Bring  in  the  reft. 

Co?i!ft.  There  are  no  more  an't  pleafc  yourWorfhip, 

Ball.  No  more!  there  were  five  two  Hours  ago. 

Syl.  'Tis  true,  Sir,  but  this  Rogue  of  a  Conilable  let  the  reft 
efcapc  for  a  Bribe  of  eleven  Shillings  a  Man,  becaufe  he  faid, 
the  A6t  allow'd  him  but  ten,  fo  the  odd  Shilling  was  dear 
Gains. 

^//7///?.  How! 

Svl.  Gentlemen,  he  offer'd  to  let  me  go  away  for  two  Guineas, 
but  I  had  not  fo  much  about  me;  this  is  truth,  and  Fm  ready 
to  fwear  it. 

Kite,  And  Fll  fwear  it;  give  me  the  Book,  'tis  for  the  good 
of  the  Service. 

Moh.  May  it  pleafe  your  Worfhip,  I  gave  him  half  a  Crown 
to  fay  that  I  was  an  honeil  Man  ;  but  now,  lince  that  your 
VVorfhips  have  made  me  a  Rogue,  I  hope  I  fhall  have  my  Mo- 
ney again. 

Ball.  'Tis  my  Opinion,  that  this  Conftable  be  put  into  the 
Captain's  Hands,  and  if  his  Friends  don't  bring  four  good  Meii 

for  his  Ranfom  by  to  Morrow  Night Captain,  you  fhall 

carry  him  to  Flanders. 

Scale y  Scruple.  i\ greed,  agreed^! 

Plume.  Mr.  Kite.,  take  the  Conflable  into  Cuflody.  '^ 

Kite,  j^y,  ay,— Sir,  [To  the  Conftable.]  will  you  pleafe 
to  have  your  Office  taken  from  you  ?  Or  will  you  handfome- 
3y  lay  down  your  Staff,  as  your  Betters  have  done  before  you  ? 

[Conflable  drops  his  Staffs 

Ball.  Come,  Gentlemen,  there  needs  no  great  Ceremony  m 
sdjGurning  this  Court- Captain  youihall  dine  with  me. 

Ktte.  Come,  Mr.  Militia  Serjeant,  I  (halHilencc  you  now; 
Ibelieve,  without  your  taking  the  'L'X^  oi  V£it.\_Exemn  ornnes, 

;      ^^        SCENE,   the  Fields, 

Enter  Brazen,  leading  in  Lucy  masked, 
BraZo  The  Boat  is  juft  below  bcre. 
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Enter  Worthy  with  a  Cafe  of  Piftoh  under  his  Arm. 

U^or.  Here,  Sir,  take  your  Choice.     [Go-.ng between' er/j.^ and 

offer  tngtherru 

Braz.  What  !  Pillols !  Are  they  charg'd,  my  Dear  ? 

If^or,  With  a  Brace  of  Bullets  each. 

Braz.  But  I'm  a  Foot  Officer,  my  Dear,  and  never  ufe  Fi- 

(lols,  the  Sword  is  my  way and  1  won't  be  put  out  of 

my  Road  to  pleafe  any  Man. 

//v.  Nor  I  neither;  fo  have  at  you.  \_CochoHe  PiftoL 

Braz,  Look'e,  my  Dear,  I  don't  care  for  Piilols Pray, 

obHgeme,  and  let  us  have  a  Bout  at  Sharps;  dam  it,  there's  no 
parrying  thefe  Bullets. 

//v.  Sir,  if  you  ha'n't  your  Belly  full  of  thefe,  the  Swords 
(hall  come  in  for  fecond  Courfe. 

Braz.  Why  then,  Fire  and  Fury  !  I  have  eaten  Smoak  from, 
the  Mouth  of  a  Cannon,  Sir  ;  don't  think  I  fear  Powder,  for 
I  live  upon't.  Let  me  fee  :  [Takes  one.']  And  now,  Sir,  how- 
many  Paces  diitant  fhall  we  lire? 

l4^or.  Fire  you  when  you  pleafe,  Pll  refervemy  Shot  till  I  am 
fure  of  you.  .  .     ..u 

Braz.  Come,  where*^^  yotir  Cloak  ?    ,r,.    y;^ 

Wor.  Cloak;  what  d'ye  mean? 

Braz.  To  fight  upon  ;  I  always  fight  upon  a  Cloak,  'tis  oilr 
way  abroad. 

Luc.  Come,  Gentlemen,  I'll  end  the  Strife.         \Unmash, 

Wor.  Lucy!  take  her. 

Braz.  The  Devil  take  me  if  I  do- Huxxa  !  [Fires  his 

PiftoL']  D'ye  hear,  d'ye  heaj,  you  plaguy  Harrydan,  how 
thofe  Bullets  whiftle  ;  fuppofe  they  had  been  lodg'd  in  my 
Gizard  now ! 

Luc.  Pray,  Sir,  pardon  me. 

Braz.  I  can't  tell,  Child,  'till  I  know  whether  my  Motley 
be  fafe.  [Searching  his  Pockets.']  Yes,  yes,  I  do  pardon  you  ^ 
but  if  I  had  you  in  the  Rofe  Tavern,  Covent-Gardeyi.,  with  three 
or  four  hearty  Rakes,  and  three  or  four  fmart  Napkins,  I  wou'd 
tell  you  another  Story,  my  Dear.  [Exi(, 

Wor,  And  was  Meltnda  privy  to  this  •? 

Luc.  No,  Sir,  fne  wrote  her  Name  upon  a  piece  ofPapet  at 
the  Fortune-tellers  laft  Night,  which  I  put  in  my  Pocket,  and 
fo  writ  above  it  to  the  Captain. 

Wor.  And  how  came  Melmdu's  Journey  put  off  r 

Ltic.  At  the  Town's  end  O-iC  miet  Mr.  Ballance\  Steward  ,- 
tvho  told  her,  that  Mrs  Syhiayi-a',  gone  from  her  Father's,  and 
Xio  body  could  teli  rfhitheA- 
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iVor.  v5'y/z'/^  gone  from  her  Father's!  This  will  be  News  to 
Plume.  'Go  home,  and  tell  your  Lady  how  near  I  was  being 
fhot  for  her.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Ballance  ivhh  a  Napkin  in  his  Hand.,    as  rifen  from 
Dinner^  and  Steward. 

Stew.  We  did  not  mifs  her  till  the  Evening,  Sir ;  and  then 
fearching  for  her  in  the  Chamber  that  was  my  young  Mailer's, 
we  found  her  Cloaths  there  ;  but  the  Suit  that  your  Son  left 
in  the  Prefs,  when  he  went  to  London^  was  gone. 

Ball.  The  white  trim'd  with  Silver  } 
'■    Stew.  The  fame. 

Ball.  You  ha'n't  told  that  Circumflance  to  any  body. 

Stezv.  To  none  but  your  Worfliip. 

Ball.  And  be  fure  you  don't  ;  go  into  the  Dining-Room , 
and  tell  Captain  Plume  that  I  beg  to  fpcak  with  him. 

Stew.  I  fhall [Exit. 

Ball.  Was  ever  Man  fo  impos'd  upon  }  I  had  her  Promife 
indeed,  that  fhe  wouM  never  difpofe  of  her  felf  without  my 
Confent.     I  have  confented  with  a  Witnefs,  given  her  away 

as  my  Aft  and  Deed And  this,   I  warrant,  the  Captain 

thinks  will  pafs ;  no,  I  fhall  never  pardon  him  the  Villany, 
jfiril  of  robbing  me  of  my  Daughter,  and  then  the  mean  Opi- 
nion he  muft  have  of  me,  to  think  that  I  cou'd  be  fo  wretch- 
edly impos'd  upon  ;  her  extravagant  PalTion  might  encourage 
her  in  the  Attempt,  but  the  Contrivance  muft  be  his — — -. — 

ril  know  the  Truth  prefently. 

Enter  Plume. 
Pray,  Captain,  what  have  you  done  with  your  young  Gentle- 
man Soldier  ? 

Plume.  He's  at  my  Quarters,  I  fuppofe,  with  the  reft  of  my 
Men. 

Ball.  Does  he  keep  Company  with  the  common  Soldiers  ? 

Plume.  No,  he's  generally  with  me. 

Ball.  He  lies  with  you,  I  prefume. 

Phme.  No,  'faith,  I  offer'd  him  part  of  my  Bed, but 

the  young  Rogue  fell  in  Love  with  Rofe.,  and  has  Iain  with 
her,  I  thmk,  fince  (he  came  to  Town. 

Ball.  So  that'T:>etween  you  both,  Rofe  has  been  finely  ma- 
nag'd. 

Plume.  Upon  my  Honour,  Sir,  llie  had  no  harm  from  me. 

Ball.  All's  fafe,  I  find Now,  Captain,  youmuft  know, 

that  the  young  Fellow's  Impudence  in  Court  was  well  ground- 
ed ;  he  faid  I  fliou'd  heartily  repent  his  being  liikd,  and  io  I 
do  from  my  Soul. 

Plume. 
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Vlume.  Ay  !  For  what  Reafon  ? 

Ball.  Becaufe  he  is  no  lefs  than  what  hefaidhewas,  born  of 
as  good  a  Family  as  any  in  this  County,  and  he  is  Heir  to 
twelve  hundred  Pound  a  Year. 

Plume.  I'm  very  glad  to  hear  it — For  I  wanted  but  a  Man 
of  that. Quality  to  make  my  Company  a  perfect  Reprefenta- 
tive  of  the  whole  Commons  of  E/igland. 

Ball.  Won't  you  difcharge  liim  ? 

Plume.  Not  under  an  hundred  Pound  Sterling. 

Ball.  You  fhall  have  ix..^  for  liis  Father  is  my  intimate 
Friend. 

Plume.  Then  you  fliall  have  him  for  nothing. 

Ball.  Nay,  Sir,  youfnall  have  your  Price. 

Plume.  Not  a  Penny,  Sir  ;  I  value  an  Obligation  to  you 
much  above  an  hundred  Pound. 

Ball.  Perhaps,  Sir,  you  iha'n't  repent  your  Generolity 

Will  you  pleafe  to  write  his  Difcharge  in  my  Pocket-Book  > 
{Gncs  h'ts  Book.']  In  the  mean  time,  we'll  fend  for  the  Gentle- 
man.    Wno  waits  there  .^ 

Krder  Servant. 
Go  to  the  Captain's  Lodging,  and  enquire  for  Mr.  ^^//f^'.'/,  tell 
him  his  Captain  wants  him  here  immediately. 

,  Ser.  Sir,  the  Gentleman's  below  at  the  Door,  enquiring  ioz 
the  Captain. 

Plume.  Bid  him  come  up Here's  the  Difcharge,  Sir. 

Ball.  Sir,  I  thank  you 'Tis  plain  he  had  no  hand  in't, 

[////Vc. 
Enter  Sylvia. 

Syl.  I  think,    Captain,  you  might  have  us'd  me  better  than 
to  leave  me  yonder  among  your  fwearing,   drunken  Crew;, 
and  you,  Mr.  Juflice,   might  have  been  fo  civil  as  to  have  in- 
vited me  to  Dinner,  for  1  have  eaten  with  as  good  a  Man  as 
your  Worfhip. 

Plume.  Sir,  you  mud  charge  our  want  of  Refpe61:,  upon 
our  Ignorance  of  your  Quality but  now  you  are  at  Li- 
berty  1  havedifcharg'd  you. 

Syl.  Difcharg'd  me  ! 

Ball.  Yes,  Sir,  and  you  mufl  once  more  go  home  to  your 
Father. 

Syl.  My  Father  !  Then  I  am  difcovcr'd — Oh,  Sir,  {K-ncel- 
ing.'\  I  expe61:  no  Pardon. 

Ball.  Pardon  !  No,  no.  Child,  your  Crime  (hall  be  your 
Punishment  ;  here  Captain,  I  deliver  her  over  to  the  Conju- 
gal Power  for  her  Chaftifement  ;  linccllic  will  be  a  Wife,  be 

you  a  Husband,  a  very  Husband ;vhen   (he  telis  you  of 

E  c  :;  her 
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her  Love,  upbraid  her  with  her  Folly ;  be  modiflily  ungrate- 
fill,  becaufe  fhe  has  been  unfafhionably  kind,  and  ufe  her  worfe 
than  you  wouM  any  Body  elfe,  becaufe  you  can't  ufe  her  fo 
well  as  fhe  deferves. 

Pluwc.  And  are  you,  Sylvia^  in  good  earneft? 

Syl.  Earneft!  I  have  gone  too  far  to  make  it  Jeft,  Sir? 

Jt^iume.  And  do  you  give  her  to  me  in  good  earneft  ? 

Ball.  If  you  pleafe  to  take  her,  Sir. 

Plume.  Why  then  I  have  favM  my  I^egs  and  Arms,  and  loft 
my  Liberty  ;   fecure  from  Wounds ,  I  am  prepared  for  the 

Gout :  farevv^el  Subfiftence,  and  welcome  Taxes Sir, 

my  Liberty,  and  hopes  of  being  a  General,  are  much  dearer 

to  me  than  your  twelve  hundred  Pound  a  Year- But  to 

your  Love,  Madam,  I  refign  my  Freedom,  and  to  your  Beau-* 

ty  my  Ambition greater  in  obeying  at  your  Feet>  than 

commanding  at  the  Head  of  an  Army. 
Enter  Worthy. 

Wor.  I  am  forry  to  hear,  Mr,  Ballance.,  that  your  Daughter 
IS  loft. 

BaU.  So  am  not  I,  Sir,  finceau  honed  Gentleman  has  found 
her. 

Enter  Melinda. 

MeL  Pray,  Mr.  BaUance  ^  what's  become  of  my  Coufin 
Sylvia  ? 

Ball.  Your  Coufin  Syhia  is  talking  yonder  with  your  Cou- 
iin  Plume. 

MeL  and  U^or,  How ! 

Syl.  Do  you  think  it  ftrange,  Coufin,  that  a  Woman  fhould 
change ;  but,  I  hope,  you'll  excufe  a  Change  that  has  pro- 
ceeded from  Condancy ;  I  alter'd  my  out-fide,  becaufe  I  was 
the  fame  within ;  and  only  laid  by  the  Woman  to  make  fure 
of  my  Man  ;  that's  my  Hiftory. 

.  MeL  Your  Hiflory  is  a  little  Rom.antick,  Coufin ;  but  fince 

Succefs  has  crown'd  your  Adventures,  you  will  have  the 

World  o'  your  fide,  and  I  fhall  be  willing  to  go  with  the  Tide, 

^provided  you'll  pardon  an  Injury  I  offer'd  you  in  the  Letter 

to  your  Father. 

Plume,  That  Injury,  Madam,  was  done  to  me,  and  the  Re- 
paration I  expect  Ihall  be  made  to  my  Friend ;  make  Mr.  ^or- 
thy  happy,  and  I  fhall  be  fatisfy'd, 

MeL  A  good  Example,  Sir,  will  go  a  great  way^ — ^  wheri 
my  Coufin  is  pleas'd  to  furrender,  'tis  probable  I  ihan't  hoi4 
out  much  longer » 


f 
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Enter  Brazen. 

Braz.  Gentlemen,  I  am  yours Madam,   I  am  not 

yours. 

Mel.  Tm  glad  on't.  Sir. 

Brnz.  So  am  I You  have  got  a  pretty  Houfe  here,  Mr. 

hdconick. 

Ball.  'Tis  time  to  right  all  Miftakes My  Name,  Sir, 

is  Ballance. 

Braz.  Ballar.cel  Sir,  I  am  your  moft  obedient — '■ — ^ — I  know 

your  whole  Generation' had  not  you  an  Uncle  that  was 

Governor  of  the  Leevjardl^-diwd^  fome  Years  ago  > 

Ball.  Did  you  know  him  .^ 

Braz.  Intimately,  Sir —  He  play'd  at  BiU'mrds  to  a  Mira- 
cle  You  had  a  Brother  too  that  was  a  Captain  of  a  Fire- 

(hip poor  Dick he  had  the  moft  engaging  way  with 

him— —of  making  Punch —  and  then  his  Cabbin  was  fo  neat 

• but  his  poor  Boy  Jack  was  themoft  comical  Badard- ■ 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  a  pickl'd  Dog,  I  fhall  never  forget  him. 

Plume.  Well,  Captain,  are  you  fix'd  in  your  Projec;  yet? 
Are  you  Itill  for  the  Privateer  ? 

Braz.  No,  no,  I  had  enough  of  a  Privateer  juft  now ;  I  had 
like  to  have  been  pick'd  up  by  a  Cruifcr  under  faUe  Colours, 
and  a  French  Pickaroon  for  ought  I  know. 

Plur/ie.  But  have  you  got  your  Recruits,  my  Dear? 

Braz.  Not  a  Stick,  my  Dear. 

Flume.  Probably,  1  fliall  furnilTi  you. 

Enter  Rofe  and  Bullock, 

Rofe.  Captain,  Captain,  I  have  got  lool'e  once  more,  and 
have  perfuaded  my  Sweet-heart  Cartwheel  to  go  with  us ;  but 
you  muft  promife  not  to  part  with  me  again. 

Syl.  I  find,  Mrs.  Rofe  has  not  been  plcas'd  with  her  Bed- 
fellow. 

Rofe.  Bedfellow !  I  don't  know  whether  1  had  a  Bedfellow 
or  not. 

Syl.  Don't  be  in  a  Palfion,  Child,  I  was  as  little  pleas'd 
with  your  Company,  as  you  cou'd  be  with  mine. 

Bull.  Pray,  Sir,  dunna  be  oticnded  at  my  Siller,  flic's  fome- 
thing  uuder-brcd;  but  if  you  pleufe,  Pll  lie  with  you  in  her 
ftead. 

Plume,  I  have  promised.  Madam,  to  provide  for  this  Girl; 
now  will  you  be  pleus'd  to  let  her  wait  upon  you  ?  or  iliall 
I  take  care  of  her  ? 
• 

£  e  4  SyL 


7b  The  Recruiting  Officer, 

Syl.  She  ihall  be  my  Charge,  Sir ;  you  may  find  it  Bufinefs 
enough  to  take  care  of  me. 

Bull.  Ay,  and  of  me,  Captain ;  for  wauns !  if  ever  you  lift 
your  Hand  againft  me,  I'll  defert. 

Plume.  Captain  Brazen  fliall  take  care  o'  that,  my  Dear : 
Inftead  of  the  Twenty  thoufand  Pound  you  talk'd  of,  you 
Ihall  have  the  twenty  brave  Recruits  that  1  have  raisM  at  the 
rate  they  coft  me -My  Commilfion  I  lay  down,  to  be  ta- 
ken up  by  fome  braver  Fellow,  that  has  more  Merit,  and  lefs 

good  Fortune whilfti  endeavour, by  the  Example  of  this 

v/orthy  Gentleman,  to  ferve  my  Queen  aud  Country  at  home. 

W:th  fome  Regret  I  quit  the  aSlive  Field^ 
Where  Glory  full  Revjard  for  Life  does  yield :^ 
But  the  Recruiting  T'rade^  with  all  its  T'rain 
Of  endlefs  Plague^  Fatigue^  and  endlefs  Pain^  ^ 

J  gladly  quit.,  with  my  fair  Spoufe  to  fiay^ 
.    And  raife  Recrutts  the  Matrimonial  way,  [Exeunt... 


FINIS. 
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EPILOGUE. 


ALL  Ladies  and  Gentlemen,  that  are  willing  to  fee  the 
Comedy,  call'd  the  Recrnltwg  Officer^  let  them  repair  to 
morrow  Night,  by  fix  a  Clock,  to  the  Sign  of  the  "Theatre- 
jRoyal  in  Drury-lane^  and  they  fhall  be  kindly  entertained. 

M'^e  fcorn  the  vulgar  JVaysto  hid  you  comCy 
IVhole  Europe  no-vj  obeys  the  Call  of  Drura, 
The  Soldier^  not  the  Poet^  here  appears^ 
\         And  beats  up  for  a  Corps  of  Volunteers  : 
He  finds  that  Mufick  chiefly  does  delight  yc^ 
And  therefore  chufes  Mufick  to  invite  ye. 


Beat  the  Granadeer  March Row,  row,  tow,- 


Gentlemen,  this  piece  of  Mufick,  call'd.  An  Overture  to  a  Bat- 
tel^ was  compos'd  by  a  famous  Italian  Mafier,  and  was  per- 
form'd  with  wonderful  Succefs,  at  the  great  Opera's  of  VigOy 
Schellenbergh  and  Blenheim  ;  it  came  off  with  the  Applaufe  of 
all  Europe.^  excepting  France  ;  the  French  found  it  a  little  too 
rough  for  their  Delicatejfe. 


Some  that  have  aSted  on  thofe  glorious  Stages^ 
Are  here  to  witnefs  to  fucceeding  Ages, 
That  no  Mujick  like  the  Granadeer'' s  engages. 


\ 


Ladies,  we  mufl  own,  that  this  Mufick  of  ours  is  not  alto- 
gether fo  foft  as  Bonancmih ;  yet  we  dare  afErm,  that  it  has 
laid  more  People  afleep  than  all  the  C^»7///^'s  in  the  World;  and 
you'll  condefcend  to  own,  that  it  keeps  one  awake,  better 
thanany  Op>era  that  ever  was  aded. 

The  Granadeer  March  feemstobe  a  Compofure  excellently 
adapted  to  the  Gemus  of  the  Englijh,  for  no  Mufick  was  ever 
follow'd  fo  far  by  us,  nor  with  fo  much  Alacrity  ;  and  with 
all  Deference  to  the  prefent  Subfcription,  We  mufi  fay,  that 
the  Granadeer  March  has  been  fubfcrib'd  for  by  the   whole 

Grand 
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Grand  Alliance:  and  we  prefnme  to  inform  the  Ladies,  that 
It  alv/ays  has  the  Pre-eminence  abroad,  and  is  conftantly  heard 
by  the  tailed,  handfomeftMen  in  the  whole  Army.  In  (hort, 
to  gratify  the  prefent  Tafte,  our  Author  is  now  adapting  fome 
Words  to  the  Granadeer  March,  which  he  Intends  to  have 
performed  to  Morrow,  if  the  Lady,  who  is  to  ling  it  ,  (hould 
not  happen  to  be  Tick. 

It/'is  he  coyi eludes  to  he  the  furefi  way 

^0  dra-m  sou.  hither  ;  for  you'll  all  obey 

Soft  Mtijkk^s  Call^  tho"  yotifiou'd  dar/ii?  his  Play, 


^ 
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'  Advertilement. 

HE  Reader  may  find  fome  Faults  in  this: 
PLAY,  which  my  lUneis  prevented  the 
amending  of ;  but  there  is  great  Amends  made  in 
theReprefentation,  which  cannot  Be  match'd,  no 
more  than  the  friendly  and  indefatigable  Care  of 
Mr.  Wilks,  to  whom  I  chiefly  owe  the  Succcfs  of 
the  Play.  \ 

G.    Farq^uhar; 


PROLOGUE 

I,  Spoken  by  Mr.  WILKS. 

T/JTHE  N  Strife  dtfturhs^  or  Sloth  corrupts  an  Age^  , 

^'^    Keen  Satyr  is  the  Bujinefs  of  the  Stage. 

When  the  Plain-Dealer  writ.,  he  lap'd  thofe  Crimes^ 

Which  then  infefied  mofl the  rnodip  "Times  : 

But  now,  when  Fadion  Jlecps,  and  Sloth  is  fled^ 

And  all  our  Touth  in  ASive  Fields  are  hred; 

When  thro'  G  R  E  A  T-B  R I T  A I  N'sfair  extenfive  Round, 

The  Trumps  of  Fame,  the  Notes  of  JJt^lO}^  found ; 

When  ANNAV  Sceptre  points  the  Laws  their  Courfe, 

uAnd  her  Example  gives  her  Precepts  Force  : 

There  fear ce  is  room  for  Saiyr\  all  our  Lays 

Muji  be,  or  Songs  of  Triumph,  or  of  Praife  : 

But  as  in  Grounds  befi  cultivated.  Tares 

And  Poppies  rife  among  the  Golden  Ears ; 

Our  ProduB  fo,  fit  for  the  Field  or  School, 

Mufi  mix  with  Nature's  Favourite  Plant  •  <    a  Fool 

A  Weed  that  has  to  twenty  Summers  ran. 

Shoots  up  in  Stalk,  and  Vegetates  to  Man. 

StmpUng  our  Author  goes  from.  Field  to  Field  \ 

And  culls  fuch  Fools  as  may  Diverjion  yield ; 

And,  thanks  to  Nature,  there'* s  no  want  of  thofe. 

For  Rain  or  Shine,  the  thriving  Coxcomb  grvujs. 

Follies  to  Night  wejhew  ne''er  lajh^d  before^ 

Tet  fuch  as  Nature  pews  you  ev'*ry  Hourly       ' 

Nor  can  the  Figures  give  a  jufi  Offence, 

For  Fools  are  made  for  Jejli  to  Men  of  Senfe,^ 


,iw. 
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Dramatis  Perfon^. 

MEN. 

J,'-       If  r  Two  Gentlemen  of  broken^,*     ,,.. 

AtmmU,  \     Fortunes.the  firft  as  Ma-  (  ^^'  ^^'^^'^ 

.    ,  )     fter,  and  the  Second  as  (  t.  ,     „rir 

Archer^  {     Servant.  \MulVilks, 

^         -n  r>  '      r A  Fr^^^c^  Officer, Prifonerl  Tv/r    -d    . 
Qo^miBeUatr,  \^    ^^  Lhchfi,!^,  ^Mt.BovJman.. 

«  .,  CACountry  Blockhead,  bru-\  T. /r^  rr  , 

^'^^^'^^  1     tal  to  his  Wife.  ^UxVerbruggcn. 

Freeman^  AGentlemanfromLoWi?;?.    yix.KeeKk' 

r  •      J  rA  Prieft,  Chaplain  to  thel  ,yr^  t? 

Fo^gard,  I    French  O^'^TS.  ^^Mt.Bowen. 

Gibbet^  A  High-way  Man..  .,.-.  Mr.  Gibber, 

B^T:  }His  Companions."' 

Bomfacey  Landlord  of  the  Inn=  Mr.  Bullock, 

^crnby  Servant  to  Mr*  Sullen.  Mr.  Norris^ 

WOMEN. 

(  An  old,  civil,CountryGen-"^ 
\  tlewoman,  that  cures  all/ 
Lzdy  Bomuful^J  her  Neighbours  of  all  Di->Mrs.  PoWi,  . 
J  (tempers,    and  fooliflilyC 
(^  fond  of  her  Son  Sullen,    j 

Dorindit^  Lady  £o»;?^/f/^/'s  Daughter*    MxsBradJhavfi 

Mis,  Sullen^         Her  Daughter-in-law.  Mrs.  OUfieU, 

Gipfey^  Maid  to  the  Ladies.  Mrs.  Millf. 

^*->.  {'in'th'^Tna"''^ """'''"}  M«-B'W' 

'     SCENE,  LITCHFIELD. 
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},.  THE 

BEAUX  STRATAGEM, 


ACT    I. 

SCENE,  Jft  Inn. 


Ef7ter  Bonnifiice  rnnnlng. 
Hamberlain,  Maid,  Cherry^  Daughter  Cherry'^ 
all  afleep?  all  dead  ? 

"Enter  Cherry  runmng. 
, ,    Cher.  Here,  here.  Why  d'ye  haul  fo,  Fa- 
ther r  d'ye  think  we  have  no  Ears  ? 

Bon.  You  defers  e  to  have  none,  you  young  Minx: The 

Company  of  the  Warrington  Coach  has  flood  in  the  Hall  this 
Hour,  and  no  Body  to  fhewthenito  their  Chambers. 

Cher.  And  let 'em  wait,  Father;  there's  neither  Red-Coat 
in  the  Coach,  nor  Footman  behind  it. 

Bon.  But  they  threaten  to  go  to  another  Inn  to  Night. 

Cher.  That  they  dare  not,   for  fear  the  Coachman  fhould 
over-turn  them  to  Morrow.-        -      ■ 
London  Qo2iQh.  arriv'd. 


Coming,  comini^:  Here's  the 


Enter  feveral  People  with  Trunks ^    Band-boxes.^    and  other  Lug- 
g^g(^^  and  crofs  the  Stage. 

Bon.  Welcome,  Ladies. 

Cher.  Very  welcome,  Gentlemen- 
the  Lyon  and  the  Rofe, 


— —Chamberlain,  fhe\T 

^-bxiw  iv:^h  Jvv  Cor/i'^uny. 

EKttr 
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Enter  Aimwell  in  riding  Habit ^  Archer  as  Footmany  carrying 
a  Portmanteau, 

Bon.  This  way,  this  way,  Gentlemen. 

Aim.  Set  down  the  things  ;  go  to  the  Stable,  and  fee  my 
Horfes  well  rubb'd. 

Arch.  I  Ihall,  Sir.  [^Exit, 

Aim.  You're  my  Landlord,  I  fuppofe  > 

Bon.  Yes,  Sir,  Fm  old  Will.  Bonniface^  pretty  well  known 
upon  this  Road,  as  the  Saying  is. 

yf/«2.  O!  Mr.  5(5;^{f^^^  your  Servant, 

Bon.  O,  Sir what  will  your  Honour  pleafe  to  drink,  as' 

the  Saying  is  ? 

■  Ami.  I  have  heard  your  Town  of  Litchfield  much  fam'd  for 
Ale,  I  think  ;  Pll  tafte  that. 

Bon.  Sir,  I  have  now  in  my  Cellar  ten  Tun  of  the  bed  Ale 
in  Staffordjhire  ;  'tis  fmooth  as  Oil,  fweet  as  Milk,  clear  a^ 
Amber,  and  ilrong  as  Brandy  ;  and  will  be  juft  fourteen  Year 
old  the  fifth  Day  of  next  March.,  Old  Stile. 

Aim.  You're  very  exa6i-,  I  find,  in  the  Age  of  your  Ale. 

Bon.  As  pun6lual.  Sir,  as  I  am  in  the  Ageof  my  Children: 
I'll  fhew  you  fuch  Ale Here,  Tapfter,  broach  Num- 
ber 1706,  as  the  Saying  is; — Sir,    you  fhall  tafte  my 

Anno  Domim 1  have  liv'din  Litchfield.,  Man  and  Boy,  a- 

bove  eight  and  fifty  Years,  and,  I  believe,  have  not  confum'd 
eight  and  fifty  Ounces  of  Meat. 

Aim.  At  a  Meal,  you  mean,  if  one  may  guefs  your  Senfe 
by  your  Bulk. 

Bon.  Not  in  my  Life,  Sir,  I  have  fed  purely  upon  Ale ;  I  have  • 
eat  my  Ale,  drank  my  Ale,  and  I  always  lleep  upon  Ale.        , 

Enter  Tapder  with  a  Bottle  and  Glafs. 

Now,  Sir,  you  (hall  fee   ^Filling  it  out.']  your  Worlhip's 

Health:  Ha!  delicious,  delicious fancy  it  Burgundy^  only 

fancy  *;,  and  'tis  worth  ten  Shillings  a  Quart.  • 

Arm.  \^D rinks.]  'Tis  confounded  flrong. 

Bo?f.  Strong!  It  mud  be fo,  or  howlhouldwebe  ftrong  that 
drink  it  ? 

Aim.  And  have  you  liv'd  fo  long  upon  this  A\e^  Land- 
lord > 

Bon.  Eight  and  fifty  Years  upon  my  Credit,  Sir;  butitkill'd 
my  Wife,  poor  Woman,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Aim.  How  came  that  to  pafs  ? 

Bon.  I  don't  know  how,  Sir ;  ihe  would  not  let  the  Ale 
take  its  Natural  Courfc,  Sir ;  Ihe  was  for  qualifying  it  every. 

now 
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nbw  and  then  with  a  Dram,  as  the  Saying  is ;  and  an  honeft 
Gentleman  that  came  this  way  from  Irelaxd^  made  her  a  Pre- 
fent  of  a  dozen  Bottles  of  Ufquebaugh but  the  poor  Wo- 
man was  never  well  after :  But ,  howe'er,  I  was  obliged  to 
the  Gentleman,  you  know. 

Aim.  Why,  was  it  the  Ufquebaugh  that  kill'd  her  > 

Bon.  My  Lady  Bountiful  faid  fo She,  good  Lady,  did 

what  could  be  done ;  fhe  cured  her  of  three  Tympanies,  but 
the  fourth  carry'd  her  off;  but  Ihe's  happyj  and  I'm  contea- 
ted,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Aim.  Who's  that  Lady  Bountiful^  you  mention'd  ? 

Bon  'Ods  my  Life,  Sir,  we'll  drink  her  Health.  [^Drinks.'\ 
My  Lady  Bountiful  is  one  of  the  bed  of  Women  :  Her  lalt 
Husband,  Sir  Charles  Bountiful.,  left  her  worth  a  Thoufand 
Pound  a  Year ;  and,  I  believe,  fhe  lays  out  one  half  on't  in 
charitable  Ufes  for  the  good  of  her  Neighbours  ;  fhe  cures 
Rheumatifms,  Ruptures,  and  broken  Shins  in  Men ;  Green- 
Sicknefs,  Obftru61ions,  and  Fits  of  the  Mother  in  Women  ; 
The  King's  Evil,  Chin-cough,  and  Chilblains  in  Chil- 
dren :  In  Short,  fhe  has  cured  more  People  in  and  about  Litch^ 
/e/i  within  ten  Years,  than  the  Do6tors  have  kill'd  in  twenty; 
and  that's  a  bold  Word. 

Aim.  Has  the  Lady  been  any  other  way  ufeful  in  her  Ge- 
neration  > 

Bon.  Yes,  Sir,  fhe  has  a  Daughter  by  Sir  Charles^  the  finefl 
Woman  in  all  our  Country,  and  the  greatell:  Fortune  :  She 
has  a  Son  too,  by  her  firft  Husband,  Squire  Sullen.,  who  mar- 
ry'd  a  fine  Lady  from  L(?»<^o;^  t'other  Day,  if  you  pleafe,  Sir, 
we'll  drink  his  Health. 

Aim.  What  fort  of  a  Man  is  he  ^ 

Bon.  Why,  Sir,  the  Man's  well  enough;  lays  little,  thinks 

lefs,  and  does, nothing  at  all,  'faith  :   But  he's  a  Man  of 

great  Eflate,  and  values  no  body. 

Aim.  A  Sportfman,  I  fuppofe. 

Bon.  Yes,  Sir,  he's  a  Man  of  Pleafure  ;  he  plays  at  Vhisk 
and  fmoaks  his  Pipe  eight  and  forty  Hours  together  fometimes. 

Aim.  And  marry'd,  you  fay? 

Bon.  Ay,  and  to  a  curious  Woman,  Sir But  he's  a 

He  wants  it  ;  here,  Sir.  [^Pointing  to  his  Foreheads 

Aim.  He  has  it  there,  you  mean. 

Bon.  That's  none  of  my  Bufinefs  ;  he's  my  Landlord,   and 

fo  a  Man,  you  know,  wou'd  not But 1  cod,  he's 

no  better  than Sir,  my  humble  Service  to  you.  [Z>r;«^j.] 

Tho'  1  value  not  a  Farthing  what  he  can  do  to  me  j    I  pay 

F  f  him 
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him  his  Rent  at  Quarter-day;  I  have  a  good  Running-Trade  5  | 

I  have  but  one  Daughter,  and  I  can  give  her But  no 

matter  for  that. 

Aim.  You Ve  very  happy,  Mv.  Bojimface;  pray,  what  other  1 
Company  have  you  in  Town  >  ! 

Bofi.  A  power  of  fine  Ladies ;  and  then  we  have  the  French  \ 
Officers. 

Aim,  O  that's  right ,  you  have  a  good  many  of  thofc  Gen-  i 
tlemen :  Pray,  how  do  you  like  their  Company  ?  1 

Bo?2.  So  well ,  as  the  Saying  is,  that  I  cou'd  wifli  we  ha<i  ij 
as  many  more  of 'em;  they're  full  of  Money,  and  pay  double  i 
for  everything  they  have;  they  know.  Sir,  that  we  pay'd  good  j| 
round  Taxes  for  the  taking  of  'em,  and  fo  they  are  willing  to  ji 
reimburfe  us  a  little ;  one  of  'em  lodges  in  my  Houfe.  'I 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  Landlord,  there  are  fome  French  Gentlemen  below, 
that  ask  for  you. 

Bon.  I'll  wait  on  'em : Does  your  Mafter  flay  long  in 

Town,  as  the  Saying  is?  ['To Archer- 

Arch.  I  can't  tell,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Bon.  Qome  horn.  LondorA 

Arch.  No. 

Bon.  Going  to  London.,  may  hap.^  ; 

Arch.  No. 

Bon.  An  odd  Fellow  this :  I  beg  your  Worfliip's  Pardon, 
I'll  wait  on  you  in  half  a  Minute.  [^Exit, 

Aim.  The  Coafl's  clear,  I  fee, Now,  my  dear  Archer^ 

wdcomQ  to  Litchfield. 

Arch.  I  thank  thee,  my  dear  Brother  in  Iniquity. 

Aim.  Iniquity  !  prithee,  leave  Canting ;  you  need  not  change 
your  Style  with  your  Drefs. 

Arch.  Don't  miflakeme,  Air/iweR.,  for  'tis  ftill  my  Maxim, 
that  there  is  no  Scandal  like  Rags,  nor  any  Crime  fo  lliameful 
as  Poverty. 

Arm.  The  World  confeflesit  every  Day  in  itsPra6lice,  tho' 
Men  won't  own  it  for  their  Opinion :  Who  did  that  worthy 
Lord,  my  Brother,  fingleout  of  the  Side-box  to  fup  with  him 
t'other  Night  > 

Arch.  Jack  Handicraft.,  a  handfome,  well-drefs'd,  manner- 
ly, (harping  Rogue,  who  keeps  the  bell  Company  in  Town. 

Aim.  Right;  and,  pray,  who  marry 'd  my  LadyikT^p^yZ^^/^/^^^r 
t'other  Day,  tliC  great  Fortune  ? 

Arch>  Why,  Ntck  Marrabone.,  a  profefs'd  Pick -pocket,  and 

a  good 
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a  good  Bowler ;  but  he  makes  a  handfome  Figure,  and  rides 
in  his  Coach  that  he  formerly  uled  to  ride  behind. 

/1ir^7.  But  did  you  obferve  poor  7-^^^  Ge/ierous  in  the  Park  laft 
Week? 

Arch.  Yes,  with  his  x^utumnal  Perriwig,  fliading  his  me- 
lancholy Face,  his  Coat  older  than  any  thing  but  its  Fafliion, 
with  one  Hand  idle  in  his  Pocket,  and  with  the  other  picking 
his  ufelefs  Teeth  ;  and  tho'  the  Mall  was  crowded  with  Com- 
pany, yet  was  ^oov  Jack  as  fingle  and  folitary  as  aLvon  in  a 
Delart. 

Aim.  And  as  much  avoided,  for  no  Crime  upon  Earth  but 
the  want  of  Money. 

Arch.  And  that's  enough;  Men  muft  not  be  poor ;  Idlenefs 
is  the  Root  of  all  Evil ;  theWorld's  wide  enough,  let  'em  buftle : 
Fortune  has  taken  the  Weak  under  her  Protedion,  but  Men 
of  Senfe  are  left  to  their  Indullry. 

Arm.  Upon  which  Topick  we  proceed,  andj  I  think,  lucki- 
ly hitherto  :  Wou'd  not  raiy  Man  fwear  now,  that  lam  a  Man 
of  Quality,  and  you  my  Servant,  when  if  our  intrinfick  Value 
were  known 

Arch.  Come,  com.e,  we  are  the  Men  of  intrinfick  Value 
who  can  ftrike  our  Fortunes  out  of  our  felves,  whole  W"orth 
is  independent  ot  Accidents  in  Life,  or  Revolutions  in  Go- 
vernment; we  have  Heads  to  get  Money,  and  Hearts  to 
fpend  it. 

Air/i.  As  to  our  Hearts,  I  gr^nt  ye,  they  are  as  willing  Tits 
as  any  within  twenty  Degrees ;  but  I  can  have  no  great  opini- 
on of  our  Heads  from  the  Service  they  have  done  us  hitherto^ 
unlcfs  it  be  that  they  brought  us  from  London  hither  to  Lttch- 
field.,  made  me  a  Lord,  and  you  my  Servant. 

Arch.  That's  more  than  you  cou'd  exped  already.  But 
what  Money  have  we  left  ? 

Aim.  But  two  hundred  Pound. 

Arch.  And  our  Horfes,  Cloaths,  Rings,  ^c.  why,  we 
have  very  good  Fortunes  now  for  moderate  People  ;  and 
let  me  tell  you,  that  this  Two  hundred  Pound,  with  the 
Experience  that  we  are  now  Mafiers  of,   is  a  better  Eft  ate 

than  the  Ten  Vv^e  have  fpent. Our  Friends  indeed  began  to 

fufpe6i: ,  that  our  dockets  were  low,  but  we  came  oti"  with 
flying  Colours,  ihew'd  no  iigns  of  Want  either  in  Word  or 
Deed. 

Aim.  Ay,  and  our  going  to  Brujfeh  was  a  good  pretence  e- 
nough  for  oar  fudden  difappearing;  and,  I  warrant  you,  our 
Friends  imagine,  that  we  are  gone  a  Volunteering, 

F  f  a.  Arch. 
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Arch,  Why,  'faith,  if  this  Profpefl:  fails,  it  muft  e'en  coitie 
to  that.  I  am  for  venturing  one  of  the  Hundreds,  if  you  will, 
lipon  this  Knight-Errantry;  but  in  cafeitfhould  fail,  "we'll  re- 
ferve  the  other  to  carry  us  to  fome  Counterfcarp,  where  we 
may  die  as  we  liv'd  in  a  Blaze. 

Aim.  With  all  my  Heart ;  and  we  have  liv'd  juflly.  Archer; 
we  can't  fay  that  we  havefpent  our  Fortunes,  but  that  we  have 
enjoy 'd  'em. 

Arch.  Right ;  fo  much  Pleafure  for  fo  much  Money  ;  we 
have  had  our  Pennyworths;  and  had  I  Millions,  I  wou'd  go  to 
the  fame  Market  again.  O  London.^  London!  well,  we  have 
had  our  Share,  and  let  us  be  thankful  :  Paft  Pleafures,  for 
ought  I  know,  are  beft,  fuch  as  we  are  fureof ;  thofe  to  come 
maydifappoint  us. 

Aim.  li  has  often  griev'd  the  Heart  of  me,  to  fee  how  fome 
inhumane  Wretches  murther  their  kind  Fortunes  ;   thofe  that 

by  facrificing  all  to  one  Appetite,  fhall  ftarve  all  the  reft.' 

You  fhall  have  fome  that  live  only  in  their  Palates,  and  in  their 
Senfe  of  Tafting  fhall  drown  the  other  Four  :  Others  are 
only  Epicures  in  Appearances ,  fuch  who  (hall  ftarve  their 
Nights  to  make  a  Figure  a  Days,  and  famifh  their  own  to  feed 
"he  Eyes  of  others:  A  contrary  fort  confine  their  Pleafures  to 
the  Dark,  and  contrad  their  fpacious  Acres  to  the  Circuit  of 
a  MufF-ftring, 

Arch.  Right  ;  but  they  find  the  Indies  in  that  Spot  where 
they  confume  'em,  and  I  think,  your  kind  Keepers  have  much 
the  bell  on't;  for  they  indulge  the  moft  Senfesby  oneExpence, 
there's  the  Seeing,  Hearing,  and  Feeling,  amply  gratify'd  ;  and 
fome  Philofophers  will  tell  you,  that  from  fuch  a  Commerce, 
there  arifes  a  fixth  Senfe,  that  gives  infinitely  more  Pleafure 
than  the  other  five  put  together. 

Aim.  And  to  pafs  to  the  other  Extremity,  of  all  Keepers,  I 
think  thofe  the  worft  that  keep  their  Money. 

Arch.  Thofe  are  the  moft  miferable  Wights  in  Being,  they  de- 
ftroy  the  Rights  of  Nature,  and  difappoint  the  Bleffings  of 
Providence  :  Give  me  a  Man  that  keeps  his  Five  Senfes  keen 
and  bright  as  his  Sword,  that  has  'em  always  drawn  out  in 
their  juft  Order  and  Strength,  with  his  Reafon,  as  Comman- 
der at  the  Head  of 'em,  that  detaches  'em  by  turns  upon  what- 
ever Party  of  Pleafure  agreeably  offers,  and  commands  'em 
to  retreat  upon  the  leaft  Appearance  of  Difadvantage  or  Dan- 
ger : For  my  part,   I  can  (tick  to  my  Bottle,  while  my 

Wine,  my  Company,  and  my  Reafon,  holds  good  ;  I  can 
be  charm'd  with  i5'^^/3^&'s  Singing,  without  falling  in  Love  with 
her  Face  :   I  love  Hunting,  but  wou'd  not,  like  A^eon.,  be 

eaten 
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eaten  up  by  my  own  Dogs ;  I  love  a  fine  Houfe,  but  let  ano- 
ther keep  it  ;  andjuri:  fo'l  love  a  fine  Woman. 

Aim.  In  that  lail  Particular  you  have  the  better  of  me. 

Arch.  Ay,  you're  fuch  an  amorous  Puppy,  that  I'm  afraid 
you'll  fpoil  our  Sport;  you  can't  counterfeit  the  Palfion  with- 
out feeling  it. 

Aim.  Tho'  the  whining  part  be  out  of  Doors  in  Town,  'tis 

ftill  in  Force  with  the  Country  Ladies  : And  let  me  tell 

you,  Frank,  the  Fool  in  that  Paflion  Ihall  out -do  the  Knave 
at  any  time. 

Arch.  Well,  I  won't  difpute  it  now  ;  you  command  for  the 

Pay,  and  fo  I  fubmit  : At  Nottingham,  you  know,    I  am 

to  be  Mailer. 

Aim.  And  at  Lincoln.^  I  again. 

Arch.  Then,  at  Norvjich  I  mount,  which,  I  think,  fhall  be 
our  laft  Stage;  for,  if  we  fail  there,  we'll  embark  iox  Holland^ 
bid  adieu  to  Venus.^  and  welcome  Mars. 

Aim.  A  Match  !  {_Enter  Bonniface.]  Mum. 

Bon.  What  will  yout  Worfliip  pleafe  to  have  for  Supper? 

Aim.  What  have  you  got  } 

Bon.  Sir,  we  have  a  delicate  piece  of  Beef  in  the  Pot,  and  a 
Pig  at  the  Fire. 

Aim.  Good  Supper-meat,  I  muft  confefs. 1  can't  eat 

Beef,  Landlord. 

Arch.  And  I  hate  Pig. 

Aim.  Hold  your  prating,  Sirrah,  do  you  know  who  you 
are  ? 

Bon.  Pleafe  to  befpeakfomethingelfe;  I  have  every  thing  in 
the  Houfe. 

Aim.  Have  you  any  Veal  ? 

Bon,  Veal!  Sir,  we  had  a  delicate  Loin  of  Veal  on  Wednes- 
day laft. 

Aim.  Have  you  got  any  Fifh  or  Wildfowl  ? 

Bon.  As  for  FiQi,  truly.  Sir,  we  are  an  Inland  Town,  and 
indifferently  provided  with  Fifh,   that's  the  truth  on't  ;   and 

then  for  Wildfowl We  have  a  delicatje^  Couple  of 

Rabbets. 

Aim.  Get  me  the  Rabbets  fricafy'd. 

Bon.  Fricafy'd  '  Lard,  Sir,  they'll  eat  much  better  fmo- 
ther'd  with  Onions. 

Arch.  P(haw !  damn  your  Onions, 

4'im.  Again,  Sirrah! Well,  Landlord,  what  you 

pleafe;  but  hold,  I  have  a  fmall  Charge  of  Money,  and  your 
Houfe  is  fo  full  of  Strangers,  that  I  believe  it  ma>  be  fafer  ui 
your  Cuftody  than  mine  ;  for  when  this  Fellow  of  mine  gets 

F  f  q  drunk, 
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drunk  he  minds  nothing. Here,  Sirrah,  reach  me  the 

ilrong  Box. 

Arch.  Yes,  Sir, this  will  give  us  Reputation.       \_Afide. 

\Jir'ings  the  Box. 

Aim.  Here,  Landlord,  the  Locks  are  fealed  down  both  for 
your  Security  and  mine ;  it  holds  fomewhat  above  Two  hun- 
dred Pound:  if  you  doubt  it,  I'll  count  it  to  you  after  Supper ; 
but  be  fureyou  lay  it  where  I  may  have  it  at  a  Minute's  war- 
ning; for  my  Affairs  are  a  little  dubious  at  prefent;  perhaps  I 
may  be  gone  in  half  an  Hour,  perhaps  I  may  be  yourGueft  till 
the  bed  part  of  that  be  fpent;  and  pray  order  your  Oftler  to 
keep  my  Horfes  always  fadled :  But  one  thing  above  the  reft  I 
mud  beg,    that  you  would  let  this  Fellow  have  none  of  your 

Anno  Domini.^  as  you  call  it; for  he's  the  moft  infuf- 

ferable  Sot — —Here,  Sirrah,  light  me  to  my  Chamber. 

[Exit,  lighted  by  Archer. 

Bon.  Cherry.,  Daughter  Cherry, 

Enter  Cherry. 

Cher.  D'ye  call.  Father? 

Bon.  Ay,  Child,  you  muft  lay  by  this  Box  for  the  Gentle- 
man, 'tis  full  of  Money. 

Cher.  Money!  all  that  Money !  why  fure.  Father,  the  Gen- 
tleman comes  to  be  chofen  Parliament-man.     Who  is  he  ? 

Bon.  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  him ;  he  talks  of  keep- 
ing his  Horfes  ready  fadled ,  and  of  going  perhaps  at  a  mi- 
nute's warning,  or  of  ftaying  perhaps  till  the  beil  part  of  this 
be  fpent. 

Cher.  Ay !  ten'to  one,  Father,  he's  a  Highway-man. 

Bon.  A  Highway-man!   upon  my  Life,  Girl,  you  have  hit 

it,  and  this  Box  is  fome  new-purchafed  Booty. —Now, 

ccu'd  we  find  him  out,  the  Money  were  ours. 

Cher.  He  don't  belong  to  our  Gang. 

Bon.  What  Horfes  have  they  ? 

Cher.  The  Mafter  rides  upon  a  Black. 

Bon.  A  Black !  ten  to  one  the  Man  upon  the  black  Mare ; 
and  iince  he  don't  belong  to  our  Fraternity,  we  may  betray 
him  with  a  fafe  Confcience:  I  don't  think  it  lawful  to  har- 
bour any  Rogues  but  my  own. Look'e,   Child,  as  the 

Saying  is ,  we  muft  go  cunningly  to  work ;  Proofs  we  muft 
have;  the  Gentleman's  Servant  loves  Drink,  I'll  ply  him  that 
way,  and  ten  to  one  loves  a  Wench ;  you  muft  work  him.  t'o- 
ther way. 

Cher.  Father,  wou'd  you  have  me  give  my  Secret  for  his  ? 

Boa. 
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Bon.  Confider,  Child,  there*s  Two  hundred  Pound  to  boot. 

[Riyiging  ■Without.']  Coming,  coming. Child,  mind  your 

buiinefs. 

Cher.  What  a  Rogue  is  my  Father!   my  Father!   1  deny  it. 

' My  Mother  was  a  good,  generous,  free-hearted  Woman, 

and  I  can't  tell  how  far  her  good  nature  might  have  extended 
for  the  good  of  her  Children.  This  Landlord  of  mine,  for  I 
think  I  can  call  him  no  more,   would  betray  his  Gueft,  and 

debauch  his  Daughter  into  the  Bargain, by  a  Footman 

too ! 

E'fTter  Krc\\Qv . 

Arch.  What  Footman,  pray,  Miilrefs,  is  fo  happy  as  to  be 
the  Subiecl:  of  your  Contemplation  ? 

Cher.  Whoever  he  is,  Friend,  he'll  be  but  little  the  better 
for't. 

Arch.  I  hope  fo,  for,  I'm  fure,  you  did  not  think  of  me. 

Cher.  Suppofe  I  had  ? 

Arch.  Why  then  you're  but  even  with  me ;  for  the  minute 
I  came  in,  I  was  confidering  in  what  manner  1  fhould  make 
Love  to  you. 

Cher.  Love  to  me.  Friend  ! 

Arch.  Yes,  Child. 

Cher.  Child!  Manners;  if  you  kept  a  little  more  didance, 
Friend,  it  would  become  you  much  better. 

Arch.  Diftance !  good  night.  Sauce-box.  [^Goii7g. 

Cher.  A  pretty  Fellow!  I  like  his  Pride. Sir,  pray.  Sir, 

you  fee,  Sir,  [Archer  returns.']  I  have  the  Credit  to  beintrull- 
ed  with  your  Matter's  Fortune  here,  which  lets  me  a  degree 
above  his  Footman;  I  hope.  Sir,  you  a'n't  affronted. 

Arch.  Let  me  look  you  full  in  the  Face,    and  Til  tell  you 

whether  you  can  atfront  me  or  no. S'death,  Child,  you 

have  a  pair  of  delicate  Eyes,  and  you  don't  know  what  to  do 
with  'em. 

Cher.  Why,  Sir,  don't  I  fee  every  body? 

Arch.  Ay,  but  if  fome  Women  had  'em,  thev  wou'd  kill  e- 

very  body. Prithee,   inftrutl  me,^  I  wou'd  fam  make 

Love  to  you,  but  I  don't  know  what  to  fay. 

Cher.  Why,  did  you  never  make  Love  to  any  body  before  ? 

Arch.  Never  to  a  Perlbn  of  your  Figure,  I  can  alllire  you  , 
Madam;  my  AddrefTes  have  been  always  confin'd  to  People 
within  my  own  Sphere,  I  never  afpir'd  io  high  before. 

But  ^ou  look  fo  bright^ 

And  are  drej?dfo  tight,  &:c.  [.A  Song. 

F  f  4  Cher. 
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Cher.  What  can  I  think  of  this  Man  ?  \_Afide.']  Win  you 
give  me  that  Song,  Sir? 

Arch.  Ay,  my  Dear,  take  it  while  it  is  warm.  \_KiJJes  her,'] 
Death  and  Fire !  her  Lips  are  Honey-combs. 

Cher.  And  I  wifh  there  had  been  Bees  too ,  to  have  ftung 
you  for  your  Impudence. 

Arch.  There's  a  fwarm  of  Cupids,  my  little  Fem^s,  that  has 
done  the  bulinefs  much  better. 

Cher.  This  Fellow  is  misbegotten  as  well  as  I.  l4/ide. 
What's  your  Name,  Sir  ? 

Arch.  Name!  I  gad,  I  have  forgot  it.  [^Afide.~\  Oh!  Martin. 

Cher.  Where  were  you  born? 

Arch.  In  St.  Martin's  Parifll. 

Cher.  What  was  your  Father  .^ 

Arch.  St.  Martin's  Parifll. 

Cher.  Then,  Friend,  good  night. 

Arch.  I  hope  not. 

Cher.  You  may  depend  upon't. 

Atrch.  Upon  what  ? 

Cher.  That  you're  very  impudent. 

Arch.  That  you're  very  handfome. 

Cher.  That  you're  a  Footman. 

Arch.  That  you're  an  Angel. 

Cher.  I  fhall  be  rude. 

Arch.  So  fhall  I. 

Cher,  Let  go  my  Hand. 

Arch.  Give  me  a  Kifs.  l^KiJjes  her. 

\C all  without.,  Cherry,  Cherry. 

Cher.  I'm —My  Father  calls  ;  you  plaguy  Devil,    how- 

durft  you  ftop  my  Breath  fo  ? — Offer  to  follow  me  one 

ilep,  if  you  dare. 

Arch.  A  fair  Challenge,  by  this  Light;  this  is  a  pretty  fair 
opening  of  an  Adventure ;  but  we  are  Knight-Errants,  and  fo 
Fortune  be  our  Guide.  {Exit, 


I'he  End  if  the  Firji  ACT. 
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ACT     II. 
SCENE,  A  Gallery  in  Lady  BountifulV  Hoiife, 

Mrs.  Sullen  and  Dorinda  meeting. 
Dor. \/fOrrow,  my  dear  Sifter  ;  are  you  for  Church  this 

^^  Morning  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Any  where  to  pray  ;  for  Heaven  alone  can  help 
me  :  But  I  think,  Donnda^  there's  no  Form  of  Prayer  in  the 
Liturgy  againft  bad  Husbands. 

Dor.  But  there's  a  Form  of  Law  in  Dodors-Comrrions ;  and  I 
fwear,  Sifter  Sullen^  rather  than  fee  you  thus  continually  dil- 
contented,  I  would  advife  you  to  apply  to  that :  For  belides 
the  part  that  I  bear  in  your  vexatious  Broils,  as  being  Sifter  to 
the  Husband,  and  Friend  to  the  Wife,  your  Examples  give 
me  fuch  an  Impreflion  of  Matrimony,    that  I  (hall  be  apt  to 

condemn  my  Perfon  to  a  long  Vacation  all  its  Life. 

But  fuppollng,  Madam,  that  you  brought  it  to  a  Cafe  of  Sepa- 
ration, what  can  you  urge  againft  your  Husband?  My  Brother 
is,  firft,  the  moft  conftant  Man  alive. 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  moft  conftant  Husband,  I  grant  ye. 

Dor.  He  never  fleeps  from  you. 

Mrs.  Sul.  No,  he  always  fleeps  with  me. 

Dor.  He  allows  you  a  Maini;enance  fuitable  to  your  Qua- 
lity. 

Mrs.  Sul.  A  Maintenance  !  do  you  take  me.  Madam,  for 
an  Hofpital  Child,  that  I  muft  fit  down,  and  blefs  my  Bene- 
factors, for  Meat,  Drink,  andCloaths?  As  I  take  it,  Madam, 
I  brought  your  Brother  Ten  thoufand  Pounds,  out  of  which  I 
might  expect  fome  pretty  things,  call'd  Pleafures. 

Dor.  You  ftiare  in  all  the  Pleafures  that  the  Country  af- 
fords. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Country  Pleafures  !  Racks  and  Torments !  doft 
think,  Child,  thatmy  Limbs  were  made  for  leaping  of  Ditches, 
and  clambring  over  Stiles  ;  or  that  my  Parents  wifely  fore- 
feeing  my  future  Happinefs  in  Country  Pleafures,  had  early 
inftruded  me  in  rural  Accompliftiments  of  drinking  fat  Ale, 
playing  at  Whisk,  andfmoaking  Tobacco  with  my  Husband; 
or  of  Ipreading  of  Plaifters,  brewing  of  Diet-drinks,  and  ftil- 
li ng  Rofemary-Water,  with  the  good  old  Gentlewoman  my 
Mother-in-Law  ? 

Dor.  Frnforry,  Madam,  thatit  is  not  more  in  our  Power  to 

divert 


t%  The  Beaux  Stratagem. 

divert  you ;  I  cou'd  wifh,  indeed,  that  our  Entertainment* 
•were  a  little  more  polfte,  or  your  Tafte  a  little  lefs  refin'd: 
But,  pray,  Madam,  how  came  the  Poets  and  Philofophers , 
that  labour'd  fo  much  in  hunting  after  Pleafure,  to  place  it  at 
laft  in  a  Country  Life  > 

Mrs.  Sul.  Becaufe  they  wanted  Money,  Child,  to  find  out 
the  Pleafures  of  the  Town  :  Did  you  ever  fee  a  Poet  or  Phi- 
lofopher  worth  Ten  thoufand  Pound  ?  If  you  can  Ihew  me 
fuch  a  Man,  I'll  lay  you  fifty  Pound,    you'll  find  him  fome- 

ivhere  within  the  Weekly  Bills. Not  that  I  difapprove 

rural  Pleafures,  as  the  Poets  have  painted  them  ;  in  their 
Landfchape,  every  'PhiUls  has  her  Condon^  every  murmuring 
Stream,  and  every  flowry  Mead  gives  frefh  Alarms  to  Love. 

. Befides,  you'll  find,  that  their  Couples  were  never  mar- 

ry'd : But  yonder,  I  fee  my  Coridon^  and  a  fweet  Swain  it 

is,  Heaven  knows. Come,  Dor'mda,   don't  be  angry,  he's 

my  Husband,  and  your  Brother ;  and  between  both,  is  he  not 
a  fad  Brute  ? 

Dor.  I  have  nothing  to  fay  to  your  part  of  him,  you're  the 
belt  Judge. 

Mrs.  Sul.  O  Sifter,  Sifter!  if  ever  you  marry,  beware  of  a 
fullen,  filent  Sot,  one  that's  always  muling,  but  never  thinks  ; 

. — There's  fome  Diverfion  in  a  talking  Blockhead  ;   and 

fince  a  Woman  muft  wear  Chains,  I  wou'd  have  the  Plea- 
fure of  hearing  'em  rattle  a  little. Now  you  fliall  fee, 

but  take  this  by  the  way  ; He  came  home  this  Morning 

2X  his  ufual  Hour  of  Four,  waken'd  me  out  of  a  fweet  Dream 
of  fomething  elfe,  by  tumbling  over  the  Tea-Table,  which  he 
broke  all  to  pieces  ;  after  his  Man  and  he  had  rowl'd  about 
the  Room,  like  fick  Pafiengers  in  a  Storm,  he  comes  flounce 
into  Bed,  dead  as  a  Salmon  into  a  Fiilimonger's  Basket ;  his 
Feet  cold  as  Ice,  his  Breath  hot  as  a  Furnace,    and  his  Hands 

and  his  Face  as  greafie  as  his  Flannel  Night-Cap. ■ Oh 

Matrimony! He  tofTes  up  the  Cloaths  with  a  barba- 
rous fwing  over  his  Shoulders,  diforders  the  whole  Oeconomy 
of  my  Bed,  leaves  me  half  naked,  and  my  whole  Night's  Com- 
fort is  the  tuneable  Serenade  of  that  wakeful  Nightingale, 
his  Nofe. O  the  Pleafure  of  counting  the  melancho- 
ly Clock  by  a  fnoaring  Husband  ! But  now.   Sifter, 

you  fhall  fee  how  handfomely,  being  a  well-bred  Man,  he  will 
beg  my  Pardon. 

"Enter  Sulkn. 

Stil.  My  Head  akes  confumedly. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Will  you  be  pleafed,  my  Dear,  to  drink  Tea  with 
us  this  Morning  ?  it  may  do  your  Head  good. 

3  '  StiL 
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SuL  No. 

Dor.  Coffee,  Brother  ? 
SuL  Pfhaw. 

Mrs.  SuL  Will  you  pleafe  to  drefs,  and  go  to  Church  with 
me  ?  the  Air  may  help  yau. 
SuL  Scrub, 

Enter  Scrub. 

Scrub.  Sir. 

SuL  What  Day  o'th'  Week  is  this  ? 
r    iS^rra^.  Sunday.^  a'n't  pleafe  your  Worfhlp. 

»S»/.  5^;;^«^-«y .'''  bring  me  a  Dram ;  and  d'ye  hear,  fet  out  the 
Venifon-Party,  and  a  Tankard  of  Strong  Beer  upon  theHall- 
-Table,  I'll  go  to  Brcakfall.  [Gomg, 

Dor.  Stay,  llay,  Brother,  you  fhan't  get  off  fo  ;  you  were 
very  naught  \:i^  Night,  and  mud  make  your  Witc  Repara- 
tion ;  come,  come,  Brother,  won't  you  ask  Pardon  ? 

SuL  For  what  ? 

Dor.  For  being  drunk  laft  Night. 

SuL  I  can  afford  it,  can't  I  ? 

Mrs.  SuL  But  I  can't,  Sir. 

SuL  Then  you  may  let  it  alone. 

Mrs.  SuL  But  I  mull  tell  you.  Sir,  that  thib  is  not  to  be  bora. 

SuL  I'm  glad  on't. 

Mrs.  SuL  What  is  the  Reafon,  Sir,  that  you  ufe  me  thus 
inhumanly  } 

SuL  Scrub. 

Scrub.  Sir. 

SuL  Get  things  ready  to  Oiave  my  Head.  {Exit. 

Mrs.  SuL  Have  a  care  of  coming  near  his  Temples,  Scrubs 
for  fear  you  meet  fomething  there  that  may  turn  the  Edge  of 

your  Razor Inveterate  Stupidity  !   Did  you  ever  know 

fo  hard,  fo  obliinare  a  Spleen  as  his  r"  O  Siller,  Siller!  I  fhall 
never  ha'  good  of  the  Beall  till  I  get  him  to  Town  ;  Londoyi^ 
dear  London  is  the  place  for  managing  and  breaking  a  Huf- 
band. 

Dor.  And  has  not  a  Husband  the  fame  Opportunities  there 
for  humbling  a  Wife  ? 

Mrs.  SuL   No,  no.  Child,  'tis  a  (landing  Maxim  in  Con- 
ugal  Difcipline,  that  when  a  Man  wou'd  enflave  his  Wife, 

e  hurries  her  into  the  Country ;  and  when  a  Lady  would  be 
arbitrary  with  her  Husband,     flie  wheedles  her  Boooy  up  to 

Town. A  Man  dare  not  play  the  Tyrant  in  Londoyj.^ 

becaufe  there  are  fo  many  Examples  to  encourage  the  Subje(5^ 
to  rebel.     O  Dorinda.,    Dormda  I   a  line  Woman  may  do  any 

thine- 
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thing  in  London:  O'  my  Confcicnce,  fhe may  raife  an  Army  of 
Forty  thoufand  Men. 

Dor.  I  fancy.  Sifter,  you  have  a  mind  to  be  trying  your 
Power,  that  way  here  in  Litchfield  \  you  have  drawn  the  Fr^;^c/^ 
Count  to  your  Colours  already. 

Mrs.  ShI.  The  French  are  a  People  that  can't  live  without 
their  Gallantries. 

Dor.  And  fome  Englip  that  I  know,  Sifter,  are  not  averfe 
to  fuch  Amufements. 

Mrs.  ^/^Z.  Well,  Sifter,  fince  the  Truth  muft  out,  it  may  do 
as  well  now  as  hereafter  ;  I  think,  one  way  to  roufe  my  Le- 
thargick,  fottilh  Husband,  is  to  give  him  a  Rival ;  Security 
begets  Negligence  in  all  People,  and  Men  muft  be  alarm'd  to 
make  'em  alert  in  their  Duty  :  Women  are  like  Pidures,  of 
no  value  in  the  Hands  of  a  Fool,  till  he  hears  Men  of  Senfe 
bid  high  for  the  Purchafe. 

Dor.  This  might  do,  Sifter,  if  my  Brother's  Underftanding 
were  to  be  convinc'd  into  a  Paffion  for  you  ;  but,  I  fancy, 
there's  a  natural  Averfton  of  his  fide;  and  I  fancy.  Sifter,  that 
you  don't  come  much  behind  him,  if  you  dealt  tairly. 

Mrs.  SuL  I  own  it,  we  are  united  Contradiftions,  Fire  and 
Water  :  But  I  cou'd  be  contented,  with  a  great  many  other 
Wives,  to  humour  the  cenforious  Mob,  andgive  the  World  an 
Appearance  of  living  well  with  my  Husband,  cou'd  I  bring' 
him  but  to  diftTemble  a  little  Kindnefs  to  keep  me  in  Coun- 
tenance. 

Dor.  But  how  do  you  know.  Sifter,  but  that  inftead  of  rou- 
ling  your  Husband  by  this  Artifice  to  a  counterfeit  Kindnefs, 
he  fhould  awake  in  a  real  Fury  .^ 

Mrs.  Sul.  Let  him  : If  I  can't  entice  him  to  the  one, 

I  wou'd  provoke  him  to  the  other. 

Dor.  But  how  muft  I  behave  my  felf  between  ye  ? 
Mrs.  Sul.  You  muft  aifift  me. 
Dor.  What,  againft  my  own  Brother  ? 
Mrs.  Sul.  He's  but  half  a  Brother  ,    and  I'm  your  entire 
Friend  :   If  I  go  a  ftep  beyond  the  Bounds  of  Honour,  leave 
me ;  till  then,  I  exped  you  ftiould  go  along  with  me  in  eve- 
ry thing  ;  while  I  truft  my  Honour  in  your  Hands,  you  may 

truft  your  Brother's  in  mine ^The  Count  is  to  dine  here 

to  Day. 

Dor.  'Tis  a  ftrange  thing,  Sifter,  that  I  can't  like  that 
Man, 

Mrs.  Sul  You  like  nothing,  your  time  is  not  come ;  Love 
and  Deaths  have  their  Fatalities,  aiid  ftrikchome  one  time  or 

other  s. 
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other  :^ -You'll  pay  for  all  one  Day,  I  warrant  ve 

But  come,  my  Lady's  Tea  is  ready,  and  'tis  almoft  Church- 

SCENE,  The  Inn, 

Enter  Aimwcll  drej?d^  and  Archer. 

Aim.  And  was  (he  the  Daughter  of  the  Houfe  ? 

Arch.  The  Landlord  is  fo  blind  as  to  think  fo  *  but  I  dare 
fwear  flie  has  better  Blood  in  her  V'eins. 

Aim.  Why  doll  think  fo  > 

Arch.  Becaufe  the  Baggage  has  a  pert  Je  ne  fcai  quoi.,  fhe  reads 
Plays,  keeps  a  Monkey,  and  is  troubled  with  Vapours. 

Aim.  By  which  Difcoveries,  I  guefs  that  you  know  more 
of  her. 

Arch.  Not  yet,  'faith  ;  the  Lady  gives  her  felf  Airs,  forfooth, 
nbthiiig  under  a  Gentleman. 

Arm.  Let  me  take  her  in  hand. 

Arch.  Say  one  Word  more  o'that,  and  I'll  declare  my  fcif, 
fpoil  your  Sport  there,  and  every  where  elfe  ;  look  ye.  Aim- 
weli^  every  jVlan  in  his  own  Sphere. 

Asm.  Right  ;  and  therefore  you  muft  pimp  for  your  Ma- 
iler. 

Arch.  In  the  ufual  Forms,  good  Sir,  after  Ihaveferv'd  my 

felf. But  to  our  Bulinefs You  are  fo  well  drefs'd, 

Tom,  and  make  fo  handfome  a  Figure,  that  I  fancy  you  may 
do  Execution  in  a  Country  Church;  the  exterior  part  ftrikes 
firlt ,  and  you're  in  the  right  to  make  that  Impreffion  favou- 
rable. 

Aii?7.  There's  fomething  in  that  which  may  turn  to  Ad- 
vantage :  The  Appearance  of  a  Stranger  in  a  Country  Church 
draws  as  many  Gazers  as  a  Blazing-Star;  no  fooner  he  come^ 
into  the  Cathedral ,     but  a  Train  of  Whifpers  runs  buzzing 

round  the  Congregation  in  a  Moment : Who  is  he  ? 

W^hence  comes  he'?  Do  you  know  him? Then  I,  Sir, 

tips  me  the  Verger  with  half  a  Crown  ;  he  pockets  the  Simo- 
-ny,  and  induds  me  into  the  beft  Pue  in  the  Church,  1  pull 
out  my  Snuff-box,  turn  my  felf  round,  bow  to  the  Biihop,  or 
the  Dean,  if  he  be  the  commanding  Officer  ;  llngle  out  a  Beau- 
ty, rivet  both  my  Eyes  to  hers,  fet  my  Nofe  a  bleeding  by  the 
Strength  of  Imagination,  and  fhew  the  whole  Church  my  Con- 
cern, by  my  endeavouring  to  hide  it  ;  after  the  Sermon,  the 
whole  Town  gives  me  to  her  for  a  Lover,  and  by  perfuading 
the  Lady  that  i  am  a  dying  for  her,  the  Tables  ;;rc  turn'd,and 
ftiC  in  gogdearneft  falls  in  Love  with  me  ? 
•^  Arch. 
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Arch.  There's  nothing  in  this,  7o»?,  without  a  Precedent  ; 
but  inftead  of  Riveting  your  Eyes  to  a  Beauty,  try  to  fix  'em 
upon  a  Fortune,  that's  our  Buiinefs  at  prefent. 

Aim.  Plhaw,  no  Woman  can  be  a  Beauty  without  a  For- 
j^ne. Let  me  alone,  for  I  am  aMark's-man. 

Arch.  T^om, 

Aim.  Ay. 

Arch.  When  were  you  at  Church  before,  pray  ? 

Aim.  Um — '■ \  was  there  at  the  Coronation. 

Arch.  And  how  can  you  expecl  a  Bleffing  by  going  to  Church 


now 


r> 


Aim.  Bleffing  \  nay,  Frank.,  I  ask  but  for  a  Wife.        {Exit. 
Arch.  Truly,  the  Man  is  not  very  unreafonable  in  his  De- 
j*]^ands.  [Exit  at  the  oppofite  Door. 

Enter  Bonniface  and  Cherry. 

Bon.  Well  Daughter,  as  the  Saying  is,  have  you  brought 
Martin  to  confefs  ? 

Cher.  Pray,  Father,  don't  put  me  upon  getting  anything  out 
of  a  Man  ;  Fm  but  young  you  know,  P^ather,  and  1  don't  un- 
derhand Wheedling. 

Bon.  Young  !  why  you  Jade,  as  the  Saying  is,  can  any  Wo- 
man wheedle  that  is  not  young  ?  Your  Mother  was  ufelefs  at . 
five  and  twenty;  not  wheedle  !  Would  you  make  your  Mo-  \ 
ther  a  Whore,  and  me  a  Cuckold,  as  the  Saying  is  ?  I  tell 
you,  his  Silence  confelles  it,  and  his  Maftcr  fpends  his  Money  ; 
fo  freely,  and  is  fo  much  a  Gentleman  every  manner  of  way, , 
that  he  mud  be  a  Highway-Man. 

Enter  Gibbet  in  a  Cloak. 

Gib.  Landlord,  Landlord,  is  the  Coaft  clear  ? 

Bon.  O,  Mr.  Gibbet.,  what's  the  News  > 

Gib.  No  matter,  ask  no  Queftions,  all  fair  and  honoura- 
ble ;  here,  my  dear  Cherry^  {_Gi-ves  her  a  Bag?^  Two  hundred 
Sterling  Pounds,  as  good  as  any  that  ever  hang'd  or  fav'd  a 
Rogue ;  lay  'em  by  with  the  reil,  and  here Three  Wed- 
ding or  Mourning  Rings,   'tis  much  the  fame  you  know • 

Here,  two  Silver-hilted  Swords;  I  took  thofe  from  Fellows 
that  never  fhew  any  part  of  their  Swords  but  the  Flilts  :  Here 
is  a  Diamond  Necklace  which  the  Lady  hid  in  the  privateH 
place  in  the  Coach,  but  I  found  ii  out  :  This  Gold  Watch  I 
took  from  a  Pawn-broker's  Wife  ;  it  was  left  in  her  Hands  by 
a  Perfon  of  Quality,  there's  the  Arms  upon  the  Cafe. 

Cher.  But  who  had  you  the  Money  from? 
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Qth.  Ah  !  poor  Woman !  I  pitied  her  ; From  a  poor 

Lady  juft  elop'd  from  her  Husband,  (he  had  made  up  her  Car- 
go, and  was  bound  for  Ireland^  as  hard  as  fhe  cou'd  drive  - 
fhe  told  me  of  her  Husband's  barbarous  Ufage,  and  fo  I  left 
her  half  a  Crown  :  But  I  had  almoft  forgot,  my  dear  Cherry^ 
I  have  a  Prefent  for  you. 

Cher.  What  is't  ? 

Gib.  A  Pot  of  Cerufe,  my  Child,  that  I  took  out  of  a  La- 
dy's under  Pocket. 

Cher.  What,  Mr.  Gibbet^  do  you  think  that  I  paint  > 

Gib.  Why,  you  Jade,  your  Betters  do  ;   Pm  fure  the  Lady 

that  I  took  it  from  had  a  Coronet  upon  her  Handkerchief 

Here,  take  my  Cloak,  and  go,  fecure  the  PremifTes. 

Cher.  I  will  fecure  'em.  [Exit, 

Bon,  But,  heark'e,  where's  Hounjlovj  and  Bagjhot  ? 

Gtb.  They'll  be  here  to  Night. 

Bo'/i.  D'ye  know  ot  any  other  Gentlemen  o'the  Pad  oa 
this  Road?' 

Gib.  No. 

Bon.  I  fancy  that  I  have  two  that  lodge  in  the  Houfe  jufl 
now. 

Gib.  The  Devil !  How  d'ye  fmoak  'em? 

Bon,  Why,  the  one  is  gone  to  Church. 

Gib.  That's  fufpicious,  1  muil  confefs. 

Bon.  And  the  other  is  now  in  his  Mafier's  Chamber  ;  he 
pretends  to  be  Servant  to  the  other,  we'll  call  him  out,  and 
pump  him  a  little. 

Gib.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Bon.  Mr.  Mart m J  Mr.  Alartin^ 

Enter  Martin  combing  a  Perriwig.,  nndjinging. 

Gib,  The  Roads  are  confumed  deep,    Pm  as  dirty  as  old 

Brentford  at  Chriftrna. x\  good  pretty  Fellow  that  •    who's 

Servant  are  you,  Friend  > 

Arch.  My  Mailer's. 

Gib.  Really  > 

Arch.  Really. 

Gib.  That's  much. The  Fellow  has  been  at  the  Bar 

by  hisEvafions: ' But,  pray,  Sir,  what  is  yourMafter's 

Name? 

Arch.  Tall,  all,dall;  {Sings  and  combs  the  Pcrrizvig,']  This  is 
the  mod  obftinate  Curl 

Gib.  I  ask  you  his  Name  ? 

Arch.  Name,  Sir, Tall,  all,  dall I  never  ask'd 

him  his  Name  in  my  Life.     Tall,  all,  daih 

Bofj, 
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Bon.  Wbat,think  you  now  ? 
'     Gih,  PlaiJ^  plain,   he   talks  now  as  if  he  were  before  a 
Jud<?e  :    But  pray,  Friend,  which  way  does  your  Mailer  tra- 
vel F 

Arch.  A  Horfebaek. 

Gtb.  Very  well  again,  an  old  Offender  right——  But, 
I  mean,  does  he  go  upwards  or  downwards  ? 

Arch,  Downwards,  I  fear.  Sir  :   Tall,  all. 

Gib,  Fm  afraid  my  Fate  will  be  a  contrary  way. 

Bon.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !   Mr.  Martin,,   you're  very  arch This 

Gentleman  is  only  travelling  towards  Chefter,,  and  wou'd  be 

glad  of  your  Company,    that's  all Come,   Captain^ 

you'll  (lay  to  Night,  I  fuppofe  ;  Pll  (hew  you  a  Chamber 

Come,  Captain. 

Gih.  Farewel  Friend- •  {Exit, 

Arch.  Captain,  your  Servant — Captain  !   a  pretty 

Fellow;  'Sdeath,  I  wonder  that  the  Officers  of  the  Army  don't 
confpire  to  beat  all  Scoundrels  in  Red  but  their  own. 

Enter  Cherry. 

Cher,  Gone,  and  Martin  here  !  I  hope  he  did  not  liften  ;  I 
wou'd  have  the  Merit  of  the  Difcovery  all  my  own,  becaufel 
wou'd  oblige  him  to  love  me.  {Afide.\  Mr.  Martin.,  who  was 
that  Man  with  my  Father  ? 

Arch.  Some  Recruiting  Serjeant,  or  whip'd  out  Trooper,  I 
fuppofe. 

Cher,  All's  fafe,  I  find. 

ArcK  Come,  my  Dear,  have  you  conM  over  the  Catechize 
I  taught  you  laft  Night  ? 

Cher.  Come,  queltion  me. 

Arch.  What  is  Love  } 

Cher.  Love  is  I  know  not  what,  it  comes  I  know  not  how, 
and  goes  I  know  not  when. 

Arch.  Very  well,  an  apt  Scholar.  [Chucks  her  under  the  Chin.'] 
Where  does  Love  enter  > 

Cher.  Into  the  Eyes. 

Arch.  And  where  go  out? 

Cher.  I  won't  tell'e. 

Arch.  What  are  the  Objedsof  that  Paflion  > 

Cher,  Youth,  Beauty  and  clean  Linen. 

Arch,  The  Reafon  ? 

Cher.  The  two  firftare  fafhionable  in  Nature,  and  the  third 
at  Court. 

Arch.  That's  my  Dear :  What  are  the  Signs  and  Tokens  of 

that  Paflion } 

Cher* 
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Cher.  A  dealing  Look,  a  flammering  Tongue,  Words  im- 
probable, Deligns  impolfible,  andA6iions  impnidicable. 

Arch.  That's  my  good  Child,  kifs  mc. What  mud  a  Lo- 
ver do  to  obtain  his  Miflrcfs  ? 

Cher.  He  muft  adore  the  Perfon  that  difdalns  him,  he  muft 
bribe  the  Chambermaid  that  betrays  him,  and  court  the  Foot- 
man that  laughs  at  him  ; -He  mull,  he  mull: 

.   Arch.  Nay,  Child,  I  muft  whip  you  ifyon  don't  mind  your 
LclTon;  he  muft  treat  his 

Cher.  O  !  ay,  he  muft  treat  hisTnemjcs  with-Refpefl,  his 
Friends  with  Indifference,  and  all  the  World  with  Contempt; 
he  muft  futFer  much,  and  fear  more  ;  he  muft  delirc  much, 
and  hope  little ;  in  (hort,  he  muft  embrace  his  Ruin,  and  throw 
himfclfaway. 

,  'Arch.  Had  ever  Man  fo  hopeful  a  Pupil  as  mine  ?    Come, 
my  Dear,  why  is  Love  call'd  a  Riddle? 

Cher.  Becaufe  being  blind,  he  leads  thofe  that  fee,  andtho' 
a  Child,  he  governs  a  Man. 

Arch.   Mighty  well! ■ -And  why  iS  Love  pi£lur'd 

blind?  .      _ 

Che.,  Becaufe  the  Painters  out  of  their  Weaknefs  or  Privi- 
lege of  their  Art  chofe  to  hide  thofe  Eyes  that  they  cou'd  not 
draw. 

Arch.  That's  my  dear  little  Scholar,  kifs  me  again. 

And  why  Ihou'd  Love,  that's  a  Child,  govern  a  Man  ? 
.   Cher.  Becaufe  that  a  Childis  the  end  of  Love. 

Arch.    x\nd  fo  ends  Love's  Catechifm. And  no-Vv,    my 

Dear,  we'll  go  in  and  make  my  Mafter's  Bed. 

Cher.  Hold,  hold,  Mr.  Martin., You  have  taken  a  great 

deal  of  Pains  to  inftrud  me,  and  what  d'ye  think  Ihave  learnt 
by  it  ? 

Arch.  What  > 

Cher.  That  your  Difcourfe  and  your  Habit  are  Contradi- 
dions,  and  it  wou'd  be  Nonfenfe  in  me  to  believe  you  a  Foot- 
man any  longer. 

Arch.  'Oons,  what  a  Witch  it  is ! 

Cher.  Depend  upon  this.  Sir,  nothing  in  this  Garb  fliall 
ever  tempt  me ;   for  tho'  I  was  born  to  Servitude,   I  hate  it  ■ 

■ — • Own  your  Condition ,    ivvcar  you  love  me .   and 

then ■ — 


Arch.  And  then  we  fhall  go  make  the  Bed. 

Cher.  Yes. 

Arch.  You  muft  know  then  ,  that  I  am  born  a  Gentleman, 
my  Education  was  liberal  ;  but  I  went  to  Lundo:^,  a  younger 
Brother,  fell  into  the  Hands  of  Sharpers,  whoftriptme  of  my 

G  g  Mjney, 


lo  The  Beaux  Stratagem, 

Money,  my  Friends  difown'd  me,   and  now  my  Necellity  ^ 
brings  me  to  what  you  fee. 

C)oer.  Then  take  my  Hand promife  to  marry  me  be- 
fore you  deep,  and  Til  make  you  Mafter  of  two  thoufand 
Pounds. 

Arch.  How  ! 

Cher,  Two  thoufand  Pound  that  I  have  this  Minute  in  my 
ownCuftody  ;  fo  throw  off  your  Livery  this  Inftant,  and  I'll 
go  find  a  Parfon. 

Arch.  What  faid  you  ?  a  Parfon  ! 

Cher.  What !  Do  you  fcruple  ? 

Arch,  Scruple !  No,  no,  but two  thoufand  Pound,  you 

fay? 

Cher.  And  better.  "   .y r- r - 

Arch.  'Sdeath,  what  fhall  I  do  } But  heark'e,  ChiM, 

what  need  you  make  me  Mailer  of  your  felf  and  Money, 
when  you  may  have  the  fame  Pleafure  out  of  me,  and  ftillkeep 
your  Fortune  in  your  Hands  ? 

Cher.  Then  you  won't  marry  me? 

Arch.  I  would  marry  you,  but ■ 

Cher.  O  fweet  Sir,  Pm  your  humble  Servant,  you're  fairly 
caught  :  wou'd  you  perfuade  me  that  any  Gentleman  who 
Gou'd  bear  the  Scandal  of  wearing  a  Livery,  wou'd  refufe  two 

thoufand  Pound,  let  the  Condition  be  what  it  wou'd no, 

no.  Sir, but  I  hope  you'll  pardon  the  Freedom  I  have 

taken,  fince  it  was  only  to  inform  my  felf  of  the  Refped  that 
1  ought  to  pay  you. 

Arch.  Fairly  bit,  by  Jupiter hold,  hold;   and  have  you 

a£lually  two  thoufand  Pounds  ? 

Cher.  Sir,  I  have  my  Secrets  as  well  as  you when 

you  plcafe  to  be  more  opcn^  I  fhall  be  more  free,  and  be 
affur'd  that  I  have  Difcoveries   that   will  match  yours ,    be 

what  they  will In  the  mean  while  befatisfy'd  that  no 

Difcovcry  I  make  fhall  ever  hurt  you,  but  beware  of  my  Fa- 
ther.  

Arch.  So -we're  like  to  have  as  many  Adventures  in 

cur  Inn,   as  Doa  Quixote  had  in  his let  me  fee 

two  thoufand  Pounds  !  If  the  Wench  wou'd  promife  to  die 
when  the  Money  were  fpent,  I  gad,  one  wou'd  marry  her  ; 
but  the  Fortune  may  go  o^  in  a  Year  or  two,  and  the  Wife 
may  live Lord  knows  how  long  !  Then  an  Inn-Keep- 
er's Daughter  ;  ay,  that's  the  PeviJ— — there  my  Pride  brings 
me  off. 


For 
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For  whatfoe^r  the  Sages  charge  on  Pride^ 

"The  A'/2gelsfall^  and  twenty  Faults  bejide^ 

On  Earthy  Vm  fure^  ^mong  us  of  mortal  Callings 

Pride  faves  Man  oft^  and  IVoman  too  from  falling.        [Exit* 

The  End  of  the  Second  ACT.  , 


ACT     III. 
SCENE  continues. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen,  Dorinda. 
Mrs!  ^a/.TJA,  ha,  ha,  my  dear  Sifter,   let  me  embrace  thee^ 
-*--*•  now  we  are  Friends  indeed  ;  For  I  fhall  have 

a  Secret  of  yours ,   as  a  Pledge  for  mine now  you'll  be 

good  for  fomething,    I  Ihall  have  you  converfable  in  the  Sub- 
jects of  the  Sex. 

Dor.  But  do  you  think  that  I  am  fo  weak  as  to  fall  in  Love 
with  a  Fellow  at  firft  light  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Pfhaw  !  Now  you  fpoil  all,  why  fhouM  not  we 
be  as  free  In  our  Friendfhips  as  the  Men  ?  I  warrant  you,  the 
Gentleman  has  got  to  his  Confident  already,  has  avow'd  his 
Faflion,  toafted  your  Health,  calTdyou  ten  thonfand  Angels; 
has  run  over  your  Lips,  Eyes,  Neck,  Shape,  Air,  and  every 
thing,  in  a  Defcription  that  warms  their  Mirth  to  a  fecond 
Enjoyment. 

Dor.  Your  hand,  Sifter,  la'n't  well. 

Mrs.  Sul.  So (he's  breeding  already come,  Child, 

up  with  it hem  a  little fo now  tell  me,   don't  you 

like  the  Gentleman  that  we  faw  at  Church  juft  now  ? 

Dor.  The  Man's  well  enough. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Well  enough  !  Is  he  not  a  Demi-God,  a  Narcijfus^ 
a  Star,  the  Man  i'the  Moon  > 

Dor.  O  Sifter,  I'm  extremely  111. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Shall  I  fend  to  your  Mother,  Child,  for  a  little 
of  her  Cephalick  Plaifter  to  put  to  the  Soles  of  your  Feet?  or 

fhall  I  fend  to  the  Gentleman  for  fomething  for  you? — • 

Com.e,   unlace  your  Stays,    unbofome  your  felf the  Man 

is  perfeclly  a  pretty  Fellow,  I  luw  him  when  he  firft  came  in- 
to Church. 

G  g  2  Dor. 
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Dor.  I  faw  him  too,  Sifter,  and  with  an  Air  that  flione,  me- 
thought  like  Rays  about  his  Perfon. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Well  faid,  up  with  it. 

Dor.   No  forward  Coquet  Behaviour,   no  Airs  tO  fet  him 

off,  no  iludy'd  Looks  nor  artful  Pofture, but  Nature 

did  it  all 

Mrs.  SuL  Better  and  better- one  Touch  more 

come 

'   /><?r.  But  then  his  Looks did  you  obfervehis  Eyes? 

Mrs.  S^il.    Yes,   yes,  I  did- his  Eyes,  well,  what  of  his 

Eyesf' 

Dor.  Sprightly,  but  not  wandring  ;   they  feeniM  to  view, 

but  never  gaz'd  on  any  thing  but  me and  then  his  Looks 

fo  humble  were,  and  yet  fo  noble,  that  they  aim'd  to  tell  me 
that  he  cou'd  with  Pride  die  at  my  Feet,  tho'  hefcorn'd  Slave- 
ry any  where  elfe. 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  Phylick  works  purely How  d'ye  find 

your  felf  now,  my  Dear  ? 

Dor.  Hem  !  Much  better,  my  Dear O  here  comes  our 

Mercury!  [£;i;/i?r  Scrub.]  Well,  Scr7ih^  what  News  of  the 
Gentleman  ? 

Scrub.  Madam,  I  have  brought  you  a.  Packet  of  News. 

Dor.  Open  it  quickly,  come. 

Scrub.  In  the  firft  Place  I  enquir'd  who  tlie  Gentleman  was? 
They  told  me  he  was  a  Stranger.  Secondly,  I  ask'd  what  the 
Gentleman  was  ?  They  anfwer'd  and  laid.  That  they  never 
faw  him  before.  Thirdly,  I  enquir'd  what  Countryman  he 
was }  They  reply'd,  'twas  more  than  they  knew.  Fourthly, 
I  demanded  whence  he  came?  Their  Anfwer  was,  they  cou'd 
not  tell.     And  Fifthly,    I  ask'd  whither  he  went  ?   And  th^ 

reply'd,   they  knew  nothing  of  the  Matter,. and  this  is' all 

I  cou'd  learn. 

■  Mrs.  SuL  But  w^hat  do  the  People  fay  ?  Can't  they  guefs? 
Scrub.  Why  fome  think  he's  a  Spy,  fome  guefs  he's  a  Moun- 
tebank, fome  fay  one  thing,   fome  another  ;    but  for  my  own 
part,  I  believe  he's  a  Jefuit  ? 

■  /)(?r.  A  Jefuit  1  Why  a  Jefuit? 

Scrub.  Becaufe  he  keeps  his  Horfes  always  ready  faddled, 
and  his  Footman  talks  French, 
I    Mrs.  Sui.  His  Footman  ! 

Scrub.  Ay,  he  and  the  Count's  Footm.an  were  gabbering 
Fr^-W:?  like  two  intriguing  Ducks  ina  Mill-Pond,  and  I  believe 
they  talk'd  of  me,  for  they  laugh'dconfumedly. 

Dor. 
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Dor.  What  fort  of  Livery  has  the  Footmair?  ff-.^^T*'    " 

Scrub.  Livery  I  Lord,  Madam,  1  took  him  for  a  Captain, 
he's  fo  bedizeu'd  with  Lace,  and  then  he  has  Tops  to  his 
Shoes,   up  to  his  mid  Leg,   a  lllver  headed  Cane  dangling  at 

his  Nuckles he  carries  his  Hands  in  his  Pockets  juUfo -. 

[Walks  in  the  French  Air.']   and   has  a  fine  long  Periwig  ty'd 

up  in  a  Bag Lord,  Madam,  he's  clear  another  fort  of 

Man  than  I. 

Mrs.  Sul.  That  may  eafilybc but  what  fnall  we  do 

now,  Siller? 

Dor.  I  have  it This  Fellow  has  a  world  of  Simplicity, 

and  fome  Cunning,  the  firll  hides  the  latter  by  abundance  , 
Scrub. 

Scrub.  Madam. 

Dor,  We  have  a  great  m.ind  to  know  who  this  Gentleman 
is,  only  for  our  Satisfaction .  ; 

Scrub.  Yes,  Madam,  it  would  be  a  Satisfaction,  no  doubt. 

Dor.  You  muit  go  and  get  acquainted  with  his  Footman, 
and  invite  him  hither  to  drink  a  Bottle  of  your  Ale,  becaufe 
you're  Butler  to  Day. 

Scrub.  Yes,  Madam,  I  am  Butler  every  SurJay. 

Mrs.  Sul.  O  brave!  Sifter,  O  my  Confcience,  you  under- 
Hand  the  Mathematicks  already 'Tisthe  bed  Plot  in  the 

W^orld  ;  your  Mother,  you  know,  will  be  gone  to  Church, 
my  Spoufe  will  be  got  to  the  x^le-houfe  with  his  Scoundrels, 

and  the  Houfewill  be  our  own fo  we  drop  in  by  accident, 

and  ask  the  Fellow  fome  Queilions  our  felves.  In  the  Country, 
you  know,  any  Sranger  is  Company,  and  we're  glad  to  take 
up  with  the  Butler  in  a  Country  Dance,  and  happy  if  he'll  do 
us  the  Favour. 

Scrub.  Oh!  Madam,  you  wrong  me  ;  I  never  refus'd  your 
Ladylhip  the  Favour  in  my  Life. 

Fnter  Gipfey. 

Gif.  Ladies,  Dinner's  upon  Table. 

Dor.  Scrub.  We'll  excufe  your  Waiting ^Go  where 

we  ordered  you. 

;    Scr^b.l{[\dX\,         ::j  u;vi<\\0  f.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  chcmgci  to  the  Inm 

jE;;2^(;r  Aimw'cH  ^W  Archer. 
Arch.  Well,  Torn.^  I  find  you're  a  Markfman. 
Aim.  K  Markfman  !  who  fo  blind  cou'd  be,  as  not  difcerii 
■  a  Swan  amojnj  the  Ravens. 

G  g  3  Arch. 
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ylrch.  Well,  but  heark'e,  AimwelL 

Aim.  AimweB  !  call  me  Oroondates.,  Cefario^  Amadis.,  all  that 
Romance  can  in  a  Lover  paint,  and  then  I'll  anfwer.  O  Ar- 
cher^  I  read  her  thoufands  in  her  Looks,  fhe  look'd  like  Ce- 
res in  her  Harveft,  Corn,  Wine  and  Oil,  Milk  and  Honey, 
Gardens,  Groves  and  purling  Streams,  play'd  on  her  plente- 
ous Face. 

Arch.  Htx  Face  !  her  Pocket,  you  mean;  the  Corn,  Wine 
and  Oil,  lies  there.  lu  ihort,  Ihe  has  Ten  thoufand  Pound, 
that's  the  Englifh  on't. 

Aim.  Her  Eyes. 

Arch.  Are  Demi-Canons,  to  be  fure;  fo  I  won't  Hand  their 
Battery.  [Goings 

Aim.  Pray,  excufe  me,  my  PalTion  muft  have  vent. 

ArcL  Paflion  !  what  a  plague,  d'ye  think  thefe  Romantick 
Airs  will  do  our  Bufinefs  >  Were  my  Temper  as  extravagant 
as  yours,  my  Adventures  have  fomething  more  Romantick 
by  half. 

Aim.  Your  Adventures ! 

Arch.  Yes,  the  Nymph  that  with  her  twice  Ten  hundred 
Pounds. 

With  brazen  Engine  hot .^  and Quoif  clear  ftarcPd., 
Can  fire  the  Guejl  tn  VJarming  of  the  Bed 

There's  a  touch  of  Sublime  Milton  for  you,  and  the  Subjefl 
but  an  Inn-keeper's  Daughter  :  I  can  play  with  a  Girl  as  an 
Angler  does  with  his  Fifti  ;  he  keeps  it  at  the  end  of  his  Line, 
runs  it  up  the  Stream,  and  down  the  Stream,  till  at  lad,  he 
brings  it  to  hand,  tickles  the  Trout,  and  fo  whips  it  into  his 
Basket. 

'^iTv^         &/^r  Bonniface. 

Bon.  Mr.  Martin^  as  the  Saying  is yonder's  an  honeft 

Fellow  below,  my  Lady  BountifitPs  Butler,  who  begs  the  Ho- 
nour that  you  wou'd  go  home  with  him  and  fee  his  Cellar. 

Arch.  Do  my  Baifcmains  to  the  Gentleman,  and  tell  him  I 
will  do  my  felfthe  Honour  to  wait  on  him  immediately. 

\_Exit  Bonniface. 

Aim.  What  do  I  hear  ?  foft  Orpheus  play,  and  fair  Toftida 
Sing? 

Arch.  Pfliaw  !  damn  your  Raptures ;  I  tell  you,  here's  a 
Pump  going  to  be  put  into  the  Veflel,  and  the  Ship  will  get 
into  Harbour,  my  Life  on't/  You  fay,  there's  another  Lady 
yery  handfome  there^ 

Aim.  Yes,  faith. 

Arch,  Vm  in  love  with  her  already, 
■':       •  ^'  '         ■  Aim, 
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r'  Aim.  Can't  you  give  me  a  Bill  upon  Cherry  in  the  mean 
time. 

Arch.  No,  no,  Friend,  all  her  Corn,  Wine  and  Oil,  is  in- 

grofs'd  to  my  Market. And  once  more  I  warn  you,  to 

keep  your  Anchorage  clear  of  mine  ;    for  if  you  fall  foul  on 

me,  by  this  Light  you  fhall  go  to  the  bottom. What ! 

make  Prize  of  my  little  Frigat,  while  I  am  upon  the  Criufe  for 

you.  \_Exit. 

Enter  Bonniface. 

AirA.  Well,    well,   I  won't Landlord  ;    have 

you  any  tolerable  Company  in  the  Houfe  ?  1  don't  care  for  di- 
ning alone. 

Boy:.  Yes,  Sir,  there's  a  Captain  below,  as  the  Saying  is, 
that  arriv'd  about  an  Hour  ago. 

Aim.  Gentlemen  of  hib  Coat  are  welcome  every  where  ;  will 
you  m/ake  him  a  Compliment  from  me,  and  tell  him  I  ihould 
'     be  glad  of  his  Comipany  ? 

Bon.  Who  iliall  I  tell  him,  Sir,  wou'd  ? 

\        Aim.  Ha  !   that  Stroak  was  well  thrown  in I'm  only 

a  Traveller,  likehimfelf,  andwou'd  be  glad  of  his  Company, 
that's  all. 

Bon.  I  obey  your  Commands,  as  the  Saying  is.  [^Exit. 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  'Sdeath  !  I  had  forgot;  what  Title  will  you  give  your 
felf  > 

Arm.  My  Brother's,   to  be  fure  ;   he  wou'd  never  give  me 

any  thing  elfe,  fo  I'll  make  bold  with  his  Honour  this  bout 

you  knov/  the  re(f  of  your  Cue, 

Arch.  Ay,  ay.  [Exit. 

EnUr  Gibbet. 

Gib.  Sir,  I'm  yours. 

Atm.  'Tis  morethanldcfcrve,  Sir,  for  I  don't  know  you. 

Gib.  I  don':  wonder  at  that,  Sir,  for  you  never  faw  me  be- 
fore,  I  hope.  \_AJidc. 

Aim.  And  pray,  Sir,  how  came  I  by  the  Honour  of  feeing 
^  you  now  ? 

Gib.  Sir,  I  fcorn  to  intrude  upon  any  Gentleman- — r-  but 
jny  Landlord 

Aim.  O,  Sir,  I  ask  your  Pardon,  you're  the  Captain  he  told 
xne  of.  i. 

Gib.  At  your  Service,  Sir. 

Ai'M.  What  Regiment  ?  may  I  be  fo  bold  ? 

Qik.  A  marching  Regiment,  Sir,  an  old  Corps. 

G  g  4  '^^^J' 
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Aim.  Very  old,  if  your  Coat  be  Regimental,   [4fide.']   you 
have  ferv'd  abroad,  Sir. 

Gik  Yes,  Sir,  in  the  Plantations,  'twas  my  Lot  to  befent 
into  the  wonl  Service  ;  1  v^ou'd  have  quitted  it  indeed,  but  a 

Man  of  Honour,  you  know Befides,  'twas  for  the  good 

of  my  Country  that  I  fhou'dbe  abroad ^Any  thing  for  the 

good  of  one's  Country I'm  a  Roman  for  that. 

Aim.  One  of  the  firft,  I'll  lay  my  Life  {^Afide?^  You  found 
the  Weft-lndies  very  hot,  Sir. 
G'tb.  Ay,  Sir,  too  hot  for  me.   . 

Aim.  Pray,  Sir,  ha'n't  I  feen  your  Face  at  WtW^  Coffeer 
houfe? 

Gib.  Yes,  Sir,  and  at /^^/Vs too.  >    -   .:>   ^ 
Arm.  And  where  is  your  Company  now,  Captain? 
:     Gib.  They  a'n't  come  yet.. 
I    Aim.  Why,  d'ye  expect  'em  here  ? 
Gib.  They'll  be  here  to  Night,  Sir. 
Aim.  Which  way  do  they  march  ? 

Gib.  A  crofs  the  Country The  Devil's  in't,  if  I  ha'n't 

faid  enough  to  encourage  him  to  declare but  I'm  afraid  he's 

not  right,  I  muif  tack  about. 

Aim.  Is  your  Company  to  quarter  \x\Litchfield\ 
G'tb.  In  this  Houfe,  Sir. 
Aim..  What  !  all.^ 

Gib.  My  Company's  but  thin,  ha,  ha,  ha,  we  are  but  three, 
ha,  ha,  ha. 

Aim.  You're  m.erry.  Sir. 

Gib.  Ay,  Sir,  you  mull  cxcufe  me.  Sir,  I  underftaud  the 
World,  efpecially  the  i.\rt  of  Travelling  :  I  don't  care.  Sir, 
for  anfwering  Queftions  dircdly  upon  the  Road for  I  ge- 
nerally ride  with  a  Charge  about  me. 

Aim.  Three  or  four,  I  believe.  [^AJide. 

Gib.  I  am  credibly  inform'd  that  there  are  Highway-men  upon 

this  Quarter;    not,   Sir,  that  I  cou'd  fufpe6l  a  Gentleman  of 

your  Figure But  truly,  Sir,  I  have  got  fuch  a  way  of 

Evaiion  upon  the  Road,   that  I  don't  care  for  fpeaking  Truth 
to  any  Man. 

Arm.  Your  Caution  may  be  necefTary Then  I  pre- 

fume  you're  no  Captain. 

Gtb.  Not  I,  Sir,  Captain  is  a  good  travelling  Name,  and  fo 
I  take  it  ;  it  flops  a  great  many  foolifli  Inquiries  that  are  gene- 
rally m.ade  about  Gentlemen  that  travel ;  it  gives  a  Man  an  Air 

of  fomething,  and  makes  the  Drawers  obedient And  thus 

far  I  iim  a  Captaipj  and  no  farther. 

,  Aim 
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A'tm.  And  pray,  Sir,  what  is  your  true  Profelfion  > 

Gib.  O,  Sir,  you  mullexculeme upon  my  Word,  Sir, 

I  don't  think  it  fate  to  tell  ye. 

Aim.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  upon  my  word,  I  commend  you. 
Enter  Bonniface. 
Well,  Mr.  Bonyiiface^  what's  the  News  > 

Bo?7.  There's  another  Gentleman  below,  as  the  Saying  is, 
that  hearing  you  were  but  two ,  wOu'd  be  glad  to  make  the 
third  Man,  if  you  wou'd  give  him  l^avc. 

Aim.  What  is  he  ? 

Bon.  A  Clergyman,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Aim.  A  Clergyman!  is  he  really  a  Clergyman?  or,  is  it  on- 
ly his  travelling  Name,  as  my  P'riend  the  Captain  has  it  ^ 

Bon.  O,  Sir,  he's  a  Priell,  and  Chaplain  to  the  French  Offi- 
cers in  Town. 

Aim.  Is  he  a  Frenchman  ? 

Bon.  Yes,  Sir,  born  at  Bruffch. 

Gib.  A  Frenchman,  and  a  Prieft  !  I  wo'n't  be  feen  in  his 
.Company,  Sir  ;  I  have  a  Value  for  my  Reputation,  Sir. 

Atm.  Nay,   but  Captain,   lince  we  are  by  our  felves 

Can  he fpeak  E;-^^///^,  Landlord? 

Bon.  y^r^  well,  Sir  ;  you  may  know  him,  as  the  Saying 
is,  to  be  a  Foreigner  by  his  Accent,  and  that's  all. 

Aim.  Then  he  has  been  in  England  before  ? 

Bon.  Never,   Sir  ;   but  he's  a  Mafter  of  Languages,  as  the 
Saying  is  ;  he  talks  Latin,    it  does  m.e  good  to  hear  him  talk 
Latin. 
.    Aim.  Then  you  underftand  Latin.,  Mr.  Bonniface  ? 

Bon.  Not  I,  Sir,  as  the  Saying  is  j  but  he  talks  it  fo  very 
fall,  that  I'm  fure  it  mull  be  good. 

Atm.  Pray,  delire  him  to  walk  up. 

Bon.  Here  he  is,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Enter  Foigard. 

Foig.  Save  you,  Gentlemens,  both. 

Arm.  A  Frenchman  !  Sir,  your  moil  humble  Servant. 
.    Foig.  Och,  dear  Joy,    I  am  your  moll:  faithful  Shervant,  and 
yours  alfho. 

Gib.  Do6lor,  you  talk  very  good  EngUjh.,  but  you  have  a 
mighty  Twang  oi  the  Foreigner. 

Fotg.  yiy  Englifr  ii  very  veil  for  the  vords,  but  we  Foreig- 
ners, you  know,  cannot  bring  our  Tongues  about  the  Pronun- 
ciation fo  foon. 

Arm.  A  Foreigner  !  a  downright  Teague,  by  this  Light. 
\_Afidc  ]  Were  you  born  in  France^  Doclor  ? 

Foig. 
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Foig.  I  was  educated  In  France^  but  I  was  borne<l  at  Bruf^ 
fcis ;  I  am  a  Subjeft  of  the  King  of  Spaif?^  Joy. 

GO;.  What  King  o?  Spain ^  Sir  ?  fpeak. 

Foig.  Upon  myShoul,  Joy,  I  cannot  tell  you  as  yet. 

Aim.  Nay,  Captain,  that  was  too  hard  upon  the  Dodor^ 
he's  a  Stranger. 

Foig.  O  let  him  alone,  dear  Jby,  I  am  of  a  Nation  that  is 
not  eafilyput  out  of  Countenace. 

Ai-m.  Gome,  Gentlemen,  I'll  end  the  Difpute.— Here, 

Landlord,  is  Dinner  ready  ? 

Bon.  Upon  the  Table,  as  the  Saying  is. 

/iiyn.  Gentlemen pray that  Door— . 

Foig.  No,  no  fait,  the  Captain  muft  lead. 

Aira.  No,  Doctor,  the  Church  is  our  Guide, 

Gih.  Ay,  ay,  fo  it  is. [Exit  foremoj}.,  they  foUozi'. 

SCENE  changes  to  a  Gallery  in  LadyBo\intif\iVs  Houfe. 

Enter  Archer  and  Scruh/inging.,  and  hugging  one  another  \  Scrub 
with  a  T'ankardin  his  Hand.,  Gipfey  U fining  at  a  di fiance. 

Scrub.  Tall,  all,  dall Come,  my  dear  Boy let's 

have  that  Song  once  more. 

Arch.  No,  no,  we  (hall  diflurb  the  Family :  - — —  But  will 
you  be  fure  to  keep  the  Secret  ? 

Scrub.  Pho!  upon  my  Honour,  as  I'm  a  Gentleman. 

Arch.  'Tis  enough. You  muft  know  then,   that  my 

Mafter  is  the  Lord  Vifcount  Aimwell ;  he  fought  a  Duel  t'other 
Day  in  London.,  wounded  his  Man  fo  dangeroufly,  that  he 
thinks  fit  to  v/ithdraw  till  he  hears  whether  the  Gentleman's 
Wounds  be  mortal  or  not  :  He  never  was  in  this  part  of 
England  before  ,  fo  he  chofe  to  retire  to  this  Place  ,  that's 
all. 

Gip.  And  that's  enough  for  me.  [Exit. 

Scrub.  A  nd  where  were  you  when  your  Mafler  fought  ? 

Arch.  We  never  know  of  our  Mafter's  Quarrels. 

Scrub.  No!  if  our  Mailers  in  the  Country  here  receive  a 
Challenge,  the  firft  thing  they  do,  is  to  tell  their  Wives  ;  the 
Wife  tells  the  Servants,  the  Servants  alarm  the  Tenants,  and 
in  half  an  Hour,  you  fnall  have  the  whole  County  in  Arms. 

Arch.  To  hinder  two  Men  from  doing  what  they  have  no 

mind  for But  if  you  ihould  chance  to  talk  now  of  my 

Bufmefs  .^ 

Scnib,TzVii  !  ay,  Sir,  had  I  notlearn'd  the  knack  of  hold- 

iuii- 
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ing  my  Tongue,    I  had  never  liv'd  fo  long  in  a  great  Fa* 
jnily. 

Jrd.  Ay,  ay,  tobcfure,  there  are  Secrets  in  all  Families. 

Scrui;.  Secrets,  uy  ; but  I'll  fay  no  more. Come,  fit 

down,  we'll  make  an  end  of  our  Tankard:  Here- . 

Arch.  With  all  my  Heart  ;   who  knows  but  you  and  I  may 

come  to  be  better  acquainted,  eh Here's  your  Ladies 

Healths  ;   you  have  three,   I  think,   and  to  be  lure  there  mull 
be  Secrets  among  'cm. 

Scrub.  Secrets !  Ay,  Friend ;   I  wiih  I  had  a  Frlcnd.^ . 

Arch.  Am  not  I  your  Friend  ?   Come,  you  and  I  will  be 
fworn  Brothers. 
Scrub.  Shall  we  ? 

Arch.  From  this  Minute, Give  me  a  Kifs And  now 

Brother  Scrub. 

Scrub.  And  now.  Brother  Martw.,    I  will  tell  you  a  Secret 

that  will  make  your  Hair  (land  an  end: You  mull  know, 

that  I  am  confumedly  in  Love. 

Arch.  That's  a  terrible  Secret,  that's  the  truth'on't. 
Scrub.  That  Jade,  Gtpfey.^  that  was  with  us  juft  now  in  the 
Cellar,  is  the  arranted  Whore  that  ever  wore  a  Petticoat  ;  and 
Vm  dying  for  Love  of  her. 

Arch.   Ha,  ha,  ha Are  you  in  Love  with  herPerfon,  or 

her  Vertue,  Brother  Scrub  ? 

Scrub.  I  fhould  like  Vertue  beft,  becaufe  it  is  more  durable 
than  Beauty  :  for  Vertue  holds  good  withfome  Women  long, 
and  many  a  Day  after  they  have  loft  it. 

Arch.  In  the  Country,  I  grant  ye,  where  no  Womaa's  Ver- 
tue is  loft,  till  a  Baftard  be  found. 

Scrub.  Ay,  cou'd  I  bring  her  to  a  Baftard,  I  fhou'd  have  her 
all  to  my  felf ;  but  I  dare  not  put  it  upon  that  Lay,   for  fear 

of  being  fent  for  a  Soldier. Pray,  Brother,  how  do  yoii 

Gentlemen  in  London  like  that  fame  Prelfmg  Act  ? 

Arch.  Very  ill,  Brother  Scrub  \ 'Tis  the  worft  that  ever 

was  made  for  us : Formerly  I  remember  the  good  Days, 

when  we  cou'd  dun  our  Mafters  for  our  Wages,  "^and  \i  they 
refufed  to  pay  us,  we  cou'd  have  a  Warrant  to  carry  'em  be- 
fore a  Juftice :  but  now  if  we  talk  of  eating,  they  have  a  War- 
rant for  us,  and  carry  us  before  three  Juftices. 

Scrub.  And  to  be  furc  we  go,  if  we  talk  of  eating  ;  for  the 
Juftices  wo'n't  give  their  own  Servants  a  bad  Example.    Now 

this  is  my  Misfortune 1   dare  not  fpeak  m  the  Houfc  , 

while  that  Jade,  Gi^fcy.,  dings  about  like  a  Fury Once  1 

had  the  better  end  of  tte  Siatf, 

Arch, 
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Arch.  And  how  Gomes  the  Change  now  ?    -;rrt:^^:o7" 

Scrub.  Why,  the  Mother  of  all  thisMifchief  is  a  Prieft. 

Arch.  A  Prieft  ! 

Scrub.  Ay,  a  damnM  Son  of  aWhoreofB^^vfe,  that  came 
ever  hither  to  fay  Grace  to  the  French  Officers,  and  eat  up  our 
Provifions There's  not  a  Day  goes  over  his  Head  with- 
out a  Dinner  or  Supper  in  this  Houfe. 

Arch.  How  came  he  fo  familiar  in  the  Family  ? 

Scrub.  Becaufe  he  fpeaks  EngUjh  as  if  he  had  liv'd  here  all 
his  Life,  and  tells  Lies  as  if  he  had  been  a  Traveller  from  his 
C/adle. 

Arch.  And  this  Prieft,  I'm  afraid,  has  converted  the  AfFe« 
crions  of  your  Gipfey. 

Scrub.  Converted'!  ay,  artd  perverted,  my  dear  Friend- 

For,  I'm  afraid,   he  has  made  her  a  Whore  and  a  Papift. 

But  this  is  not  all  ;  there's  the  French  Count  and  Mrs.  Sullen^ 
they're  in  the  Confederacy,  and  for  fome  private  Ends  of  their 
cwn  to  be  fure. 

Arch.  A  very  hopeful  Family  yours,  Brother  Scrub  ;  I  fup- 
pofe  the  Maiden  Lady  has  her  Lover  too. 

Scrub.  Not  that  I  know She's  the  beft  on  'em,   that's 

the  Truth  on't  :    But  they  take  care  to  prevent  my  Curiolity, 

by  giving  me  fo  m.uch  Bufinefs,  that  Pm  a  perfect  Slave. ■ 

What  d'ye  think  is  my  Place  in  this  Family  ? 

Arch.  Butler,  I  fuppofe. 

Scrub,  Ah,   Lord  help  you Pll  tell  you Of  a 

Monday  I  drive  the  Coach,  of  a  'Tuefday  I  drive  the  Plough,  on 
IVednefday  I  follow  the  Hounds,  a  Thurfday  I  dun  the  Tenants, 
on  Friday  I  go  to  Market,  on  Saturday  I  draw  Warrants,  and 
a  Sunday  I  draw  Beer. 

Arch.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !    if  Variety  be  a  Pleafure  in  Life,   you 

have  enough  on't,  my  dear  Brother But  what  Ladies 

are  thofe? 

Arch.  Ours,  ours ;  that  upon  the  right  Hand  is  Mrs.  Sullen.^ 

and  the  other  is  Mrs.  Dormda Don't  mind  'em,  (it  ftill, 

Man 

^nter.  Mrs.  Sullen  and  Dorinda, 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  have  heard  my  Brother  talk  of  my  Lord  Airn- 
vjell^  but  they  fay  that  his  Brother  is  the  finer  Gentleman. 

Dor.  That's  impoftihle,  Sifter. 

Mrs.  Sul.  He's  vaftly  rich,  and  very  clofe,  they  fay. 

Dor.  No  matter  for  that ;  if  I  can  creep  into  hib  Heart,  PU 
open  his  Breaft,  I  v/arrant  him  :  I  have  heard  fay,  that  Peo- 
ple 
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pie  may  be  guefsM  at  by  the  Behaviour  of  their  Servants;  ^ 

cou'd  wilTi  we  might  talk  to  that  Fellow." 

Mrs.  ^///.  So  do  1  ;  for,  I  think,  he's  a  very  pretty  Fel- 
low :  Come  this  way,  I'll  throw  out  a  Lure  for  himprefcat- 
iy. 

[They  vjalk  a  turn  toiJJards  the  oppofite  fide,  of  the  Stage  ^  Mrs.  Sul- 
len drops  her  Glove .^  Archer  rUns^  takes  it  up^  and  gives  it  to 
her.-] 

Arch.  Corn,  Wine  and  Oil  indeed -But,  I  think,  the 

Wife  has  the  greateft  Plenty  of  Flefh  and  Blood  ;   fhe  fiiould 

be  my  Choice^ Ay,  ay,  fay  you  fo Madam Your 

Lady  (hip's  Glove. 

Mrs.  Sul.  O  Sir,  I  thank  you What  a  handfomeBow  the 

Fe-llow  has  ? 

Dor.  Bow  !  Why  I  have  known  feveral  Footmen  come  down 
from  London  fet  up  here  for  Dancing-Mafters,  and  carry  off 
the  heft  Fortunes  in  the  Country. 

Arch.  [A/ide.]  That  Projeft,  for  ought  I  know,  had  been 
better  than  ours,  Bxothcv  Scrfil;- W^hy  don't  you  intro- 
duce me  ? 

Scru/?.  Ladies,  this  is  the  ftrange  Gentleman's  Servant  that 
you  fee  at  Church  to  Day ;  I  underllood  he  came  from  Lo^- 
do72.,  and  fo  1  invited  him  to  the  Cellar,  that  he  might  (how 
me  the  newefl:  Flouriih  in  whetting  my  Knives. 
Dor.  iVnd  I  hope  yon  have  made  much  of  him? 
Arch.  O  yes,  Madam,  but  the  Strength  of  your  Ladyfhip's 
Liquor  is  a  little  too  potent  for  the  Conltitution  of  your  hum« 
ble  Servant. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What  then  you  don't  ufually  drink  Ale? 
Arch.  No,  Madam,  my  conllant  Drink  is  IVa,    or  a  little 
Wine  and  Water  ;   'tis  prefcrib'd  me  by  the  Phylician  for  a 
Remedy  againftthe  Spleen. 

Scrtih.  Ola!  O  la ! A  Footman  have  the  Spleen 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  thought  that  Diilempcr  had  been  only  proper  to 
People  of  Quality. 

Arch.  Madam,  like  all  other  FaOiions  it  wears  out,  and  fo 
defcends  to  their  Servants ;  tho'  in  a  great  many  oi  us,  1  believe, 
it  proceeds  fromfome  melancholy  Particles  \\\  the  Blood,  oc- 
caiion'dby  the  Stagnation  of  Wages. 

Dor.  How  affectedly  the  Fellovv  talks How  long,  pray, 

have  you  ferv'd  your  prefent  Mailer  ? 

Arch.  Not  long;  my  Lite  ha^  been  moftly  fpcnt  in  the  Ser- 
vice of  the  Ladies. 

Mrs.  Siil.  And  pray,  which  Service  <^o  }ou  like  bed? 

Ar(:h. 
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Arch.  Madam,  the  Ladies  pay  beft ;  the  Honour  of  ferving 
them  is  fufficient  Wages ;  there  is  a  Charm  in  their  Looks  that 
delivers  aPleafure  with  their  Commands,  and  gives  our  Duty 
the  Wings  of  Inclination. 

Mrs.  SuL  That  Fh'ght  w^as  above  the  Pitch  of  a  Livery;  and 
Sir,  wrouM  not  you  be  fatisfy'd  to  ferve  a  Lady  again } 

Arch.  As  a  Groom  of  a  Chamber,  Madam,  but  not  as  a 
Footman. 

Mrs.  Sul.  I  fuppofe  you  ferv'd  as  Footman  before. 

Arch.  For  that  Reafon  I  wou'd  not  ferve  in  that  Poft  again ; 
for  my  Memory  is  too  weak  for  the  Load  of  MefTages  that  the 
Ladies  lay  upon  their  Servants  in  London  :  My  Lady //oiy^'_)'^, 
the  lall  Miftrefs  I  ferv'd,  call'd  me  up  one  Morning,  and  told 
me,  Martin.,  go  to  my  Lady  AUnight  with  my  humble  Ser- 
vice ;  tell  her  1  was  to  wait  on  her  Ladyfhip  Yefterday,  and 
left  word  with  Mrs.  Rebecca.^  that  the  Preliminaries  of  the  Af- 
fair fhe  knows  of,  are  ftopt  till  we  know  the  Concurrence  of 
the  Perfon  that  I  know  of,  for  which  there  are  Circumflances 
wanting  which  wefhall  accomodate  at  the  old  Place;  but  that 
in  the  mean  time  there  is  a  Perfon  about  her  Ladyfliip,  that 
from  feveral  Hints  and  Surmifes,  w^as  accelTary  at  a  certain 
time  to  the  Difappointments  that  naturally  attend  things,  that 
to  her  Knowledge  are  of  more  Importance 

j^^^         iHa,  ha,  ha,  where  are  you  going,  Sir? 

Arch.  Why,  I  ha'n't  half  done The  whole  Howd'ye 

was  about  half  an  Hour  long  ;  fo  I  happen'd  to  mifplace  two 

Syllables,  and  was  turn'd  off,  and  render'd  incapable. 

'Dor.  The  pleafanteft  Fellow,  Sifter,  I  everfaw. But, 

Friend,  if  your  Mailer  be  marry'd, 1  prefume  you  ftill 

ferve  a  Lady. 

Arch.  No,  Madam,  I  take  care  never  to  come  into  a  mar- 
ry'd Family  ;  the  Commands  of  the  Mailer  and  Miftrefs  are 
alw^aystoo  contrary,  that 'tis  impoffible  to  pleafe  both, 

Dor.  There's  a  main  Point  gain'd. My  Lord  is  not  mar- 
ry'd, I  find.  lAfuic. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Butl  w^onder.  Friend,  that  in  fo  many  good  Ser- 
vices, you  had  not  a  better  Provilion  made  for  you. 

Arch.  I  don't  know  how.  Madam. 1  had  a  Lieutenancy 

offer'd  me  three  or  four  times  ;    but  that  is  not  Bread,    Ma= 
dam Hive  much  better  as  I  do. 

Scrub.  Madam,  he  lings  rarely — 1  was  thought  to  do 

pretty  well  here  in  the  Country  till  he  came  ;  but  alack  a  day, 
I'm  nothing  to  my  Brother  Martin, 

Dgt 
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Dor.  Does  he  ?  Pray,  Sir,  will  you  oblige  us  with  a  Song  > 
Arch,  Are  you  for  Paflion  or  Humour  ? 

Scrub,  O  le !  He  has  the  pureft  Ballad  about  a  Trifle 

Mrs.J>»/.  A  Trifle!  Pray,  Sir,  let's  have  it. 

Arch.  rmalhamM  to  oflfer  you  a  Trifle,  Madam  :  But  fince 

y  ou  command  me. 

[Sings  to  the  T'tine  of  Sir  Simon  the  King, 

A  T'rifli'fjg  So'rJg  you  Jhall  hear,, 
Beg7{n  vjith  a  Trtfle  and  ended^  &C. 

IVIrs.  ShL  Very  well,  Sir,  we're oblig'd  to  you Some- 
thing for  a  pair  of  Gloves.                          [.^ff^^i^g  him  Money. 

Arch.  I  hum.bly  beg  leave  to  be  excufed :  My  Mafter,  Ma- 
dam, pays  me  ;  nor  dare  I  take  Money  from  any  other  Hand, 
without  injuring  his  Honour,  and  difobcying  his  Commands. 

Dor.  This  is  furprizing :  Did  you  ever  fee  fo  pretty  a  well- 
bred  Fellow  f 

Mrs.  Stil.  The  Devil  take  him  for  wearing  that  Livery. 

Dor.  I  fancy,  Siller,  he  may  be  fome  Gentleman,  a  Friend 
of  my  Lord's,  that  his  Lordfhip  has  pitch'd  upon  for  his  Cou- 
rage, Fidelity,  and  Difcretion,  to  bear  him  Company  in  this 
Drefs,  and  who  ten  to  one  w^as  his  Second. 

Mrs.  Sul.  It  is  fo,  it  mull  be  fo,  and  it  fhall  be  fo For 

I  like  him. 

Dor.  What !  better  than  the  Count  > 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  Count  happened  to  be  the  mofl  agreeable 
Alan  upon  the  Place ;  and  fo  I  chofe  him  to  ferve  me  m  my  De- 
fign  upon  my  Husband. But  I  Ihou'd  like  this  Fellow  bet- 
ter in  a  Defign  upon  my  i(:\i. 

Dor.  But  now,  Sifter,  for  an  Interview  with  this  Lord  and 
this  Gentleman  ;  how  fhall  we  bring  that  about  > 

Mrs.  Sul.  Patience  !  You  Country  Ladies  give  no  Quar- 
ter, if  once  you  be  enterM Wou'd  you  prevent  their  De- 

Cres,  and  give  the  Fellows  no  wifhing  time. Look'e,  Do- 

rinda,^  if  my  Lord /^iV^ziy^"// loves  you  or  defervcsyou,  he'll  find 

a  way  to  fee  you,  and  there  we  mud  leave  it. My  Bu- 

linefs  comes  now  upon  the  Tapis Have  you  prepar'd 

your  Brother? 

Dor.  Yes,  yes. 

Mrs.  Sul.  And  hov7  did  he  reliiTi  it? 

Dor.  He  faid  little,  mumbled  fomething  to  himfelf,  prc- 
mis'dto  be  guided  by  me  :  But  here  he  comci.— ■ 

Enter 
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&/^r  Sullen.  •     ' 

.S"/^/.  What  finging  was  that  I  heard  juH  now  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  The  linging  in  your  Head,  my  Dear,    you  com- 
plain'd  of  it  all  Day. 

Sitt.  You're  impertinent.  -  -.  ,  ^. 

Mrs.  SuL    I  was  ever  fo ,    fmce  I  became  one  Flefh  with 
you. 

SuL  One  Flefli  !    Rather  two  CarcafTes  join'd  unnaturally 
together. 

Mrs.  SuL    Or    rather  a  living  Soul  coupled    to   a  dead 
Body. 

Dor.  So,  this  is  fine  Encouragement  for  me  ! 

SuL  Yes,  my  Wife  iliews  you  what  you  muft  do. 

Mrs.  SuL  And  my  Husband  fhews   you   what   you  muft 
futfer.  ._    .  .    :        .  , j^...    ._; 

SuL  'Sdeath,  why  can't  you  be  filent  ? 

Mrs.  SuL  'Sdeath,  why  can't  you  talk  .^  '  •\''  .-^C;. 

SuL  Do  you  talk  to  any  purpofe  ?  ~^~i  h.j'*d 

Mrs.  SuL  Do  you  think  to  any  purpofe  ? 

SuL  Sifter,  heark'e ;  [lVhifpers,\  I  fha'n't  be  home  till  it  be 
late.  \_Exit. 

Mrs.  SuL  What  did  he  whifper  to  ye? 

Dor,  That  he  w^ou'd  go  round  the  Back-way ,-    come  into 

the  Cofet,  and  liften  as  I  direded  him But  let  me  beg 

you  once  more,  dear  Sifter,  to  drop  this  Project;  for,  as  I 
told  you  before,  infteadof  awaking  him  to  Kindnefs,  you  may 
provoke  him  to  Rage;  and  then  who  knows  how  far  his  Bru- 
tality may  carry  him? 

Mrs.  SuL  I'm  provided  to  receive  him,  I  warrant  you:  But 
here  comes  the  Count,  vanilh.  [^Exit  Dorinda, 

Enter  Count  Bellair. 
Don't  you  wonder,  Monfieur  le  County  that  I  was  not  at  Church 
this  Afternoon  ? 

Count,  I  more  wonder,  Madam,  that  you  godereat  all,  or 
hovv  you  dare  to  lift  thofe  Eyes  to  Heaven  that  are  guilty  of 
fo  much  killing. 

Mrs.  Sul>  If  Heaven ,_  Sir,  has  given  to  my  Eyes  with  the 
Power  of  killing  theVertue  of  making  a  Cure,  I  hope  the  one 
may  atone  for  the  other. 

Count.    O  largely  ,    Madam  ,   wou'd  your  Ladyfhip  be  as 

ready  to  apply  the  Remedy,   as  to  give  the  Wound Con- 

lider,  Madam,   I  am  doubly  a  Prifoner  ;   firft  to  the  Arms  of 
your  General,  then  to  your  more  conquering  Eyes  ;    my  firft 

Chains 
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fchalns  are  eafie,  there  a  Ranfom  may  redeem  me,  but  from 
your  Fetters  I  never  fliall  get  free. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Alas,  Sir  !  Why  (hou'd  you  complain  to  me  of 
your  Captivity,  who  am  in  Chains  my  lelf  ?  You  know,  Sir, 
that  I  am  bound,  nay,    muft  be  tied  up  in  that  particular  that 

might  give  you  eafe  :  I  am  like  you,  a  Prifoner  of  War, ; 

of  Wnr  indeed 1  have  given  my  Parole  of  Honour  ;  wou'd 

you  break  yours  to  gain  your  Liberty  ? 

CoH'y2t.  Moli  certainly  I  wou'd,  were  I  a  Prifoner  :imong  the 
iT^r/'j,  dis  is  your  Cafe,  you're  a  Slave,  Madam,  Slave  to  the 
v/Qvd  of  Turks '-,  a  Husband. 

Mr^.  Sul.  There  lies  my  Foible,  I  confefs;  no  Fortifications, 
rio  Courage,  Conduct,  nor  Vigilancy,  can  pretend  to  defend 
a  Place,  where  the  Cruelty  of  the  Governour  forces  the  Gar- 
rifon  to  Mutiny.  . 

Couyn.  And  where  de  Befiegcr  is  refolv'd  to  die  before  de 

Place Here  will  I  fix;  IKneels.']  With  Tears,  Vows  and 

Prayers  aiTault  your  Heart,  and  never  rife  till  you  furr^nder ; 
or  if  I  muft  ftorm Love  and  St.  Michael And  fo  I  be- 
gin the  Attack- 


Mrs.  Sul.  Stand  off, Sure  he  hears  me  not And  I 

cou'd  almoft  wifh he  did  not ^The  Fellow  makes  Love 

very  prettily.  [^Afide.']  But,  Sir,  why  fhotTd  you  put  fuch  a 
Value  upon  my  Perfon,  when  you  fee  it  defpis'd  by  one  that 
knows  it  fo  much  better, 

Cou?7t.  He  knows  it  not,  tho*  he  poireffesit^  if  hebutknev^ 
the  Value  of  the  Jewel  he  is  Mafter  of,  he  wou'd  a:l  ways  Wear 
it  next  his  Heart,  and  fleep  with  it  in  his  Arms. 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  lince  he  throws  me  unregarded  from  him. 

Cou77i.  And  one  that  knows  your  Value  well,  comes  by,  and 
rakes  you  up,  is  it  not  Juftice  ?  [Goes  to  lay  hold  of  her  o 

Enter  Sullen  with  his  Sword  drawn. 

Sul.  Hold,  Villain,  hold, 

Mrs.  Sul.  \_Prefentiy7g  a  Piftol.']  Do  you  hold  ? 

Sul.  What !  Murther  your  Husband,  to  defend  your  Bully  > 

Mrs.  Sul.  Bully!  Forlhame,  Mr. v^V^^^^t"-^,  Bullies  wear  long 
Swords,  the  Gentleman  has  none;  he's  a  Prifoner,  youknow-.- 
I  was  aware  of  your  Outrage,  andprepar'dthisto  receive  your 
Violence  ;  and,  if  occafioii  were,  to  preferVe  my  felf  againft 
the  Force  of  this  other  Gentleman. 

Count.  O  Madam,  your  Eyes  be  bettre  Fire  Arms  thanyottr 
Piltal,  they  nevremifs, 

rife  Sul. 
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SuL  What!  court  my  Wife  to  my  Face!. 

IVIrs.  SuL  Pray,  Mr.  Su/^e^,  put  up,  fufpend  your  Fury  f<jr 
a  Minute. 

Sm\  To  give  time  to  invent  an  Excufe. 

Mrs.X'^'^.  I  need  none. 

Sui.  No,  for  I  heard  every  Syllable  of  your  Difcourfe. 

Couyji.  Ay  !  And  begar ,  I  tink  de  Dialogue  was  vera 
pretty. 

Mrs.  S^L  Then,  I  fuppofe,  Sir,  you  heard  fomething  of 
your  own  Barbarity  } 

Stil.  Barbarity!  Oons  what  docs  the  Woman  call  Barbarity  ? 
Do  I  ever  meddle  with  you  ? 

Mrs.  5///.  No. 

SuL  As  for  you,  Sir,  I  fliall  take  another  time. 

Count,  Ah,  begar,  and  fo  mult  I. 

Std.  Look'e,  Madam,  don't  think  that  my  Anger  proceeds 
from  any  Concern  I  have  for  your  Honour,  but  for  my  own ; 
and  if  you  can  contrive  any  way  of  being  a  Whore  without 
making  me  a  Cuckold  do  it  and  welcome. 

Mrs.  SuL  Sir,   I  thank  you  kindly,  you  wou'd  allow  me 

the  Sin  but  rob  me  of  the  Pleafure No,   no,  I'm  refolv'd 

never  to  venture  upon  the  Crime  without  the  Satisfadion  of 
feeing  you  punifh'ci  for't. 

SuL  Then  will  you  grant  me  this,  my  Dear  ?  Let  any  Body 
elfedo  you  the  Favour  but  that  Frenchman^  for  I  mortally  hate 
his  whole  Generation.  {Exit, 

Count.  Ah,  Sir,  that  be  ungrateful,  for  begar,  I  love  fome 
of  yours ;  Madam •  {Approaching  her. 

Mrs.  SuL  No,  Sir. 

Count.  No,  Sir  ! Gar7oon,  Madam,  I  am  not  your 

Husband, 

Mrs.  SuL  'Tis  tim^e  to  undeceive  you,  Sir, 1  believ'd 

your  AddreiTes  to  me  were  no  more  than  an  Amufement,  and 
I  hope  you  will  think  the  fame  of  my  Complaifance  ;  and  to 
convince  yon  that  you  ought,  you  muft  know,  that  I  brought 
you  hither  only  to  make  you  inftrumental  in  fetting  me  right 
with  my  Husband,  for  he  was  planted  to  liilen  by  my  Ap- 
pointment, 

Count.  By  your  Appointment  ? 

Mrs.  SuL  Certainly. 

Count.  Andfo,  Madam,  while  I  was  telling  twenty  Stories 
to  part  you  from  your  Husband,  begar,  I  was  bringing  you  to- 
gether all  the  while. 

Mrs.  SuL  I  ask  your  Pardon,  Sir,  but  I  hope  this  will  give 
you  a  Tafte  of  the  Vertue  of  the  LngLiJh  Ladies, 

I  Count: 
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Count.  Bcgar,  Madam,  your  Vertue  be  vera  great^  but  Gar- 
toon,  your  Honefte  be  vera  little. 

Enter  Doilnda. 

Mrs.  Slit.  Nay,  nov^  you're  angry,  Sir. 

Count,  x^ngry  !  Yaiir  Dorinda  [^SingsDonndatbe  Opera  Tunc^ 
find  addreJJ'es  to  Dorinda.]  Madam,  when  your  Lady  ("hip  wants 
a  Fool,  fend  for  me.  Fair  Dorinda^  Revenge.^  &c.  {Kx'tt. 

Mrs.  Sul.  There  goes  the  true  Humour  of  his  Nation,  Rc- 
fentment  with  good  Manners,  and  the  Height  of  Anger  in  a 

Song. Well,  Sifter,    you  mull  be  Judge,  for  you  have 

heard  the  Trfal. 

Dor.  And  I  bring  in  my  Brother  guilty. 

Mrs.  Siil.  But  I  muft  bear  the  PuniiTiment 'Tishard, 

Sifter. 

Dor.  I  own  it but  you  muft  have  Patience. 

Mrs.  vS"///  Patience!  TheCant of  Cuftom Providence 

fends  no  Evil  without  a  Remedy ftiou'd  I  lie  groaning 

under  a  Yoak  I  can  Ihake  off,  I  v/ere  accellary  to  my  Ruin, 
and  my  Patience  were  no  better  than  felf-Murther. 

Dor.  But  how  can  you  Ihake  oft^he  Yoke YourDivi- 

fions  don't  come  within  the  Reach  of  the  Law,  for  a  Di^ 
vorce. 

Mrs.  SuL  Law  !  What  Law  can  fearch  into  the  remote 
Abyfs  of  Nature,  what  Evidence  can  prove  the  unaccounta- 
ble Difaffedions  of  Wedlock Can  a  Jury  fum  up  the 

endlefs  xVverlions  that  are  rooted  in  our  Souls,  or  can  a  Bench 
give  Judgment  upon  Antipathies  ? 

Dor.  They  never  pretended,  Sifter,  they  never  meddle,  but 
in  cafe  of  Uncleannefs. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Uncleannefs  !  O  Sifter  !  Cafual  \'iolation  is  a 
tranfient  Injury,  and  may  polTibly  be  repairM,  but  can  radical 

Hatreds  be  ever  reconcil'd. No,  no.  Sifter,  Nature  is  the 

ftrft  Law -giver,  and  when  (he  has  fct  Tempers  oppofite,  not 
all  the  golden  Links  of  Wedlock,  nor  Iron  Manacles  of  Lavr 
can  keep 'em  faft. 

Wedlock  we  ovjn  ordained  by  HcaDen^s  DccreH^ 
Butfiich  as  Heaien  ordain'' d  it  firjl  to  be^ 
Concurring  l^empcrs  in  the  Man  and  Wife 
As  mutual  Helps  to  dravj  the  Load  of  Ltfe. 
View  all  the  Works  of  Providence  above ^ 
The  Stars  vJith  Harmon'^  and  Concord  moxe , 

H  h  i  Vitv; 
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VieiV  all  the  Works  of  Provide '/ice  below  ^ 

T'he  Fire^  the  Water ^  Earth  and  Air  we  knovj^ 

All  in  one  Plant  agree  to  make  it  grow. 

Miift  Man^  the  chief  eft  Work  of  Art  Divine^ 

Be  doom''d  in  endlefs  Difcord  to  repine. 

No^  we  fiould  injure  Hedven  by  that  ftirrnife^ 

Omnipotence  is  jufl^  were  Man  but  wife. 

The  End  of  the  "Third  ACT. 


ACT     IV. 
SCENE  continues. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sullen, 

Mrs.5;//.  \TTERE  I  born  an  humble  7/^rl,  where  Women 
VV    have  no  Soul  nor  Property  ,    there  I  muft  rit 

contented But  in  England.,  a  Country  \vhofcWomeh 

are  its  Glory,  mufl:  Women  be  abus'd  ?  where  Women  rule, 
mud  Women  be  enflav'd?  Nay,  cheated  into  Slavery  ?  mock'd 
by  a  Promife  of  comfortable  Society  into  a  Wildernefs  of  ^o^ 

litude^*^** 1  dare  not  keep  the  Thought  about  me- — -O! 

here  comes  fomething  to  divert  me- — 

Enter  a  Co7mtry  Woman. 

Worn.  I  come,  an't  pleafe  your  Ladyfhip ;  you're  my  Lady 
Bountiful.^  a'n't  ye  } 

Mrs.  Sul.  Well,  good  Woman,  go  on. 

Worn.  I  come  feventeen  long  Mail  to  have  a  Cure  for  my 
Husband's  fore  Leg. 

Mrs^.  Sul.  Your  Husband  I  What,  Woman,  cure  your  Huf- 
band  ! 

M^om,  Ay,  poot  Man ,  for  his  fore  Leg  won't  let  him  flir 
from  home. 

Mrs.  ShI.  There,   I  confefs,  you  have  given  me  a  ReafoHo 

Well,  good  Woman,  I'll  tell  you  what  you  mud  do You 

snuil  lay  your  Husband's  Leg  upon  z  Table,  and  with  a 
Chopping'Knife  you  mutt  \-zy  it  open  as  broad  as  you  can, 
then  you  muft  take  out  the  Boae,  and  beat  the  Fk'fli  foundly 

Wi-tij 
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with  a  Rolling-pill ,  then  take  Salt,  Pepper,  Cloves,  Mace 
and  Ginger,  fome  Sweet-Herbs,  and  feafon  it  very  well,  then 
roll  it  up  like  Brawn ,  and  put  it  into  the  Oven  for  two 
Hours. 

Worn.  Heaven  reward  your  Ladyfliip 1  have  two 

little  Babies  too  that  are  pitious  bad  with  the  Graips ,  a^n't 
pleafe  ye. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Put  a  little  Pepper  and  Salt  in  their  Bellies,  good 
Woman.  [£»/(?rLrtr(y Bountiful.]  I  beg  your  Ladyfhip's  Par^ 
don  for  taking  your  Bulinefs  out  of  your  Hands,  I  have  been 
a  tampering  here  a  little  with  one  of  your  Patients. 

L.  Bonn.  Come,  good  Woman,  don't  mind  this  mad  Crea- 
ture ;    I  ajTi  the  Perfon  that  you  want ,  I  fuppofc What 

wou'd  you  have,  Woman  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  She  wants  fomething  for  her  Husband's  fore  Leg. 

L.  Boii-a.  What's  the  matter  with  his  Leg,  Goody  ? 

Worn.  It  come  firft,  as  one  might  fay,  with  a  fort  of  Diz- 
^inefs  in  his  Foot,  then  he  had  a  kind  of  Lazinefsinhis  Joints,^ 
and  then  his  Leg  broke  out ,  and  then  it  fwell'd,  and  then  it 
clos'd  again,  and  then  it  broke  out  again,  and  then  it  fcller'd, 
and  then  it  grew  better,  and  then  it  grew  worfe  again. 

Mrs,  Sul  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

L.  Bonn.  How  can  you  be  merry  with  the  Misfortunes  of 
other  People? 

Mrs.  Sul.  Becaufe  my  own  make  me  fad.  Madam. 

\j.Boun.  The  word  Reafon  in  the  World,  Daughter;  your 
own  Misfortunes  fhould  teach  you  to  pity  others. 

Mrs.  Sul.  But  the  Woman's  Misfortunes  and  mine  are  no^ 
thing  alike  ;  her  Husband  is  lick,  and  mine,  alas !  is  in  Health. 

L.  Boun.  What  !  wou'd  you  wilh  your  Husband  lick  > 

Mfs.  Sul  Not  of  afore  Leg  of  all  things. 

Li. Bom.  Well,  good  Woman,  goto  the  Pantry,  get  your 
Belly-ful  ofViftuals,   then  PU  give  you  a  Receipt  of  Diet- 

,  drink  for  your  Husband But  d'ye  hear.  Goody,  you  mult 

i  not  let  your  Husband  move  too  much. 

IVom.  No,  no,  Madam,  the  poor  Man's  in.clinable  enough 
J  to  lie  llill.  [Exit. 

lu.Boun.  Well,  Daughter  W/^;^,  tho' you  laugh,  I  have  done 
Miracles  about  the  Country  here  with  my  Receipts. 

Mrs.  J///.  Miracles  indeed,  if  they  have  cur'd  any  body  ;  but 
I  believe,  Madam,  the  Patient^  Faith  goes  farther  toward  the 
Miracle  than  your  Prefcription. 

L.  Boim.  Fancy  helps  in  fome  cafes  ;  but  there's  your  Huf- 
:  band,  who  has  as  little  Fancy  as  anybody,  1  brought  him  from 
Death's  Dogr. 

H  h  ::  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  S:ih  I  fuppofcj  Madam,  you  made  him  drink  plenti- 
fully of  AlVs  Milk. 

£;^/t'>^  Dorinda,  ?^a;fi-  to  Mrs.  Sullcn. 
Dor.  News,  dear  Sifter,  News,  News. 

Emer  Archer  runn'mg. 

Arch.  Where,  where  is  my  Lady  BonYiufiil  \  Pray, 

which  is  the  old  Lady  of  you  three? 

L.  Boim.  I  am. 

Arch.  O,  Madam,  the  Fame  of  your  Ladylhip's  Charity, 
Goodnefs,  Benevolence,  Skill  and  Ability,  have  drawn  me 
hither  to  implore  your  Ladyfhip's  Help  in  behalf  of  my  un- 
fortunate Mafter,  who  is  this  Moment  breathing  his  laft. 

L.  Bonn.  Your  Mafter!  where  is  he? 

Arch.  At  your  Gate,  Madam,  drawn  by  the  Appearance 
of  your  handfome  Houfe  to  view  it  nearer,  and  walking  up 
the  Avenue  within  five  Paces  of  the  Court-Yard,  he  was  taken 
ill  of  a  fudden  v/ith  a  fort  of  I  know  not  what,  but  down  he 
itW.,  and  there  he  lies. 

L.  Bonn.  Here,  Scrnh.^  ^^pfi)'-)  ^^^  ^^^5  ^^^  ^7  ^^^^^  Chair 
down  Stairs,  put  the  Gentleman  in  it,  and  bring  him  in  quick- 
ly, quickly. 

Arch.  Heaven  will  reward  your  Ladyfhip  for  this  charitable 
Acl. 

L.  Boun.  Is  your  Mafter  us'd  to  thefe  Fits  ? 

Arch.  O  yes.  Madam,  frequently I  have  knov.m  him 

have  live  or  fix  of  a  Night. 

L.  BoMK.  What's  his  Name  ? 

Arch.  Lord,  Madam,  he's  a  dying;  a  Minute's  Care  or  Neg- 
le£l  may  fave  or  deftroy  his  Life. 

h.  Bo!{:-i.  Ah,  poor  Gentleman;  come.  Friend,  ftiew  me  the 
way  ;   I'll  fee  him  brought  in  my  felf.        ^Exit  with  Archer. 

Dor.  O,  Sifter,  my  Heart  flutters  about  ftrangely,"  I  can 
hardly  forbear  running  to  his  Alliance. 

Mrs.  Sid.  And  I'll  lay  my  Life,  he  deferves  your  AfSftance 
more  than  he  wants  it  :  Did  not  I  tell  you  that  my  Lord 
wou'd  find  a  way  to  come  at  you  ^  Love's  his  Diftemper,  and 
you  mxuft  be  the  Phyfician ;  put  on  all  your  Charms,  fummon 
all  your  Fire  into  your  Eyes  ,  plant  the  whole  Artillery  of 
your  Looks  againft  hisBreaft,  and  down  with  him. 

Dor.  O,  Sifter,  I'm  but  a  young  Gunner,  I  fhall  be  afraid  to 
ihoot,  for  fear  the  Piece  ftiou'd  recoil,  and  hurt  my  felf. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Never  fear,  you  ftiall  fee  me  ftioot  before  you,  if 
you  vviiL 

Dor. 
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Dor.  No,  TiO,  dear  Sifler,  you  have  mifs'd  your  Mark  fo  un- 
fortunately, that  1  Ihii'n't  care  for  being  inllrucled  by  you. 

Enter  Aimwell  inaChair,  carry\i  by  Archer  ^«.^  Scrub,  LaJy 
Bountiful,  Gipfey.     Aimwell  countcrfcitiyig  a  Sivuo/j. 

L.  Bour2.  Here,  here,  let's  fee  the  Hartfliorn  Drops Gip- 

/>v,  a  Glafs  of  fair  Water,  his  Fit's  very  ilrong. Blefsmc, 

hovi^  his  Hands  are  clinch'd. 

y^n-/\  For  fname,    Ladies,   what  d'ye  do  ?   why  don't  you 

help  us? Pray,  Madam,  ["r&Dorinda.]  take  his  Hand,  and 

open  it,  if  you  can,  whilll  I  hold  his  Head. 

[Dorinda  takes  his  Ha^J. 

Dor.  Poor  Gentleman Oh he  has  got  my  Hand 

within  his,  and  fqueezes  it  unmercifully 

L.  Bou?7.  'Tis  the  Violence  of  his  Convullion,  Child. 

/lrd\  O,  Madam,  he's  perfectly  pofTefs'd  in  thefe  Cafes 

he'll  bite  you  if  you  don't  have  a  car^. 

Dor.  Oh,  my  Hand,  my  Hand. 

L.  Boun.  What's  the  matter  w^ith  the  foolifh  Girl  ?  I  have 
got  this  Hand  open  you  fee  with  a  great  dealof  eafe. 

Jrch.  Ay,  but,  Madam,  your  Daughter's  Hand  is  fom^ewhat 
warmer  than  your  Ladyfhip's,  and  the  Heat  of  it  drawls  the 
Force  of  the  Spirits  that  way. 

Mrs.  Sui.  1  lind,  Friend,  you're  very  learned  in  thcfe  forts 
of  Fits. 

ylrcb.  'Tis  no  wonder,  Madam,  for  Pm  often  troubled  with 
them  my  felf;   I  find  my  felf  extremely  ill  at  this  Minute. 

ILookirig  hard  at  Mrs.  Sullen. 

Mrs.  Siil.  \_Afide.']  I  fancy  I  cou'd  find  a  way  to  cure  you. 

L.  BoHie.  His  Fit  holds  him  very  long. 

Arch.  Longer  than  ufual.  Madam, Pray,  young  Lady^ 

open  his  Breall,  and  give  him  /Vir. 

L.  Bou7^.  Where  did  his  Illnefs  take  him  firft,  pray  ■ 

Arch.  To  Day  at  Cluuxh,  Madam. 

L.  BoH'/i.  In  what  manner  was  he  taken  ? 

Arch.  Xcxy  ftrangely,  my  Lady.  He  was  of  a  fuddcn 
touch'd  with  fomething  in  his  Eyes,  which,  at  thefiiil,  hcon- 
ly  felt,  but  cou'd  not  tell  whether 'twas  Pain  or  Pleafure, 

L.  Boim.  Wind,  nothing  but  Wind. 

Arch.  By  foft  Degrees  it  grew  and  mounted  to  his  Brain, 
there  his  Fancy  caught  it  ;  there  form'd  it  fo  beautiful,  aud 
drefs'd  it  up  in  fuch  gay,  plcaling  Colours,  that  his  tranfport^ 
ed  Appetite  feiz'd  the  tairldea,  and  llraight  convcy'd  it  ta 
his  Heart.    That  hofpitable  Seat  of  Life  feutall  its  fanguinc 

H  h  4  Spirits. 


4^  The  Beaux  Stratagem, 

Spirits  forth  to  meet,  and  open'd-  all  its  fluicy  Gates  to  take 
the  Stranger  in. 

L.  Boun.  Your  Mafter  Ihou'd  never  go  without  a  Bottle  to 

fmell  to Oh  !— — ^he  recovers the  Lavender  Water — - 

fome  Feathers  to  burn  under  his  Nofe Hungary-Water  to 

rub  his  Temples O,  hecomesto  himfelf.  Hem  a  little,  Sir, 

hem G/^/n',  bring  the  Cordial-Water. 

\_KiuiYi^\\  feems  to  awake  In  amaze ^ 

Dor,  How  d'y^,  Sir  ? 

Aim,  Where  am  I  ?  {.Rifif^g- 

Sure  I  have  pafs'd  the  Gulph  of  fllent  Death, 

And  now  I  land  on  the  Elifian  Shore 

Behold  the  Goddefs  of  thofe  Jiappy  Plains, 

Fair  Proferfme let  me  adore  thy  bright  Divinity. 

[^^neels  to  Dorinda,  and  kij/'es  her  Hand» 

Mrs.  Sf^.  So,  fo,  fo,  I  knew  where  the  Fit  wou'd  end. 

Am.  Eurydice  perhaps 

How  cou-d  thy  Orpheus  keep  his  Word, 
And  not  look  back  upon  thee ; 
No  Treafure  but  thy  felf  cou'd  fure  have  biibM  him 
To  look  one  Minute  off  thee. 
Xt.Boun.  Delirious,  poor  Gentleman. 
Arch.  Very  Delirious,  Madam,  very  Delirious. 
Aim.  Martin'* s  Voice,  I  think. 

Arch.  Yes,  my  Lord How  do*s  your  Lordfhip  > 

L.  Bonn.  Lord  !  did  you  mind  that,  Girls  > 
Aim.  Where  am  I  ? 

Arch.  In  very  good  Hands,  Sir » — You  were  taken  juft 

now  with  one  of  your  old  Fits,  under  the  Trees,  jult  by  this 
good  Lady -s  Houfe ;  her  Lady  (hip  had  you  taken  in,   and  has 

miraculoufly  brought  you  to  your  felf,  as  you  fee 

Aim.  I  am  fo  confounded  with  Shame,  Madam,  that  I  can 

now  only  beg  Pardon And  refer  my  Acknowledgments 

for  your  Ladylhip's  Care,  till  an  Opportunity  offers  of  making 

fome  amends- — ■ — I  dare  be  no  longer  troubiefome 

Martin.,  give  two  Guineas  to  the  Servants  {Going. 

Dor.  Sir,  you  may  catch  cold  by  going  fo  foon  into  the  Air ; 
you  don't  look.  Sir,  as  if  you  were  perfedly  recover'd. 

\Here  Archer  talks  to  Lady  Bountiful  in  dumb  jhew. 
Aim.  That  I  fhall  never  be,  Madam ;    my  prefent  Illnefs  is 
fo  rooted,  that  I  muft  expe6l  to  carry  it  to  my  Grave. 

Mrs.  i"i//.  Don't  defpair,  Sir;  I  have  known  feveral  in  your 
Diilemper  ihake  it  off,  with  a  Fornight's  Phyfick. 

I  L.  '^oun 
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L.  Boun.  Come,  Sir,  your  Servant  has  been  telling  me,  that 

you're  apt  to  relapfe,  if  you  go  into  the  Air Your  good 

Manners  fha'n't  get  the  better  of  ours You  fhall  iitdown 

again.  Sir: Come,  Sir,  we  don't  mind  Ceremonies  in  the 

Country Here,  Sir,  my  Service  t'ye You  fhall  tafle 

my  "Vyater  ;   'tis  a  Cordial  I  can  afTure  you,  and  of  my  own 

making- Drink  it  off.  Sir  :  [Aimwell^nWi.]  And  how 

d'ye  find  your felf  now,  Sir? 

yitm.  Somewhat  better •  tho'  very  faint  flill. 

L.  Bo-ni.   Ay,  ay.  People  are  always  faint  a^ter  thefe  Fits. 

Come,  Girls,  you  fhall  (hew  the  Gentleman  the  Houfe ; 

'tis  but  an  old  Family-Building,  Sir ;  but  you  had  better  walk 
about,  and  cool  by  degrees,  than  venture  immediately  into  the 

Air. You'll  find  fome  tolerable  Pidures. Dorinda^ 

fhcw  the  Gentleman  the  way.  [Ea-zV.]  I  muft  go  to  the  poor 
Woman  below. 

Dor.  This  way,  Sir. 

Arm.  Ladies,  fhall  I  beg  leave  for  my  Servant  to  wait  oa 
you,  for  he  underftands  Pi61:ures  very  well. 

Mvs.Su/I.  Sir,  we  underlland  Originals,  as  well  as  he  do's 
pictures,  fo  he  may  come  along. 

'[£>.  Dor.  Mrs.SuU.  Aim.  Arch.    Aim.  leads  Dor, 

"Enter  Foigard  ar^d  Scrub,  meeting. 

Fo'rg.  Save  you.  Mailer  Scrub. 

Scrub.  Sir,  I  wo'n't  be  fav'd  your  way I  hate  aPriefi-j 

I  abhor  the  French.,  and  I  defie  the  Devil Sir,  I'm  a 

ho\d.Brito?2^  and  will  fpill  thelafl:dropof  my  Blood  tokeepout 
Popery  and  Slavery. 

Foig.  Mafler  Scrub.,  you  wou'd  put  me  down  in  Politicks, 
and  fo  I  wou'd  be fpeaking  with  l\lis.Gipfcy. 

Scrub.    Good  Mr.  PrieH:,  you  can't  fpeak'with  her ;  fhe's  fick. 

Sir;  fhe's  gone  abroad,  Sir;  fhe's dead  two  Mouths  ago. 

Sir. 

Enter  Gipfey. 

Gip.  How  now,  Impudence!  How  dare  you  talk  fo  faucily 
to  the  Doctor  ?  Pray,  Sir,  don't  take  it  ill ;  for  the  Common- 
people  oi  England  are  not  fo  civil  to  Strangers,  as 

Scrub.  You  lye,  you  lye; 'tis  the  Common  People  thuX 

are  civllefl  to  Strangers. 

Gip.  Sir,  I  have  a  good  mind  to Get  you  out,  I  fay. 

Scrub.  I  wo'n't. 

Gip.  You  wo'n't.  Sauce-box Pray,  Do61or,  what  is  the 

Captain's  Name  that  cam.e  to  your  Inn  lall  Night? 

^crub.  The  Captain  !   ah,  the  Devil,  there  flie  hampers  me 

again; 
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again; the  Captain  has  me  on  one  lide,  and  the  Prieft  on 

r'other: So  between  the  Gown  and  the  Sword,  I  have  a 

fine  time  on*t. But,  CedtintArma  togcc,  {Going, 

Gh.  What,  Sirrah,  wo'n't  you  march  ? 

Scrub.  No,  my  Dear,  I  wo'n't  march ■  but  I'll  walk  : 

And  ril  make  bold  to  lifien  a  little  too. 

[Goes  behind  the  Side-Scene^  and  liftens, 
Gip.  Indeed,  Do£lor,  the  Count  has  been  barbaroully  treat- 
ed, that's  the  truth  on't. 

foig.  Ah,  Mrs.  Gipfey^  upon  my  Shoul,  now,  Gra^  his 
Complainings  would  mbHifie  the  Marrow  in  your  Bones,  and 
move  the  Bowels  of  your  Commiferation ;  he  veeps,  and  he 
dances,  and  he  fiilles,  and  he  fwears,  and  he  laughs,  and  he 
franips^  and  he  lings :  In  conclulion,  Joy,  he's  atflicled,  a  (a 
^  Fr:a7cois^  and  a  Stranger  wou'd  not  know  whider  to  cry,  or 
'  io  laugh  with  him. 

G:j?'^  What  wou'd  you  have  me  do,  Doclor  ? 

Foig^  Noting,  Joy,  but  only  hide  the  Count  inMrs".  ^^fc's 
Clofet,  when  it  is  dark. 

Gzp.  Nothing!  Is  that  nothing  ?  It  wou'd  be  both  a  Sin 
and  a  Shame,.  Do61or. 

Forg.  Here  is  twenty  Leividores^  Joy,  for  your  Shame ;  and 
I  will  give  you  an  Abfolution  for  the  Shin. 

Gip.  But  wo'n't  that  Money  look  like  aBribe? 

/6/g-.  Dat  is  according  as  you  fhall  tauk  it. If  you  re- 
ceive the  Money  before-hand,  'twill  be  Logice,  a  Bribe ;  but 
if  vou  ftay  till  afterv/ards,  'twill  be  only  a  Gratification. 

G/>.  Well,  Dodor,  I'll  take  it  Logice. But  what 

muft  I  do  with  my  Confcience,  Sir  ? 

Foig.  Leave  dat  vid  me,  Joy ;  I  am  your  Prieil,  Gra ;  and 
your  Confcience  is  under  my  Hands. 

Gip.  Butiliou'd  I  put  the  Count  into  the  Clofet 

Foig.  Veil,  is  dere  any  Shin  for  a  Man's  being  in  aClofhet? 
one  may  go  to  Prayers  in  a  Clofhet. 

Gip.  But  if  the  Lady  Ihou'd  come  into  her  Chamber,  and  go 
to  Bed  > 

Foig.  Vel,  and  is  dere  any  Shin  in  going  tp  Bed,  Joy  ? 

Gip.  Ay,  but  if  the  Parties  fhou'd  meet,  Dodor  ? 

Foig.  Vel  den the  Parties  muft  be  refponfable.  

Do  you  be  gone  after  putting  the  Count  in  the  Clofet ;  and  leaye 

the  Shins  wid  themfelves 1  will  come  with  the  Count, 

to  inftruft  you  in  your  Chamber. 

Gip.  Well,  Do6tor,  your  Religion  is  fo  pure Methinks 

I'm  fo  eafie  after  an  Abfolution,  and  can  fin  afrefii  with  fo 
much  Security,  that  Tm  refoly'd  to  die  a  Martyr  to't.-- — -- 

Here's. 
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Here's  the  Key  of  the  Garden-door;  come  in  the  back-way, 

when  'tis  late I'll  be  ready  to  receive  you  ;  but  don't  lb 

much  as  whifper,  only  take  hold  of  my  Hand ;  I'll  lead  you, 
and  do  you  lead  the  Count,  and  follow  me.  {_Excunu 

Enter  Scrub. 
Scrub.  What  Witchcraft  now  have  thefe  tv/o  Imps  of  the 

Dfvil  been  a  hatching  here?  There's  twenty  Lc-wiJorai 

I  heard  that,  and  faw  the  Furfe  :  But  I  mull  give  room  to  my 
Betters. 

Ejiter  Aimwell  lead:ng  Dorinda,  and mak'n^^  Love  in  dumb 
Shew Mts.SmW.  arid  Aic\\QV. 

Mis.SuU.  Pray,  Sir,  [To  Archer.]  how  d'ye  like  that  Piece? 

Arct:.  O,  'tis  Ledu You  tind.  Madam,  how  Jupiter 

comes  difguis'd  to  make  Love 

Mrs.  A;///.  But  what  think  you  there  o?Ahxandcr''s  Battles? 

Arch,  We  want  only  a  Lc  Brw^^  Madam,  to  draw  greater 

Battles,  and  a  greater  General  of  our  own. The  Da- 

nube,^  Madam,  wou'd  make  a  greater  Figure  in  a  Pidurc  than 
the  Gr aniens \  and  we  have  our  Kamelies  to  m.atch  their 
Arbela. 

Mrs.  Sidl.  Pray,  Sir,  what  Head  is  that  in  the  Corner 
there  .-' 

Arch.  O,  Madam,  'tis  poor  Ovid  in  his  Exile. 

Mrs.  Suil.  What  was  he  banifli'd  for? 

Arch.  His  ambitious  Love,  Madam.  [^Bowing.^  His  Mif- 
fortune  touches  me. 

Mvs. SuII.  Was  hefuccefsful  in  his  Amours? 

Arch.  There  he  has  left  us  in  the  dark. He  was  too  much 

a  Gentleman  to  tell. 

Mrs.  SulI.  If  he  were  fecret,  I  pity  him? 

Arch.  And  if  he  werefuccefsful,  I  envy  him. 

Mrs.SuII.  How  d'ye  like  that  f-^eni^s  over  the  Chimney? 

Arch.  I'^enus!  I  proteft.  Madam,  I  took  it  for  your  Pidure ; 
but  now  I  look  again,  'tis  not  handfome  enough. 

Mrs.  SuII.  Oh,  what  a  Charm  is  Flattery!    if  you  wou'd 

fee  my  Pidurc,  there  it  is,  over  that  Cabinet How  d'ye 

like  it  ? 

Anh.    I  mufl  admire  any  thing,  Madam,  that  has  the  leail 

Refemblance  of  you But,methinks,  Madam 

\^J-Ie  looks  at  the  Piciitre  and  Mrs.  Sullen  three  or  four  times.,  by 
tarns r\    Pray,  Madam,  who  drew  it  > 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  5?^//.  A  famous  Hand,  Sir. 

{Here  Aim  Well  andY)Qxm^i!i  go  off. 

Arch.  A  famous  Hand,  Madam : Your  Eyes,  indeed, 

are  featured  there ;  but  where's  the  fparkling  Moifture,  fhining 
Fluid,  in  which  they  fwim  ^  The  Pidure,  indeed,  has  your 
Dimples;  but  where's  the  Swarm  of  killing  Cufids  that  ihou'd 
ambuih  there?  The  Lips  too  are  figur'd  out;  but  where's  the 
Carnation-Dew,  the  pouting  Ripenefs  that  tempts  the  Tafle  in 
the  Original  ? 

Mrs.  Suli.  Had  it  been  my  Lot  to  have  match'd  with  fuch 
a  Man !  l^M- 

Arch.  Your  Breads  too,  prefumptuous  Man  !  what  !  pa;nt 
Heaven !  Apropo.,  Madam,  in  the  very  next  Pi6lure  is  Salmo- 
neus.,  that  was  ftruck  dead  with  Lightning,  for  offering  to 
imitate  Jove\  Thunder ;  I  hope  you  ferv'd  the  Painter  fo, 
Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Sull.  Had  my  Eyes  the  Power  of  Thunder,  they  fhouM 
employ  their  Lightning  better. 

Arch.  There's  the  hneft  Bed  in  that  Room,  Madam;  I  fup- 
pofe  'tis  your  Ladyfliip's Bed-Chamber.^ 

Mrs.^/^//.   And  what  then.  Sir  ? 

Arch.  I  think  the  Quilt  is  the  richeft  that  ever  I  faw • 

I  can't,  at  this  diflance,  Madam,  diftinguiili  the  Figures  of  the 
Embroidery  :  Will  you  give  me  leave,  Madam  .^ 

Mrs.  6"/^//.  The  Devil  take  his  Impudence Sure,iflgav^ 

him  an  opportunity,  he  durft  not  offer  it I  have  a  great 

mind  to  try.- [6^^^<?-]  ^^turnsr\  'Sdeath,  what  am  I  doing? 

,. And  alone  too ! Sifter,  Sifter.  {^R.uns  out. 

Arch.  Pll  follow  her  clofe • 

For  luhere  a  French-man  durfl  attempt  to  florm^ 

A  Briton,  fure.,  may  vjell  the  IVork  perform,  {Gomg. 

Enter  Scfub. 

Scrub.  Martin.,  Brother  Martin. 

Arch.  O  Brother  ^Vn/^  I  beg  your  Pardon,  I  was  not  ago- 
ing :  Here's  a  Guinea  my  Mafter  order'd  you. 

Scrub.  A  Guinea;  hi,  hi,  hi,  a  Guinea!  eh by  this  Light 

it  is  a  Guinea  ;  but  1  fuppofe  you  expe£l  Oiie  and  twenty  Shil- 
lings in  change. 

Arch.  Not  at  all ;  I  have  another  for  G'tpfey. 

Scrub.  A  Guinea  for  her !  Faggot  and  Fire  for.  the  WitcF\. 
Sir,  give  me  that  Guinea,  and  I'll  difcover  a  Plot. 

Arch.  A  Plot. 

Scruh. 
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Scrub.   Ay,  Sir,  a  Plot,  a  horrid  Plot Firft,  It  muft 

be  a  Plot,  becaufe  there's  aWomanin't  :  Secondly,  itmaft  be 
a  Plot,  becaufe  there's  a  Prieftin't :  Thirdly,  it  mult  be  a  Plot, 
becaufe  there's  French  Gold  in't :  And  Fourthly,  it  mull  be  a 
Plot,  becaufe  I  don't  know  what  to  make  on't. 

Arch.  Nor  any  body  elfe,  Pm  afraid,  Brother  Scrub. 

Scrub.  Truly,  Pm  afraid  fo  too ;  for  where  there's  a  Prieft 

and  a  Woman,   there's  always  a  Myftcry  and  a  Riddle. 

This,  I  know,  that  here  has  been  the  Do61or  with  a  Temptation 
in  one  hand,  and  an  Abfolution  in  the  other,  and  Gipfcy  has  fold 
her  felf  to  the  Devil ;  I  faw  the  Price  paid  dowfi,  my  Eyes  fhail 
take  their  Oath  on't. 

Arch.  And  is  all  this  Buftle  about  Gipfcy"^. 

Scrub.  That's  not  all;  I  cou'd  hear  but  a  Word  here  and 
there;  but  I  remember  they  mention'd  a  Count,  a  Clofet,  a 
Back-door,  and  a  Key. 

Arch.  The  Count !  Did  yOu  heaf  nothing  of  Mrs.  Sullen'^. 

Scrub.  I  did  hear  fome  Word  that  founded  that  way :  but  whe- 
ther it  ^2i%  Sullen  or  Dorinda^  I  cou'd  not  diilinguifh. 

Arch.  You  have  told  this  Matter  to  no  body,  Brother? 

Scrub.  To-ld  !  No,  Sir^  I  thank  you  for  that  ;  Pm  refolv'd 
never  to  fpeak  one  Word /^ro  nor  row,  till  we  have  a  Peace. 

Arch.  You're  i'th'  right,  Brother  Scrub  ;   here's  a  Treaty  a- 

foot  between  the  Count  and  the  Lady. lliePrieft  and  the 

Chamber-maid  are  the  Plenipotentiaries  — —  It  (hall  go  hard 

but  I  find  a  way  to  be  included  in  the  Treaty.' Where's 

the  Doclor,  now.^ 

Scrub.  He  and  Gtp[ey  are  ♦■his  moment  devouring  my  Lady's 
Marmalade  in  the  Clofet. 

Atm.  \_From  vjithout.^   M^.rtin.,  Martra ! 

Arch.  J  eome^  Sir,  I  come. 

Scrub.  But  you  forgot  the  other  Guinea,  Brother  Martrn. 

Arch.  Here,  I  give  it  with  all  my  Heart. 

Scrub.  And  I  take  it  with  all  my  Soul.  [ExeuKt  fever tt/Iy 
I'cod,  Pll  fpoil  your  Plotting,  Mr«.G'//>/h';  and  if  you  Hiou'd 
fet  the  Captain  upon  me,  thefe  two'GuInca'i  will  buy  me  o^l 

_  -_      _  _  [ii>/>. 

Enter  A//-/.  Sullen  am  Dorinda,  mativv, 
Mrs. Sull.  Well,  Siiier.  ^ 

Dor.   And  well,  Siller. 
yixs.  Still.  What's  become  of  my  Lord? 
Dor.  What's  become  of  his  Servant? 
Mrs. SulL  Servant!  He's  a  prettier  Fellow,  andaHner  Gen- 
tleman by  fifty  degrees  than  hii  Mafter. 

Dor, 
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Dor,  O*  my  Confcience,  I  fancy  you  cou'd  beg  that  Fellow 
at  the  Gallows-foot. 

Mr.  Sull,  O'  my  Confcience  I  cou'd,  provided  I  cou'd  put 
a  Friend  of  yours  in  his  room  ? 

Dor,  You  defir'd  me,  Sifter,  to  leave  you,  when  you  tranf- 
grefs'd  the  Bounds  of  JHonour. 

Mrs.  SuL  Thou  dear  cenforious  Country  Girl  — ^  What 
doft  mean  ?  You  can't  think  of  the  Man  without  the  Bed- 
fellow, I  find. 

Dor.  I  don't  find  any  thing  unnatural  in  that  Thought ; 
while  the  Mind  is  converfant  with  Flefh  and  Blood,  it  muft 
conform  to  the  Humours  of  the  Company. 

Mrs.  Sull.   How  a  little  Love  and  good  Company  improves 

a  Woman  !  Why,  Child,  you  begin  to  live you  never 

fpoke  before. 

Dor.  Becaufe  I  was  never  fpoke  to.  — '  My  Lord  has 

told  me,  that  I  have  more  Wit  and  Beauty  than  any  of  my  Sex ; 
and  truly  I  begin  to  think  the  Man  is  lincere. 

Mrs.^W/.  You're  in  the  right,  Dorinda  ;  Pride  is  the  Life  of 
a  Woman,  and  Flattery  is  our  daily  Bread;  and  fhe's  a  Fool 
that  won't  believe  a  Man  there,  as  much  as  fhe  that  believes 

him  in  any  think  elfe But  I'll  lay  you  a  Guinea,  that 

I  had  finer' things  faid  to  me  than  you  had. 

Dor.  Done What  did  your  Fellow  fay  to  ye^ 

lAx%.SulL  My  Fellow  took  the  Pi6lure  of /^"tw/j  for  mine. 

Dor.  But  my  Lover  took  me  for  Venus  her  felf. 

Mrs.  Still.  Common  Cant  !  Had  my  Spark  call'd  me  a 
Venus  directly,  I  lliould  have  believ'd  him  a  Footman  in  good 
earned. 

Dor.  But  my  Lover  was  upon  his  Kn-ees  to  me. 

Mrs. Sull.  And  mine  was  upon  his  Tiptoes  to  me. 

Dor.   Mine  vow'd  to  die  for  me. 

Mrs.  Sull.   Mine  fwore  to  die  with  me. 

Dor.   Mine  fpoke  the  fofteft  moving  things. 

Mrs.SuJl.  Mine  had  moving  things  too. 

Dor.  Mine  kifs'd  my  Hand  ten  thoufand  times. 

Mrs.  Sull.   Mine  has  all  that  Pleafure  to  come. 

Dor.   Mine  offer'd  Marriage. 

Mrs.^WA   O  Laird  !  D'ye  call  that  amoving  thing?  ^ 

Dor.  The  fharpeft  Arrow  in  his  Quiver,   my  dear  Sifter  : 

.. ,  Why,  my  ten  thoufand  Pounds  may  lie  brooding  here 

this  feven  Years ,     and    hatch  nothing  at  laft  but  fome  ill- 

natur'd  Clown  like  yours : Whereas,  if  I  marry  my 

Lord  Atmwell^  there  will  be  Title,   Place  and   Precedence, 
xhe  Park,  the  Play,  and  the  Drawing-Room,  Splendor,  Equi- 
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•page,  Noife,  and  Flambeaux.  — —   Hey,  my  Lady  AirnvjciPs 

Servants  there Lights,  Lights  to  the  Stairs My 

Lady  Atmwcll\  Coach,  put   forward  - — •  Stand  by ;   make 

room  for  her  Ladylhip Are  not  thefc  moving  ?  — « 

What !  Melancholy  of  a  fudden  '> 

Mrs.  SulL  Happy,  happy  Siller  !  Your  Angel  has  been 
watchful  for  your  Happincfs,  whilll  mine  has  flept  rcgardlefs 

of  his  Charge Long  fmiling  Years  of  circling  Joys  fqr 

you,  but  not  one  Hour  for  me  !  [^^^ecps. 

Dor.  Come,  my  Dear,  we'll  talk  of  fomcthing  elfe. 

'^Irs.Snll.   O Dor'mda^  I  own  myfelf  aWoman,  full  of  mjr 

Sex,  a  gentle,   generous  Soul, eafy  and  yielding  to  foft 

Defires  ;  a  fpacious  Heart,  where  Love  and  all  his  Traia 
might  lodge.  AwA  muft  the  fair  Apartment  of  my  Brealt  be 
made  a  Stable  for  a  Brute  to  lie  in  ? 

Dor.  Meaning  your  Husband,  I  fuppofe. 

Mrs.  SuH.  Husband !   No, Even  Husband  is  too  foft  a 

Name  for  him But  come,  I  expe6l  my  Brother  here  to 

Night  or  to  Morrow ;  he  was  abroad  when  my  Father  marry'd 
me;  perhaps  he'll  lind  a  way  to  make  me  eafy. 

Dor.  Will  you  promife  not  to  make  your  felf  eafy  in  the 
mean  time  with  my  Lord's  Friend  ? 

Mrs.  Sull.  You  millakemc,  Sifter —It  happens  with  us, 

as  among  the  Men,  the  greatcft  Talkers  are  the  greateft  Cow- 
ards;  and  there's  a  Reafon  tor  it;  thofe  Spirits  evaporate  in 
Prattle,  which  might  do  more  Mifchief  if  they  took  another 
Courfc Tho',  to  confcfs  the  Truth,  I  do  love  that  Fel- 
low;  And  if  1  met  himdreft  as  helhou'd  be,  and  I  undreft 

^s  I  fhou'd  be Look'e,  Siller,  I  have  no  fupcrnaturai  Gifts ; 

1  can't  fvvear  I  cou'd  relift  the  Temptation, tho'  1  can 

fafely  promife  to  avoid  it  ;  and  that's  as  muchasthebeft  of  us 
can  do,  [^Exit  Mn.  Sullen  ay^d  Dorinda. 

Emer  Aimwell  und  Archer  langhiKg. 
Arch.   And  the  awkard  Kindnefs  of  the  good  Motherly  Old 
Gentlewoman 


Aim.  And  the  coming  Eafinefs  of  the  young  one — 

'Sdeath,  'tis  pity  to  deceive  her. 

Arch.  Nay,  if  you  adhere  to  thofe  Principles,  flop  where 
you  are. 

Air/i.  I  can't  (lop ;  for  I  love  her  to  Diilradion. 

Arch.  'Sdeath,  if  you  love  her  a  Flair's  breadth  beyond  Dif- 
cretion,  you  muft  go  no  farther. 

Aim.  Well,  well,  any  thing  to  deliver  us  from  fauntering 
Siway  our  idle  Eveiiings  at  lVhits\  'lorn^.^    or  IVuTs.,  and  be 

Hinted 
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ftinted  to  bear  looking  at  our  old  Acquaintance,  the  Clrds; 
becaufe  our  impotent  Pockets  can't  afford  us  a  Guinea  for  the 
mercenary  Drabs. 

Arch.  Or  be  obliged  to  fome  Purfe-proud  Coxcomb  for  a 
fcandalous  Bottle,  where  we  muft  not  pretend  to  our  (hare  of 
the  DifcourfCj  becaufe  we  can't  pay  our  Club  o'th'  Reckoning : 

^ Dam  it,  I  had  rather  fpunge  upon  Morns,  and  fup  upoil 

a  DiHi  of  Bohee  fcor'd  behind  the  Door. 

Jim.  And  there  expofe  our  want  of  Senfe  by  talking  Cri- 
ticifms,  as  we  (hould  our  want  of  Money  by  railing  at  the 
Governm.cnt. 

Arch.  Or  be  oblig'd  tofneakinto  the  Side-box,  and  between 
both  Houfes  fteal  two  Ads  of  a  Play  •,  and  becaufe  we  han't 
Money  to  fee  the  other  three,  we  come  -away  difcontented, 
and  damn  the  whole  five. 

Jim.   And  ten  thoufand  fuch  tafcally  Tricks  • had  we 

out-liv'd  our  Fortunes  among  our  Acquaintance. But 

now- — —  ^' 

Arch.  Ay,  now  is  the  Time  to  prevent  all  tl«s  — —  Strike 

while  the  Iron  is  hot This  Prieft  is  the  luckieft  part 

of  our  Adventure ;  — ' He  fhall  marry  you,  and  pimp 

for  me. 

Jim.  But  I  /hou'd  not  like  a  Woman  that  can  be  fo  fond 
of  a  Frenchmazi. 

Arch.  Alas,  Sir,  NecelTity  has  no  Law ;  the  Lady  may  be 
in  Diftrefs ;  perhaps  fhe  has  a  confounded  Husband,  and  her 

Revenge  may  carry  her  farther  than  her  Love. I  gad, 

1  have  fo  good  an  Opinion  of  her,  and  of  myfelf,  that  I  begin 
to  fancy  ftrange  things ;  and  we  muft  fay  this  for  the  Honour 
of  our  Women,  and  indeed  of  our  felves,  that  they  do  flick  to 

their  Men,  as  they  do  to  their  Magna  Charta.  ~ If  the 

Plot  lies  as  I  fufped, Imuft  put  on  the  Gentleman.- — - 

But  here  comes  the  Dodor : I  (hall  be  ready. 

[^Exitl 
Enter  Foigard. 

Poig.  Sauve  you,  noble  Friend. 

Aim.  O  Sir,  your  Servant  :  Pray,  Doctor,  may  I  crave 
your  Name  ? 

Foig.  Fat  Naam  is  upon  me?  My  Name  \s  Foigard^  Joy. 

Aim,  Foigard  !  A  very  good  Name  for  a  Clergyman  :  Pray^ 
Doctor  Foigard y  were  you  ever  in  Ireland  ? 

Foig.  Ireland  !  No,  Joy  : Fat  fort  of  Plaace  is  dat 

faam  Ireland  ?  Dey  fay  de  People  are  oatch'd  dere  v/hen  dey 
are  young. 

Air4 


TBe  Beaux  Stratagem,  ^1 

Aim.  And  fome  of  'em  when  they're  old  ; — as  for  Example. 

[Takes  Foigard  by  the  Shoulder. 
Sir,  I  arreflyouas  aTraytor  againll  the  Government  ;  you're 
a  Subjcd  of  EK^IariJ,  and  this  Morning  Hiew'd  me  a  Com- 
miffion,  by  which  you  ferv'd  as  Chaplain  in  the  Frc rich  Avmy  : 
This  is  Death  by  our  Law,  and  your  Reverence  mull  hang 
for't. 

Foig.  Upon  my  Shoul,  noble  Friend,  dis  is  (Irange  News 
you  tell  me,  Fader  Foigard  a  Subje6l  of  Erigland}  de  Son  of  a 
Burgoynafler  of  Brnffeh  a  SubjeS  of  England  \  Ubooboo • 

Aim.  The  Son  of  a  Bog-trotter  in /rf/^W;  Sir,  your  Tongue 
will  condemn  you  before  any  Bench  in  the  Kingdom. 

Folg.  And  is  my  Tongue  all  your  Evidenlli,  Joy? 

Aim.  That's  enough. 

Foig.  No,  no,  Joy,  for  I  vil  never  fpake  EngUp  no  more. 

Aim.  Sir,  I  have  other  Evidence Here,  Martin.,  yoM 

know  this  Fellow. 

E'f7ter  Archer. 

Arch.  {^In  a  Brogue.']  Saave  you,  my  dear  CufTeh,  how  does 
your  Health  ? 

Foig.  Ah  !  Upon  my  Shoul  dere  is  my  Countryman ,  and 
his  Brogue  will  hang  mine.  [Afide.']  Mynheer .,  hk^jjetncatihatt 
hey  zacht.)  Ick  Uaiverjlon  ewe  neat.,  facramant. 

Aim.  Altering  your  Language  won't  do,  Sir,  this  Fellow 
knows  your  Perfon,  and  will  fwear  to  your  Face. 

Foig.  FaaOi  !  Fey,  is  dere  a  Brogue  upon  my  Faafli  too  > 

Arch.  Upon  my  Soulvation  dere  ilh  Joy But  Cufleil 

Mackpane  vil  you  not  put  a  Remembrance  upon  me. 

Foig.  Mackjhane  !  By  St.  Paatrick,  dac  iih  Naame  fhilre 
enough.  [AJide. 

Aim.  I  fancy,  Archer.,  you  have  it. 

Foig.  The  Devil  hang  you,  Joy.' By  fat  Acquaintance 

are  you  my  CufTen  r* 

Arch.  O,  dc  Devil  hang  your  (lielf,  Joy  ;  you  know  We 
were  little  Boys  togedcr  upon  de  School,  and  your  Fofter- 
Moder's  Son  was  marry'd  upon  my  Nurie's  Chiller,  Joy,  and 
fo  we  are  Iri/h  CufTens. 

Foig.  De  Devil  taake  de  Relation!  Vel,  Joy,  and  fatSch(7ol 
was  it? 

Arch.  I  tjnks  it  vas Aay, 'twas  Tipperar^. 

Foig.  No,  no,  Joy;  it  was  Kilke/7ny. 

Aim.  That's  enough  for  us Self-'Oo-nfeffion— Come,  Sir^ 

we  muft  deliver  you  into  the  Han^s  of  the  next  M-agiftratc 

Arch.  Hefcnd^  you  to  Gaol,  you're  try'd  nextAlIizes,  and 
tway  you  gcr  £^'m%  into  Purgatory. 

i  i  FQ'g' 
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Foig,  And  is  it  fo  wid  you,  Cuffen  ? 

Arch.  It  vil  be  fho  wid  you,  CulTen,  if  you  don't  immedi* 
ately  confefs  the  Secret  between  you  and  Mrs.  Gipjey- 


Look'e,  Sir,  the  Gallows  or  the  Secret,  take  your  Choice. 

Foig.  The  feallows !  Upon  my  Shoullhate  that  flmme  Gal- 
low,  for  it  is  a  Difealh  datis  fatal  to  our  Family Vel, 

den,  dere  is  nothing,  Shentlemens,  but  Mrs.  Sullen  wou'd 
fpaak  wid  the  Count  in  her  Chamber  at  Midnight,  and  dere 
is  no  Haarm,  Joy,  for  I  am  to  condu6i:  the  Count  to  the 
Plaih,  my  (helf. 

Arch.  As  I  guefs'd Have  you  communicated  the  Mat- 
ter to  the  Count  ? 

Foig.  I  have  not  fheen  him  fince. 

Arch.  Right  agen;  why  then,  Dodor, you  (hall  condu£l 

me  to  the  LadyinOead  of  the  Count. 

Foig.  Fat  my  CuHen  to  the  Lady  !  Upon  my  Shoul,  gra, 
dat  is  too  much  upon  the  Brogue. 

Arch.  Come,  come,  Doclor  ;  confider  we  have  got  a  Rope 
about  your  Neck,  and  if  you  offer  to  fqueak,  we'll  flop  your 
Wind-pipe,  mofl  certainly  ;  we  fhall  have  another  Jobb  fur 
you  in  a  Day  or  two,  I  hope. 

Aim.  Here's  Company  coming  this  way,  let's  into  my  Cham- 
ber, and  there  concert  our  Affair  farther. 

Arch.  Come,  my  dear  Cufien,  come  along.  [Exeimt. 

Enter  Bonniface,  Honllow,  and  Bagfhot  at  one  Door^  Gibbet 
at  the  oppojite. 

Gib.  Well,  Gentlemen,  'tis  a  fine  Night  for  our  Enters 
prize. 

Hounf.  Dark  as  Hell . 

Bag.  x\nd  blows  like  the  Devil  ;  our  Landlord  here  has 
fliow'd  us  the  Window  where  we  muft  break  m  ,  and  tells 
us  the  Plate  (lands  in  the  Wainfcot  Cupboard  in  the  Par- 
lour. 

Bon,  Ay,  ay,  Mr.  Bagpot,^  as  the  Saying  is,  Knives  and 
Forks  J  and  Cups,   and  Cans,  and  Tumblers,  and  Tankards 

There's  one  Tankard,  as  the  Saying  is,  that's  near  upon 

as  big  as  me,  it  was  a  Prefent  to  the  Squire  from  his  God- 
mother, and  fmells  of  Nutmeg  and  Toaft,  like  an  Eaji-hdia 
Ship. 

Hounf.  Then  you  fay  we  mufl  divide  at  the  Stair-head  > 

Bon.  Yes,  Mr.  Hounflow^  as  the  Saying  is— At  one  end  of 
that  Gallery,  lies  my  Lady  Bountiful  and  her  Daughter,  and  at 

the  other,  iAi%.Stdlcn As  for  the  Squire 

Gth. 
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G'th.  He's  fafe  enough,   I  have  fairly  enter'd  him,  and  he's 

more  than  half  Sea^  over  already But  fuch  a  Parcel  of 

Scoundrels  are  got  about  him  now,  that,  I  gad,  Ivi^as  alham'd 
to  befeen  in  their  Company. 

Bon.  'Tis  now  Twelve,  as  the  Saying  is Gentlemen,  you 

mud  fet  out  at  One. 

Gih.  Houjijlow^  do  you  and  Bagfljot  fee  our  x\rms  fixM,  and 
I'll  come  to  you  prefently. 

Hourif.  and  Bag.  We  will.  [Exeunt. 

Gib.  Well,  my  dear  Bonny  ^  you  aiTure  me  that  6crub  is  a 
Coward. 

Bon.  A  Chicken,  as  the  Saying  is You'll  have  no  Crea- 
ture to  deal  with  but  the  Ladies. 

Gih.  And  I  can  aiTure  you,  Friend,  there's  a  great  deal  of 
Addrefs  and  good  Manners  in  robbing  a  Lady ;  I  am  the  mod 

a  Gentleman  that  way  that  ever  travell'd  the  Road But, 

my  dear  Bonny.^  this  Prize  will  be  a  Galleon,  a  f^^'tgo  Bulinefs. 

1  warrant  you  we  fhall  bring  otf  three  or  four  thoufand 

Pound. 

Bon.  In  Plate,  Jewels  and  Money,  as  the  Saying  is,  yoa 
may. 

Gib.  Why  then,  Tyburn.,  I  defie  thee  ;  I'll  get  up  to  Town, 
fell  off  my  Horfe  and  Arms,  buy  my  felf  fome  pretty  Em- 
ployment in  the  Houfl:old,  and  be  as  fnug  and  as  honell  as  any 
Courtier  of  em  all. 

Boyi.  And  what  think  you  then  of  my  Dauehter  Cherry  for  a 
Wite?  '  , 

Gib.  Look'e,  my  dear  Bonn\ — Cherry  is  the  Goddefs  I  adore^ 
as  the  Song  goes  ;  bat  it  is  a  Maxim,  that  Man  and  Wife 
fhou'd  never  have  it  in  their  Power  to  hang  one  another ;  for 
if  they  Ihou'd,  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  'em  both. 

The  End  of  the  Fourth  ACT. 
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A  C  T     V. 

SCENE  continues .    Knocking  "juithont , 

Enter  Bonnlface. 
■Bon.  /^Oniing,   coming — —A  Coach  and  fix  foaming  Hot- 
^  fcs  at  this  time  o'  Night !   Some  great  Man,  as  the 
Saying  is,  for  he  fcorns  to  travel  with  other  People. 

Erder  Sir  Charles  Freeman. 

Sir  Ch.  What,  Fellow  !  A  publick  Houfe,  and  a  Bed  when 
other  People  flecp  > 

Bon.  Sir,  I  a'n't  a  Bed,  as  the  Saying  is. 

Sir  Ch.'  Is  Mr.  SuBen's  Family  a  Bed,  think'e  ^ 

Bon.  All  but  the  Squire  himfelf,  Sir,  as  the  Saying  is,  he's 
in  the  Houfe. 

Sir  Ch.  What  Company  has  he  ? 

Bon.  Why,  Sir,  there's  the  Conftable,  Mr.  (7^^^  theExcife- 
man,  the  Hunch-back'd  Barber,  and  two  or  three  other  Geti- 
"tlemen. 

Sir  Ch.  I  find  my  Sifter's  Letters  gave  me  the  true  Pidure 
of  her  Spoufe. 

Enter  Sullen  drunk, 

Bon.  Sir,  beret's  the  Squire. 

Sul.  The  Puppies  left  mealleep Sir. 

Sir  Ch.  Well,  Sir. 

Sul.  Sir,   I  am  an  unfortunate  Man 1  have  three  thotr- 

fand  Pound  a  Year,  and  I  can't  get  a  Man  to  drink  a  Cup  of 
Ale  with  me. 

Sir  Ch.  That^s  very  hard. 

Sul,  Ay,  Sir — —And  unlefs  you  have  pity  upon  me,  and 
fmoke  one  Pipe  with  me,  I  muii  e'en  go  home  to  my  Wife, 
and  I  had  rather  go  to  the  Devil  by  half. 

Sir  Ch.  But  1  prefume.   Sir,  you  wo'n't  fee  your  Wife  to 

Night,  fhe'll  begone  to  Bed you  don't  ufe  to"  lie  with  your 

Wife  in  that  Pickle  ? 

Sul.  What  !  not  lie  with  my  Wife  !  Why^  Sir,  do  you 
>tak€  me  for  an  Atheifl  or  a  Rake  ? 

-    Sir  Ch.  If  you  hate  her,  Sir,  I  think  you  had  better  lie  from 
ker. 

Stil 
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Sui.  I  think  fo  too,   Friend But  Pm  a  Juflice  of  Peace, 

and  muft  do  nothing"  againft  the  Law. 

Sir  C/'.  Law  !  as  1  take  it,  Mr.  Juilice,  no  body  obfcrves 
Law  for  Law's  fake,  only  for  the  good  of  thofe  for  whom  it 
was  made. 

Sul.  But  if  the  Law  orders  me  to  fend  you  to  Gaol,  you  mull 
lie  there,  my  Friend. 

Sir  C/j.  Not  unlefs  I  commit  a  Crime  to  deferve  it. 

Sul.  m\  Crime !  Oons,  a'n't  I  marry'd  ? 

SirC^.  Nay,  Sir,  if  you  call  Marriage  a  Crime,  you  mufl: 
difown  it  for  a  Law.  *" 

Siil.  Eh  I 1  mufl:  be  acquainted  with  you.  Sir- — • — But, 

Sir,  I  fhouM  be  very  glad  to  know  the  truth  of  this  Matter. 

Sir  Ch.  Truth,  Sir,  is  a  profound  Sea,  and  few  there  be 
that  dare  wade  deep  enough  to  find  out  the  bottom  on't.  Be- 
iides,  Sir,  I'm  afraid  the  Line  of  your  UnderAanding  mayn't 
be  long  enough. 

Sul.'  Look'c,  Sir,  I  have  nothing  to  fay  to  your  Sea  of  Truth, 
but  if  a  good  Parcel  of  Land  can  entitle  a  Mtui  to  a  little 
'Fruth,  I  have  as  much  as  any  He  in  the  Country. 

Br^i.  I  never  heard  your  Woriliip,  as  the  Saying  is,  talk  fo 
much  before. 

Sul.  Becaufe  I  never  met  with  a  Man  that  I  llkM  be- 
fore  

Bo'^.  Pray,  Sir,  as  the  Saying  is,  let  me  ask  you  one  Que- 
llion  ;  Are  not  Man  and  Wife  one  Flefh  ? 

Sir  Cb.  You  and  your  Wife,  Mr.  Guts,  may  be  one  Flefli, 

becaufe  ye  are  nothing  elfe But  Rational  Creatures  have 

Minds  that  mnft  be  united. 

Sul.  Minds ! 

SirC^.  Ay,  Minds,  Sir;  don't  you  think  that  tlje  Mind  takes 
place  of  the  Body  ? 

Sul.  In  Ibme  People. 

Sir  C^.  Then  the  Interefl  of  the  Mafter  mufl  be  confultcd. 
before  that  of  his  Servant. 

Sul.  Sir,  you  (lull  dine  with  me  to  morrow — ■ Oons, 

F  always  thought  that  we  were  naturally  one. 

Sir  CI:?.  Sir,  I  know  that  my  two  Hands  are  naturally  one, 
becaufe  they  lo\e  one  another,  kifs  one  another,  help  oneano-  ' 
ther  in  all  the  Actions  of  Life  ;   but  1  couM  not  fay  io  much*; 
if  they  were  always  at  Cuffs. 

Sul.  Then  'tis  plain  that  we  are  two. 

Sir  Cb.  Why  don't  you  part  with  her.  Sir  f* 

Sul.  Will  you  take  her,  Sir  P 

Sir  CIj.  With  all  my  Heart. 
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Sul.  You  fhall  have  her  to  morrow  Morning,  and  a  Veni- 
fon-Pafty  into  the  Bargain. 

Sir  CL  You'll  let  me  haveher  Fortune  too  > 

Sul.  Fortune  ]  why,  Sir,  I  have  no  Quarrel  at  her  Fortune 
* 1  only  hate  the  Woman,  Sir,  and  none  but  the  Wo- 
man fhall  go. 

Sir  Ch.  But  her  Fortune,  Sir- 


Sul.  Can  you  play  at  Whrsk,  Sir  ? 

Sir  C>^.  No,,  truly,  Sir. 

SuL  Nor  at  All-fours  > 

SkCh.  Neither. 

Sul.  Oons !  where  was  this  Man  bred  ?  {^Afide.']  Burn  mc, 
Sir,  I  can't  go  home,  'tis  but  Two  a  Clock. 

Sir  Ch.  For  half  an  Hour,  Sir,  ifyoupleafe But  you 

mufl  confider  'tis  late. 

Sul.  Late  !  that's  the  Reafon  Ican'tgoto  Bed Come, 

Sir [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cherry  ,    rum  acrofs  the  Stage.,   and  knocks  at  Aimwell'j 
Chamber-door.     Enter  Aimwell  in  his  Nigki-cap  and  Gown. 

Aim.  What's  the  m^ter  .^  You  tremble  ,  Child,  you're 
frighted  ! 

Cher.  No  wonder,  Sir But  in  fhort,  Sir,  this  very 

Minute  a  Gang  of  Rogues  are  gone  to  rob  my  Lady  Bounti- 
ful'z  Houfe 

Atm.  How ! 

Cher.  I  do^g^d.  'em  to  the  very  Door ,  and  left  'cm  break- 
ing in. 

Aim.  Have  you  alarm'd  any  body  elfe  with  t:he  News? 

Cher.  No,  no.  Sir,  I  wanted  to  have  difcover'd  the  whole 
Plot,  and  twenty  other  things,  to  your  Man  Martin  ;  but  I 
have  fearch'd  the  whole  Houfe,  and  can't  find  him  ;  where  is 
he  ? 

Atm.  No  matter.  Child :  will  you  cuide  me  immediately 
to  the  Houfe.?        '  >  -^       & 

Cher.  With  all  my  Heart,  Sir  ;  my  Lady  Bountiful  is  my 
Godmother,  and  I  love  Mrs.  Dorlnda  fo  well- 

Aim   Dortnda]  The  Name  infpires  me,    the  Glory  and  the 

Panger  fhall  be  all  my  own Come,  my  Life,  let  mc 

but  get  my  Sword.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE  changes  to  a  B<:d-ch{irnha'  tn  Lady  BountitulV  Hou[e, 
Enter  Mrs.  Sul.  Dor.  undrefs*d.,  a  Table  and  Lights. 

Dor.  'TJs  very  late,  Sifter,  no  News  of  your  Spoufe  yet  ? 

Mrs.  Sul.  No,  Tm  condemned  to  be  alone  rill  towiirds  four, 
and  then  perhaps  I  may  be  executed  wiili  his  Cuinp'^ny. 

Dor.  Well,  my  Dear,  Til  leave  you  to  your  Rclt ,  you'll 
go  direilly  to  Bed,  I  fuppofe. 

Mrs.  Sul.  1  don't  know  what  to  do ;  hey-hoe  I 

Dor.  That's  a  deiiring  Sigh,  Sifter. 

Mrs.  Sul.  This  is  a  languifhing  Hour,  Sifter. 

Dor.  And  might  prove  a  Critical  Minute,  if  the  pretty  Fel- 
low were  here. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Here  !  what  in  my  Bed-chamber,  at  two  a  Clock 
o'th'  Morning,  I  undrefs'd,  the  Family  afleep,  my  hated  Huf- 

band  abroad,  and  my  lovely  Fellow^  at  my  Feet — ■ O  gad, 

Sifter  ! 

Dor.  Thoughts  are  free.  Sifter,  and  them  I  allow  you 

So,  my  Dear,  good  Night.  [_Extt. 

Mrs.  Sul.  K  good  Reft  to  my  dear  Dorlnda Thoughts 

free  !  are  they  io  ^  Why  then  fuppofe  him  here,  drefsM  like 
a  youthful  gay  and  burning  Bridegroom,  \_Hcrc  Aichev JJ^ah 
out  of  the  Clofct.]  with  Tongue  enchanting,  Eyes  bewitching, 
Knees  imploring.  [Turns  a  little  o'  one  fide.,  and  fees  Archer  tn 
the  Pofture  pc  dcfcribes.~\    Ah  !    \_Shrieks.,  and  runs  to  the  other 

fide  of  the  Stage.']  Have  my  Thoughts  rais'd  a  Spirit? ■ 

W^hat  are  you,  Sir,  a  Man  or  a  t)evil  ? 

Arch.  A  Man,   a  Man,  Madam.  iRfmg- 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  fliall  I  be  fure  of  it  ? 

Arch.  Madam,  I'll  give  you  Demonftration  this  Minute. 

[Takes  her  Hand. 

Mrs.  Sul.  What,  Sir  I  do  yau  intend  to  be  rude  i^ 

Arch.  Yes,  Madam,  ifyoupleafe. 

Mrs.-^/J.  In  the  Name  of  Wonder,  whence  came  ye^ 

Arch.  From,  the  Skies,  Madam I'm  a  Jnfitcr  in  Love, 

and  you  (hall  be  my  Akmena. 

Mrs.  Sul.  How  came  you  in  } 

Arch.  I  flew  in  at  the  Window,  Madam;  your  Coufin  Cuptd 
lent  me  his  Wings,  and  }our  Sifter  Venus  open'd  the  Cafe- 
ment. 

Mrs.  Szd.  I'm  ftruck  dumb  with  Admiration. 

Arch.  And  1  with  Wonder.  [Looks  j^iilfonately  at  her, 

I  i  4  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  i5*»/.  What  will  beceme  of  me  ? 

Arch.  How  beautiful  fhe  looks! — The  teeming  jolly  Spring 
fmiles  in  her  blooming  Face,  and  when  flie  was  conceiv'd,he|: 
Mother  fmelt  to  Rofes,  looked  on  Lillies ~ 

Lillies  unfold  their  white ^  their  fragrant  Charms^ 

When  the  warm  Sun  thus  darts  into  their  Arms.   [^Runs  to  her, 

Mrs.  SuL  Ah !  IShrieh.-] 

Arch.  Oons,  Madam,  what  do  you  mean  ?  You'll  raife  thp 
Houfe. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Sir,  ril  wake  the  Dead  before  I  bear  this. 

What !  approach  me  with  the  Freedoms  of  a  Keeper !  Tm  glad 
on^t,  your  Impudence  has  cur'd  me. 

Arch.  If  this  be  Impudence,  {Kneels?^  I  leave  to  your  parr 
tialfelf;  no  panting  Pilgrim,  after  a  tedious,  painful  Voyage, 
e'er  bow'd  before  his  Saint  with  more  Devotion. 

Mrs.  iS"///.  Now,  now,  PmruinM  if  he  kneels!  \^Afide.'\  Rife 
thou  proflrate  Ingineer,  not  all  thy  undermining  Skill  ihalj 
feach  my  Heart Rife,  and  know  I  am  a  Woman  with- 
out my  Sex;  I  can  love  to  all  the  tendernefs  of  Wifhes,  Sighs 

and  Tears— — But  go  no  farther Still  to  convince  you 

that  I'm  more  than  Woman,    I  can  fpeak  my  Frailty,  confefs 
my  Weaknefs  even  for  you But 

Arch.  For  me !  \Going  to  lay  hold  on  her. 

Mrs.  Sul.  Hold,  Sir,  build  not  upon  that for  my  mod 

mortal  Hatred  follows,   if  you  difobey  what  I  command  you 
no\7— leave  me  this  Minute-— If  he  denies  I'm  loll.      IJJiae, 

Arch.  Then  you'll  promife 

Mrs.  Sul.  Any  thing  another  time. 

Arch,  When  (hall  I  come? 

Mrs.  Sul.  To  morrow,  when  you  xvilL 

Arch.  Your  Lips  mull  feal  the  Promife, 
""Mrs.  6>/.  Pfhaw  ! 

Arch.  They  mud,  they  mull,  \_KiJfes  her.~\  Raptures  andPa- 
radife  1  And  why  not  now,  my  Angel?  The  Time,  the  Place, 
Silence  and  Secrecy,  all  confpire— — ^And  the  now  confcious 
Stars  have  pre-ordain'd  this  Moment  for  my  Happinefs. 

[T^akes  her  in  his  Arms. 

Mrs.  Sul.  You  will  not,  cannot  fure. 

Arch.  If  the  Sun  rides  fad,  and  difappoints  not  Mortals  of 
to  morrow's  dawn,  this  Night  fhall  crown  my  Jo;^So 

Mrs.  Sul.  My  Sex's  Pride  affid  me. 

Arch.  My  Sex's  Strength  help  me, 

Mrs,  S'uL  You  fliall  kill  me  firft. 

"a  Arch, 
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Arch.    y\\  die  with  you.                               [Carry'wg  her  off^ 
.    Mvs.SuS.  Thieves,  Thieves,  Murther- 

Enter  Scrub  m  his  Breeches,  and  one  Shoe, 

Scrub.  Thieves,  Thieves,  Murther,  Popery. 

Arch.  Ha!  the  very  timorous  Stag  vj'iW  kill  in Ruttm»-time. 

[_Dravjs,  and  offers  to  Jlab  Scrub. 

Scrub.  {^Kneeling.']  O  pray.  Sir,  fpare  all  I  have,  and  take 
my  Life. 

Mrs.  Sidl.  [^Holding  AxdiXtx's Hand.']  What  does  the  Fellow 
inean  ? 

Scrub.  O,  Madam,  down  upon  your  Knees,  your  Marrow- 
bones  he's  one  pf  'em. 

Arch.   Of  whom  ? 

Scrub.   One  of  the  Rogues I  beg  your  Pardon,  ont  oi" 

the  honed  Gentlemen  that  juft  now  are  broke  into  theHoufe. 

Arch.  How! 

yivs.Sull.   I  hope  you  did  not  come  to  rob  me? 

Arch.  Indeed  I  did.  Madam,  but  I  wou'd  have  taken  no- 
thing but  what  you  might  ha'  fpar'd  ;  but  your  crying  Thieves, 
has  wakM  this  dreaming  Fool,  and  fo  he  takes  'em  for 
granted.  .:  .::i>-!<I 

Scrub.   Granted  !  'tis  granted,  Sir  ;  take  all  we  have. 

Mrs. Sull.  The  Fellow  looks  as  if  he  were  broke  out  of 
Bedlam. 

Scrub.  Oons,  Madam,  they're  broke  into  the  Houfe  with 
Fire  and  Sword  ;  I  faw  them,  heard  them,  they'll  be  horc  this 
minute. 

Arch.   What,  Thieves ! 

Scrub.   Under  Favour,  Sir,  I  think  fo. 

Mrs.  Sull.   What  ihall  we  do,  Sir  ? 

Arch.   Madam,  1  wilh  your  Ladyihip  a  good  Night. 

M.TS.SuIl.  Will  you  leave  mc  ^ 

Arch.  Leave  you  I  Lord,  Madam,  did  not  you  command 
me  to  be  gone  jult  now,  upon  pain  of  your  immortal  Hatred. 

Mrs.^W/.    Nay,  but  pray.  Sir [Takes  hold  of  him. 

Arch.   Ha,  ha,  ha,   now  comes  my  turn  to  be  ravifli'd 

You  fee  now,  Madam,  you  mufl  ufeMen  one  way  or  other; 
but  take  this  by  the  way,  good  Madam,  that  none  but  a  Fool 
will  give  you  the  bejictitof  his  Courage,  unlets  you'll  take  jiis 
Love  along  with  it How  are  they  arm'd,  Friend? 

Scrub.  With  Sv^ord  and  Piftol,  Sir. 

Arch.   Hufh  ! I  fee  a  dark  Lantern  coming  thro'  the 

Gallery —   Madam,  be  aiiur'C  I  will  pouted  you,  or 

lofe  my  Life, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs,  SuU.  Your  Life !  no,  Sir,  they  can  rob  me  of  nothing 
that  I  value  half  to  much ;  therefore  now,  Sir,  let  me  intreat 
you  to  be  ^one. 

Arch,  No,  Madam,  I'll  confult  my  own  Safety,  for  the  fake 
of  yours;  F 11  work  by  Stratagem:  Have  you  Courage  enough 
to  (land  the  appearance  of  'em  ? 

yix%.Sul\.  Yes,  yes,  fince  I  hav'd  TcapM  your  Hands,  I  can 
face  any  thing. 
Arch.  Come  hither,  Brother  Scrub ;  Pon't  you  know  me  ? 
Scrub,  Eh!  my  dear  Brother,  let  mekifsthee. 

{K'tjfes  Archer. 

'  Arch.  This  Way' Here 

[Archer  and  Scrub  hide  behind  the  Bed. 

^nter  Gibbet,  with  a  dark  L,  ant  em  in  one  Hand^   and  a 
Fifiolin  Mother.'  •^""' 

Gih.  Ay,  ay,  this  is  the  Chamber^  and  the  Lady  alone. 

yixs.Sull.  Who  are  you,  Sir.>  What  wou'd  you  have?  .  . 
D*ye  come  to  rob  me  }  ,'  !^'' r 

Gib.  Rob  you !  alack-a-day,  Madam,  Fm  only  a  Yotinger 
Brother,  Madam;  and  fo,  Madam,  if  you  make  a  Noife,  Fll 
flioot  you  through  the  Head :  But  don't  be  afraid.  Madam, 
[Laying  his  Lantern  and  Piftol  upon  the  T'able.^  Thefe  Rings^ 
Madam ;  don't  be  concern'd,  Madam ;  I  have  a  profound  Re- 
fped  for  you,  Madam ;  your  Keys,  Madam;  don't  be  frighted. 
Madam,  Fm  the  moft  of  a  Gentleman :   [^Searching  her  Pockets.'] 

This  Necklace,  Madam ;  I  never  was  rude  to  any  Lady ; = 

I  have  a  Veneration for  this  Necklace [^Herc 

Archer  having  come  round ^   and  feiz'd  the  Piftols,   takes  Gibbet 
hy  the  Collar.^  trips  up  his  Heels ^  and  claps  the  Piftol  to  hisBreaft. 

Arch.  Hold,  profane  Villain,  and^ake  the  Reward  oi  thy 
Sacrilege. 

Gib.   Oh!  Pray, Sir,  don't  kill  me ;  lan'tprepar'd. 

Arch.   How  many  is  there  of  'em.  Scrub  ? 

Scrub.   Five  and  forty,  Sir. 

Arch.  Then  I  muft  kill  the  Villain,  to  have  him  out  of  the- 
way. 

^'  Gib.  Hold,  hold,  Sir;  we  are  but  three,  upon  my  Honour. 
'■  Arch,   Scrub,,  will  you  undertake  to  fecure  himr*  '  "''' 

Scrub,   Not  I,  Sir;  kill  him,  kill  him. 

Arch.  Run  to  Gtpfey's  Chamber,  there  you'll  find  the  Do6lpr ;, 
bring  him  hither  prefently,  [Exit  Scrub,  running. 

Come,  Rogue,  if  3^ou  haveafhortPrayerj  fay  it. 

Gth. 
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G'th.  Sir,  I  have  no  Prayer  at  all;  the  Government  has  pro- 
vided a  Chaplain  to  fiiy  Prayers  for  us  on  thefeOccafions. 

Mts.ShU.   Pray,  Sir,  don't  kill  him : You  fright  me  as 

much  as  him. 

Arch.  The  Dog  Oialldie,  Madam,  for  being  the  occaiion  of 
myDifappointment. — —  Sirrah,  this  Moment  is  your  lalt. 

Gib.  Sir,  I'll  give  you  Two  hundred  Pounds  to  fpare  my 
Life. 

Arch.   Have  you  no  more,  Rafcal  ? 

Gib.  Yes,  Sir,  I  can  command  Four  hundred ;  but  I  mull 
referveTwoof  'em  to  fave  my  Life  at  the  Seffions. 

Enter  Scrub  ^w^Foigard. 

Arch.  Here,  Do6lor;  I  fuppofe.SVr/^A  and  you,  between  you, 

may  manage  him  : Lay  hold  of  him,  Dodlor. 

[Foigard  lays  hoU  of  Gibbet. 

Gib.  What!  turnM  over  to  the  Prieft  already. Look'e, 

Do6l:or,  you  come  before | your  time;  I  aVt  condcmn'd  yet, 
I  thank  ye. 

Foig.  Come,  my  Dear  Joy,  I  vil  fecure  your  Body  and  your 
Shoul  too  ;  1  vil  make  you  a  good  Catholick,  and  give  you 
an  x\bfoIution. 

Gib.   Abfolution !  Can  you  procure  me  a  Pardon,  Do6lor  ? 

Foig.  Noj  Joy.' 

Gib.  Then  you  and  your  Abfolution  may  go  to  the  Devil. 

Arch.   Convey  him  into  the  Cellar,  there  bind  him : 


Take  the  Piftol,  and  if  he  offers  to  refift,  flioot  him  thro'  the 
Head, and  come  backtous  v^ithall  the  fpeed  you  can. 

Scrub.  Ay,  ay;   come,  Do6i:or,  do  you  hold  him  fad,  and 
I'll  ^uard  him. 

Mrs.  6"/^^.  But  how  came  the  Doclor  ? 

Arch.   In  Ihort,  Madam [Shrieking  without. ~\    'Sdeath  ! 

the  Rogues  are  at  work  with  the  other  Ladies: I'm  vex'd 

I  parted  with  the  Piftol ;  but  I  muft  fly  to  their  Affillance. 

Will  you  ftay  here,  Madam,  or  venture  your  felf  with  mc  ? 

^lis.Sidl.   Oh,  with  you,  dear  Sir,  with  you. 

{\tiikes  hirn  by  the  Arm .,  and  Exeunt. 

SCENE  change:  to  another  Apartment  in  the  fame  Houfe, 

Enter  Hounflow  dragging  in  L^^y  Bountiful,  ^WBagfhot  hailing 
in  Dorinda ;  the  Rogues  with  Swords  drawn, 

Hottn.   Come,  com.e,  your  jewels,  Miflrefs. 
Bag,  Your  Keys,  your  Keys,  old  Gentlewoman. 

EntiiT 
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Enter  Aim  well  and  Cherry. 

Aim.  Turn  this  way,  Villains ;  I  durft  engage  an  Army  in 
rach  a  Caufe.  [He  engages  \m  both. 

Dor.  O,  Madam,  had  I  but   a  Sword  to  help  the  brave 
Man? 

L.  Boun.  There's  three  or  four  hanging  up  in  the  Hall ;  but 
ibey  won't  draw.     I'll  go  fetch  one  however. 

[Exit, 
E>7ter  Axc\\Q\:  ^WiVIrf.  Sullen. 

Arch.  Hold,  hold,  my  Lord ;  every  Man  his  Bird,  pray. 
\\they  engage  Man  to  Man  ;  the  Rogues  are  thrown.^  and  difarm'd. 

Cher.  What  !   the  Rogues  taken  !   then  they'll  impeach  my 
Father  1  I  mull:  give  him  timely  Notice.  iRum  put. 

Jrch.   Shall  wc  kill  the  Rogues  ? 

Jim.  No,  no ;  we'll  bind  them. 

/frch,  i\y,  ay ;  here,  Madam,  lend  me  your  Garter. 

\_To  il/rj-.  Sullen,  -who  Jiands  by  him. 

Mrs.  Sull.   The  Devil's  in  this  Fellow;  he  fights,  loves  and 

banters,  all  in  a  breath  : Here's  a  Cord  that  the  Rogues 

brought  with  'em,  I  fuppofe. 

Jrch,  Right,  right,  the  Rogue's  Deftiny,   a  Rope  to  hang 

himfelf>- Come,  my  Lord' this  is  but  a  fcandalous 

fort  of  an  Office,  [Bindmg  the  Rogues  together.']  if  our  Adven- 
tuxes  ihould  end  in  this  fort  of  Hangman-work  ;  ^but  1  hope 

there  is  fomething  in  profped,  that [fe^tr  Scrub.] 

Well,  Scrub,  have  you  fecur'd  your  7'/zr?^r  ? 

Scrub.  Yes,  Sir,   I  left  the  Prieft  and  him  difputing  about 
Religion. 

Aim.  And  pray  carry  thefc  Gentlemen  to  reap  the  Benefit 
of  the  Controverfy. 

[Delivers  the  Prifoners  to  Scrub,  who  leads  ''em  out, 
: -Mrs. Sull.  Pray,  Sifter,  how  came  my  Lord  here? 
-  Dor.   And  pray,  how  came  the  Gentleman  here  ? 

Mrs.  Suil.  I'll  tell  you  the  greateft  piece  of  Villainy 

[They  talk  in  dumb  Shevj, 

Aim.   I  fancy,  Archer.^  you  have  been   more  fucccfsful  in 
your  Adventures  than  the  Houfe-breakcrs. 

Arch.  No  matter  for  my  Adventure,  yours  is  the  principal. 

^Prefs  her  this  minute  to  marry  you, now  while  fhe's 

hurry'd  between  the  Palpitation  of  her  P\\ir,  and  the  Joy  of  her 
Deliverance,  now  while  the  Tide  of  her  Spirits  are  at  High- 
Hood  ; ■  throw  your  fclf  at  her  Feet,  fpcak  fome  Roman- 
tick  Nonfence  or  other; addrefs  her,  VC)^^  Alexander .^ 

in  the  height  of  his  Vidory,  confound  her  Scufes,  bear  down 

her 
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her  Reafon,  and  away  with  her: The  Priell  is  now  in  the 

Cellar,  and  dare  not  refufe  to  do  the  Work. 

EMier  Lady  Bountiful. 

yf/>/7.   But  how  fhall  I  get  off  without  being  obfcrv'd? 

/Irch.  You  a  Lover !  and  not  find  a  way  to  get  off- 

Let  me  fee. 

yiiw.  You  bleed,  Archer, 

Arch.  *Sdcath,  Fm  glad  on't;  this  Wound  will  dotheBufi- 

nefs : I'll  amufe  the  old  Lady  and  Mrs.  Sullen  about  dref- 

ling  my  Wound,  while  you  carry  off-Dor/W^.- 

1j.  Botw.  Gentlemen,  cou'd  we  underftaud  hoWyouwou'd, 
bcgratifiedfor  the  Services 

Arch.  Come,  come,  my  Lady,  this  is  no  time  for  Compli- 
ments ;  Tm  wounded.  Madam. 

'L.Boun.  and  Mrs. ^'////.    How!  Wounded! 

Dor.    I  hope,  Sir,  you  have  receiv'd  no  hurt? 

Aim.   None  but  what  you  may  cure 

\_Makes  Lore  in  dumb  Shew. 

lu.Boun.   Let  me  fee  your  Arm,  Sir I  muii  have  fome 

Powder-fugar  to  liop  the  Blood O  me!  an  UglyGaiTi, 

upon  my  word,  Sir,  you  mull:  go  into  Bed. 

Arch.  Ay,  my  Lady,  a  Bed  wou'd  do  very  well Ma- 
dam [71?  Mrs.  Sullen.]  Will  you  do  me  the  Favour  to  con- 
duct me  to  a  Chamber  ? 

Li.Boun.   Do,  do,  Daughter, while  I  get  the  Lint,  and 

the  Probe,  and  the  Plaillcr  ready. 

[Runs  out  one  way.,    Aimwell  carries  nJfDox'mdd.  another. 

Arch.  Come,  Madam,  why  don't  you  obey  your  MutlK;4:'s 
Commands } 

Mts.SulL  How  can  you,  after  what  is  pad,  have  the  Con- 
fidence to  ask  me  ? 

Arch.   And  if  you  go  to  that,  how  can  you,  after  what  is 

pafr,  have  the  Confidence  to  deny  me  ? Was  not  this 

Blood  fhed  in  your  Defence,  and  my  Life  cxpos'd  for  yout 
Froteclion  ^ Look'e,  Madam,  I'm  none  of  your  Roman- 
tick  Fools,  that  fight  Giants  and  Monfiers  for  nothing ;  ^y 
Valour  is  downright  Szv/Js ;  I'm  a  Soldier  of  Fortune,  and 
mufi  be  paid. 

Mrs.  SuII.  *Tis  ungenerous  in  you,  Sir,  to  «pbraid  mc  with 
your  Services. 

Arch.   'Tis,  ungenerous   in   >uu,  Madim,   not  to  reward 


Mrs. 
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'^vs.SulL  How!  At  the  Expence  of  my  Honour. 

yirch.  Honour !  Can  Honour  confift  with  Ingratitude  ?  If 
you  wou'd  deal  like  a  Woman  of  Honour,  do  like  a  Man  of 
Honour :  D'ye  think  I  wou'd  deny  you  in  fuch  aCafe? 

Knter  a  Servant , 

Serv.  Madam,  my  Lady  order'd  me  to  tell  you,  that  your 
Brother  is  below  at  the  Gate. 

Mrs.  Sull.  My  Brother!  Heavens  beprais'd  :■ Sir,  he 

fhall  thank  you  for  your  Services ;  he  has  it  in  his  Power. 

Jrcb.  Who  IS  your  Brother,  Madam  ? 

Mrs. Sull.   Sir  Ch. Freeman: You'll  excufe  me,  Sir;  I 

muft  go  and  receive  him. 

Arch.   Sir  Charles  Freeman  !    'Sdeath  and  Hell ! My 

old  Acquaintance.  Now,  unlefs  Aimwell  has  made  good  ufe 
of  his  Time,  all  our  fair  Machine  goes  fouze  into  the  Sea,  like 
the  Edijione.  [^Exit. 

SCENE  changes  to  the  Gallery  in  the  fame  Houfe, 

Enter  Aimwell  and  Dorinda. 

Dor.  Well,  well,  my  Lord,  you  have  conquer'd ;  your  late 
generous  A6lion  will,  I  hope,  plead  for  my  eafie  yielding ; 
tho'  I  muft  own,  your  Lordfhip  had  a  Friend  in  the  Fort 
before. 

Aim.  The  Sweets  o^  Hyhia  dwell  upon  her  Tongue  — — ■■ 
Here,  Dodtor 

Enter  Foigard  with  a  Book. 

Foig.   Are  you  prepar'd  boat  ? 

Dor.  I'm  ready :  But  firfl,  my  Lord,  one  Word I  have 

a  frightful  Example  of  a  hafty  Marriage  in  my  ovi^n  Family; 
when  I  refle6t  upon't,  it  Ihocks  me.  Pray,  my  Lord,  confider 
a  little. 

Aim,  Confider !  Do  you  doubt  my  Honour  or  my  Love? 

Dor.   Neither:  I  do  believe  you  equally  Juft  as  Brave- 


And  were  your  whole  Sex  drawn  out  for  me  to  chufe,  Ifhou'd 

not  caft  a  Look  upon  the  Multitude  if  you  w^ere  abfent 

But,  my  Lord,  I'm  a  Woman;   Colours,  Concealments  may 

hide  a  thoufand  Faults  in  me Therefore  know  me 

better  firft ;  I  hardly  dare  affirm  I  knew  my  felf  in  any  thing 
except  my  Love. 

Aim.   Such  Goodnefs  w^ho   could  injure !    I  find  my  U\t 
unequal  to  the  Task  of  Villain  ;  fhe  has  gain'd  my  Soul,  and 

made 
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made  it  hotieft  like  her  own I  cannot,  cannot  hurt  her. 

[Afide!]    Dodor,  retire.  {^Exit  Foigard. 

Madam,  behold  your  Lover  and  your  Profelyte,  and  ]udge 

of  my  Paflion  by  my  Converfion' I'm  all  a  Lye,  nor 

dare  I  give  a  Fi£lion  to  your  Arms  ;  Tm  all  Counterfeit,  ex- 
cept my  Paffion. 

Dor.  Forbid  it,  Heaven  !  A  Counterfeit  I 

Aim.   I  am  no  Lord,  but  a  poor  needy  Man,  come  with  a 

mean,  a  fcandalous  Dcfign  to  prey  upon  your  Fortune; 

But  the  Beauties  of  your  Mind  and  Perfon  have  fo  wonc  me 
from  my  felf,  that,  like  a  trufty  Servant,  1  prefer  the  Intercll 
of  my  Millrefs  to  my  own. 

Dor.  Sure,  I  have  had  the  Dream  of  fome  poor  Mariner,  a 
lleepy  Image  of  a  welcome  Port,  and  wake  involved  in  Storms. 
■ Pray,  Sir,  who  are  you  ? 

Atm.  Brother  to  the  Man  whofe  Title  I  ufurp'd,  but  Stran- 
ger to  his  Honour  or  his  Fortune. 

Dv7\  Matchlefs  Honeity  ! Once  I  was  proud,  Sir,  of 

your  Wealth  and  Title,  but  now  am  prouder  that  you  want  it: 
Now  I  can  ftiew,  my  Aim  was  jullly  levell'd,  and  had  no 
Aim  but  Love.     Doctor,  come  in. 

Enter  Foigard  at  ons  Door.^  Gipfey  at  another.^  who  w/jifpers 
Dorinda. 

Your  Pardon,  Sir  ;  [we  (han't  want  you  now,  Sir }    You 

mull  excufe  me I'll  wait  on  you  prefently. 

[Exit  -jjith  Gipfey. 

Foig.   Upon  my  Shoul,  nov/,  dis  is  foolifh.  {Exit. 

Aim.   Gone !   x\nd  bid  the  Prieif  depart It  has  an 

ominous  Look. 

Enter  Archer. 

Arch.  Courage,  Tom. Shall  I  wilh  you  Joy  ? 

Aim.  No. 

Arch.   Oons,  Man,  what  ha'  you  been  doing? 

Ann.  O  Archer.^  my  Honelly,  I  fear,  has  ruia'd  me. 

Arch.  How  I 

Aim.   I  have  difcover'd  my  felf. 

Arch.  Difcover'd  !  And  without  my  Confent  .^  What  \ 
Have  I  embark'd  my  fniall  Remains  in  the  fame  bottoni 
with  yours ,  and  you  difpofe  of  all  without  my  Partner- 
fhip  r 

Aim.   O  Archer.^  I  own  my  Fault, 

Arch.  After  Conviction 'Tis  then  too  late  for  Pardon : 

' Yqu  may  remember^  J^k,  Atmv^ell.^  that  you  proposed  this 

Folly 
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Folly- —  As  you  begun,  fo  end  it  ■ Henceforth  I'll 

hunt  my  Fortune  fingle So  farewell. 

Aim.  Stay,  my  dear  y^r^^^r,  but  a  Minute. 

Arch,  Stay!  What  to  be  defpis'd^  expos'd,  and  laugh'd^f 

' No,   I  wou'd  fooner   change  Conditions  with  the 

word  of  the  Rogues  we  juft  now  bound,  than  bear  one  fcorn* 
ful  Smile  from  the  proud  Knight  that  once  I  treated  as  my 
Equal. 

Aim,  What  Knight  ? 

Arch.   Sir  Charles  Freemdn^  Brother  to  the  Lady  that  t  had 

aimoft But  no  matter  forthat,  'tis  a  curfed  Night's  Work, 

and  fo  I  leave  you  to  make  the  befi  on't. 

Arm,   Freeman  ! One  Word,  Archer.  Still  I  have  Hopes ; 

methought  fhe  receiv'd  my  Confeflion  with  Pleafure. 

Arch.  'Sdeath,  who  doubts  it  ? 

Aim.  She  confented  after  to  the  Match ;  and  dill  I  dare 
believe  {he  will  be  juft - 

Arch.  To  her  felf,  I  warrant  her,  as  you  ihou'd  have 
been. 

Aim.  By  all  my  Hopes  fhe  comes,  and  fmiling  comes. 

Enter  Dorinda  mighty  gay. 

Dor.  Come,  my  dear  Lord, I  fly  with  Impatience  to 

your  Arms The  Minutes  of  my  Abfence  was  a  tedious 

Year.    Where's  this  tedious  Prieft  > 

Enter  Foigard. 
Arch.   Oons,  a  brave  Girl. 
Dor.  I  fbppofe,  my  Lord,  this  Gentleman  is  privy  to  out 

Affairs  ? 

Arch.  Yes,  yes,  Madam,  I'm  to  be  your  Father. 

Dor.   Coine,  Pried,  do  your  Office. 

Arch.  Make  hafte,  make  hafte  ;  couple  'em  any  way. 
[Takes  h\mvft\VsHand.~\  Come,  Madam,  I'm  to  give  you ^ 

Dor.  My  Mind's  alter'd;  I  won't. 

Arch.   Eh 

Aim.  I'm  confounded. 

Foig.  Upon  my  Shoul,  and  fho  is  my  (helf. 

Arch.  What's  the  matter  now,  Madam  ? 

Dor.  Look'e,Sir,  one  generous  A6lion  deferves  another •- 

This  Gentleman's  Honour  oblig'd  him  to  hide  nothing  from 
me  ;  my  Juftlce  engages  me  to  conceal  nothing  from  him : 
In  fliort,    Sir,  you  are  the   Perfon  that   you   thought  you 

counterfeited  ;  you  are  the  true  Lord  VifcoiJnt^iWiy<'4  '^^^  ^ 

willy 


*The  Beaux  Stratagem.  6j 

wi(h  your  Lordfhip  Joy.  Now,  Pried,  you  may  be  gone  ; 
if  my  Lord  is  now  plcas'd  with  the  Match,  I  kt  his  Lordihip 
marry  me  in  the  Face  of  the  World. 

Aim,  Arch.  What  does  fhe  mean  ? 

Dor.  Heje's  a  Witnefs  for  my  I'ruth. 

Er.tcr  Sir  Charles  and  Mrs.  Sullen. 

Sir  Ch.  My  dear  Lord  Aimwell^  I  wifh  you  Joy. 

Aim.  Of  what? 

Sir  Ch.  Of  your  Honour  and  Eftate  :  Your  Brother  died  the 
Day  before  I  left  London  ;  and  all  your  Friends  have  writ  at% 
ter  you  to  Brujjch  \  among  the  rcfl:  I  did  my  felf  the  Ho- 
nour. 

Arch:  Hark'e  Sir  Knight,  don't  you  banter  now  ? 

Sir  Ch.  'Tis  Truth,  upon  my  Honour. 

Aim.  Thanks  to  the  pregnant  Stars  that  form'd  this  Acci- 
dent. 

Arch.  Thanks  to  the  Womb  of  Time  that  brought  it  forth; 
away  with  it. 

Aim.  Thanks  to  my  Guardian  Angel  that  led  me  to  the 
Prize {Tiiking  DorindaV  Hand. 

Arch.  And  double  Thanks  to  the  noble  Sir  Charles  FrecmayK 

My  Lord,  I  wifh  you  Joy.     My  Lady,  I  wifh  you  Joy. 

I  gad,  Sir  Freeman.^  you're  the  honerteli  Fellow  living. 

'Sdeath,   I'm  grown  (Irange  airy  upon  this  Matter My 

Lord, how  d'ye? A  word, my  Lord,  Don't  you  rcmcmbtr 

fomething  of  a  previous  Agrccmenr,  that  entitles  me  to  the 
Moyety  of  this  Lady's  F^ortunc,  which,  I  think,  will  amount 
to  five  thoufand  Pound  ? 

Aim.  Not  a  Penny,  Archer :  You  wou'd  ha'  cut  my  Throat 
juft  now,  becaufe  I  wou'd  not  deceive  this  Lady. 

Arch.  Ay,  and  I'll  cut  yuur  Throat  again,  if  you  fliou'd  de- 
ceive her  now. 

Atrn.  That's  what  I  expc61cd ;  and  to  end  the  Difputc,  the 
Lady's  Fortune  is  Ten  thoufand  Found,  we'll  divjdc  Stakes; 
take  the  Ten  thoufand  Pound,  or  the  Lady.       'i*^  *^     r\y\ 

Dor.  How!  Is  your  Lordfhip  lb  inditferent?       •   •*  - 

Arch.  No,  no,  no,  Madtim,  his  Lordfiiip  knows  very  well, 
that  I'll  take  the  Money  ;  I  leave  you  to  his  Lordlhip,  and  fo 
we'ie  both  provided  for. 

'Eyiter  Count  Beliair. 
Count.  Mefdames  zsf  MeJJieurs.  I  am  your  Servant  trice  hum* 
f)le :  1  hear  you  be  rob  here. 
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Aim.  The  Ladies  have  been  in  fome  Danger,  Sir. 

Count.  And  begar,  our  Inn  be  rob  too. 

Aim.  Our  Inn!  By  whom? 

Count.  By  de  Landlord,  begar Garxoon  he  has  rob  hlnv 

felf,  and  run  away. 

Arch.  RobM  himfelf ! 

Count.  Ay,  begar,  andme  too  of  a  hundrePound. 

Arch.  A  hundred  Pound  ! 

Count.  Yes,  that  I  ow'dhfm. 

Aim.  Our  Money's  gone,  Frank, 

Arch.  Rot  the  Money,  my  Wench  is  gone Scavez,  vous 

quelc^ue  chofe  de  Madamoifelle  Cherry. 

Enter  a  Fellow  with  ajlrong  Box  and  a  Letter, 

Fell.  Is  there  one  Mdrtin  here  ? 

Arch.  Ay,  ay who  wants  him  ? 

Fell.  I  have  a  Box  here  and  Letter  for  him. 

Arch.  \_Takingthe  Box.']  Ha,  ha,  ha,  what's  here?  Legerde^ 
main  I  By  this  Light,  my  Lord,  our  Money  again  ;  but  this 
Vmfblds  the  Riddle.    {Opening  the  Letter.^    reads.']  Hum,  hum, 

hum O,   'tis  for  the  publick  Good,  and  mull  be  commur 

nicated  to  the  Company. 

Mr,  Martin. 

^yf^T  Father  being  afraid  of  an  Impeachment  by  the  Rogues  that 
4-f4-  are  taken  to  Nighty  is  gone  off'y  but  if  you  can  procure  him  a 
Pardon.^  he^ II make  great  Difcovertes  that  may  be  Jifeful  to  the  Coun- 
try :  Cou^d  I  have  met  you  inftead  of  your  Majler  to  Night.,  Iwou*d 
have  delivered  my  f elf  into  your  Hands ^  with  a  Sum  that  much  ex- 
ceeds that  in  your  ftrongBox.^  which  I  have  fent  you.,  withanAffu- 
rance  to  my  dear  Martin,  that  1  jhall  ever  be  his  mofl  faithful 
Friend  tiU  Death .^ 

Cherry  Bonniface. 

There's  a  Billet-doux  for  you As  for  the  Father,  I  think 

he  ought  to  be  encouraged,  and  for  the  Daughter Pray,  my 

Lord,  perfu^de  your  Bride  to  take  her  into  her  Service  inftead 
pf  Gtpfey. 

Aim.  I  can  alfure  you,  Madam,  your  Deliverance  vvas  ow- 
ing to  her  Difcovery. 

Dor.  Your  Command,  my  Lord,  will  do  without  the  Obr 
Ijgatipn,    I'll  take  care  of  her. 
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S'lrCh.  This  good  Company  meets  opportunely  in  favour 
bf  a  Defrgn  I  have  in  behalf  of  my  unfortunate  Sifter,  I  in- 
tend to  part  her  from  her  Husband Gentlemen,  will 

you  affift  me  ? 

Jrch.  Afliftyou!  'Sdeath,  whowou'dnot? 

Coufit.  AfTift!  Garzoon,  v^e  all  afllft. 

£jtier  Sullen. 

SfiH.  What's  all  this? They  tell  me,  Spoufe,  that  you 

had  like  to  have  been  robbM. 

Mis.  SuIL  Truly,  Spoufe,  I  was  pretty  near  it- Had  not 

thefe  two  Gentlemen  interpos'd. 

Sull.   How  came  thefe  Gentlemen  here  ? 

Mrs.  SuH.  That's  his  way  of  returning  Thanks,  you  ihuft 
know. 

Cou',7t.   Garzoon,  the  Queftion  be  apropo,  for  all  dat. 

SirC^.  You  promised  laft  Night,  Sir,  that  you  would  deli- 
ver your  Lady  to  me  this  Morning. 

Sull.  Humph. 

/Irch.  Humph  !  What  do  you,  mean  by  Humph? •  Sir, 

you  fhall  deliver  her : In  (hort,  Sir,  we  have  fav'd  you 

and  your  Family  ;  and  if  you  are  not  civil,  we'll  unbind  the 

Rogues,  join  with  'em,  and  fet  fire  toyourHoufe What 

do's  the  Man  mean  ?  Not  part  with  his  Wife  ! 

Cou?7t.  Ay,  Garzoon,  de  Man  no  underftan  Common  Ju- 
ftice. 

Mrs.  SuH.  Hold,  Gentlemen,  all  things  here  muft  thove  by 
Confent ;  CompUlfion  would  fpoil  us :  Let  my  Dear  and  I 
talk  the  Matter  over,  and  you  (hall  judge  it  between  us. 

SuH.   Let  me  know  firft  who  are  to  be  our  Judges :  * 

Pray,  Sir,  who  are  you  ? 

Sir  C^.  I  am  Sir  Charles  Freeman,  come  to  take  away  your 
Wife. 

Sull.   And  you,  good  Sir  ? 

Aim.  Charles  Vifcount  Aim-well,  come  to  take  away  Vout 
Sifter. 

Suit.  And  you,  pray  Sir  ? 

Arch.   Francis  Archer  Efq;    come 

Sull.  To  take  away  my  Mother,  I  hope —  Gentle- 
men, you're  heartily  welcome  ;   I  never  met  with  three  more 

obliging  People  fince  I  was  born And  now,  myDear^ 

if  you  pleafe,  you  ftiall  have  the  firft  Word 
Arch,  And  the  laft,  for  Five  Pound. 
Mrs.  Sull.  Spoufe 
Sfill;  Rib. 

K  k  *  Mr  j« 
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Mvs.M/.  How  long  have  we  been  marryM  > 

SulL  By  the  Almanack,  fourteen  Months ; ^  but  by  my 

Account^  fourteen  Years. 

Mvs.Su/i.  'Tis  thereabout  by  my  Reckoning. 

Count,   Garzaon,  their  Account  will  agree. 

Mrs. SulL  Pray,  Spoufe,  what  did  you  marry  for? 

SulL  To  get  an  Heir  to  my  Eftate. 

Sir  Ch.  And  have  you  fucceeded  > 

SulL  No. 

yirch.  The  Condition  fails  of  his  fide. Pray,  Madam, 

what  did  you  marry  for  ? 

Mrs.  SulL  To  fupport  the  Weaknefs  of  my  Sex  by  the 
Strength  of  his,  and  to  enjoy  the  Pleafures  of  an  agreeable 
Society. 

Sir  Ci'.  Are  your  Expedlations  anfwer'd? 

Mrs.  SulL  No. 

Cou^t.  A  clear  Cafe,  a  clear  Cafe. 

SirC^.  What  are  the  Bars  to  your  mutual  Contentment  ? 

Mrs. SulL  In  the  firft  place,  I  can't  drink  Ale  with  him, 

SulL  Nor  can  I  drink  Tea  with  her. 

Mrs.  SulL  I  can't  Hunt  with  you. 

SulL  Nor  Can  I  Dance  with  you. 

Mrs.  SulL  I  hate  Cocking  and  Racing. 

SulL  And  I  abhor  Ombre  and  Piquet. 

Mrs.  SulL  Your  Silence  is  intolerable.  . 

SulL  Your  Prating  is  worfe. 

■  Mrs.  SulL  Have  we  not  been  a  perpetual  Offence  to  each 
other  ? A  gnawing  Vulture  at  the  Heart  ? 

SulL  A  frightful  Goblin  to  the  Sight. 

Mr$.  SulL   A  Porcupine  to  the  Feeling. 

SulL  Perpetual  Wormwood  to  the  Tade. 

Mrs.  SulL   Is  there  on  Earth  a  thing  we  cou'd  agree  in  ? 

SulL  Yes to  part. 

Mrs.  SulL  With  all  my  Heart. 

SulL  Your  Hand. 

Mrs. SulL  Here. 

SulL  Thefe  Hands  join'd  us,  thefe  (hall  part  us 
Away 

Mrs.  SulL  North. 

SulL   South. 

Mrs.  SulL  Eaft. 

SulL  Weft far  as  the  Poles  afunder. 

Count.  Begar,  the  Ceremony  be  very  pretty. 

SirC/j'.  Now,  Mr.  Sullen.,  there  wants  only  my  Sifter's  For- 
tune tomake  us  eafy. 

2  .  SulL 
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Sull.  Sir  Charles^  you  love  your  Sifter,  and  I  love  hex  For- 
tune •  every  one  to  his  Fancy. 

Jrch.  Then  you  won't  refund  ? 

SuII.  Not  a  Stiver. 

ylrch.  Then  I  find,  Madam,  you  mufte'en  go  to  yourPrifon 
again. 

Coufif.  What  is  the  Portion  ? 

Sir  Ch.  Ten  thoufand  Pound,  Sir. 

Count.   Garzoon,  I'll  pay  it,  and  ihe  fhall  go  Home  wid  me. 

ylrch.   Ha,  ha, ha;  French  all  over. Do  you  knovv",  Sir, 

what  Ten  thoufand  Pound  Englijh  is  > 

Count.  No,  begar,  not  juftement. 

Arch.  Why,  Sir,  'tis  a  Hundred  thoufand  Livres. 

Count.  A  Hundre  toufand  Livres  I A  Garzoon,  mc 

canno'  do't ;  your  Beauties  and  their  Fortunes  are  both  too 
much  for  me. 

Arch.  Then  I  will  — This  Night's  Adventure  has 

prov'd  ftrangely  lucky  to  us  all For  Captain  Gibbet^ 

in  his  Walk,  has  made  bold,  Mr.  SuUen.,  with  your  Study  and 
Efcritore,  and  has  taken  out  all  the  Writings  of  your  Eftate, 
all  the  Articles  of  Marriage  with  your  Lady,  Bills,  Bonds, 
Leafes,  Receipts  to  an  infinite  Value;  I  took  'em  from  him, 
and  I  deliver  them  to  Sir  Charles. 

[Gives  him  a  'Parcel  of  Papers  and  Parchments, 

SuU.  How,  my  Writings !  my  Head  akes  confumedly. 

Well,  Gentlemen,  you  fliall  have  her  Fortune,  but  I  can't 
talk.  If  you  have  a  mind.  Sir  Charles,  to  be  merry,  and  cele- 
brate my  Sifter's  Wedding  and  my  Divorce;  you  may  com- 
mand my  Houfe; but  my  Head  akes  confumedly  :  — — . 

Scrub^  bring  me  a  Dram. 

Arch.  Madam,  [To  Mr.  Sull.]  there's  a  Country-Dance 
to  the  Trifle  that  I  fung  to  Day ;  your  Hand,  and  we'll  lead 
it  up. 

Here  a  Dance. 

Arch.  'Twou'd  be  hard  to  guefs  which  of  thefe  Parties  is  the 
better  pleas'd,  the  Couple  join'd,  or  the  Couple  parted ;  the 
one  rejoycing  in  hopes  of  an  untafted  Happlnefs,  and  the 
other  in  their  Deliverance  from  an  experienc'd  Mifery. 

Both  happy  in  their  fev^ral  States.,  we  find  \ 
7%ofe  parted  by  Confent,  and  thofe  conjoined. 
Confent,  if  mutual,  faves  the  Lawyer"* s  Fee ; 
Confent  is  Law  enough  to  fet  you  free. 

the  End  if  the  Fifth  ACT. 

A  N 


AN 


EPILOGUE, 

Defign'd  to  be  fpoke  in  ^'^Beaux Stratagem, 


/F  to  our  Play  your  Judgment  can^t  be  kind^ 
Let  its  expiring  Author  Pity  find: 
Survey  his  mournful  Cafe  with  melting  Eyes^ 
J^or  let  the  Bard  be  damned  before  he  dies. 
Forbear^  you  Fair^  on  his  lajl  Scene  to  frovjn^ 
'But  his  true  Exit  with  a  Plaudit  crown  • 
n^hen  Jhall  the  dying  Poet  ceafe  to  fear 
^he  dreadful  Knell ^  while  your  jipplaufe  he  jTCOi's. 
At  Leu^tra  fo  the  Conq^ring  Theban  dy*d^ 
Claimed  his  Friends  Praifes,  but  their  Tears  dens' d  : 
P leas'' d  in  the  Pangs  of  Death  he  greatly  thought 
Conqueji  with  Lofs  of  Life  hut  cheaply  bough. 
The  LXifference  this^  the  Greek  vjas  one  woit^d fights 
As  brave.,  thd*  not  fo  gay  as  Serjeant  Kite; 
Te Sons  of  WillV,   vjhat^s  that  to thofe  who  w^-'tte 
To  Thebes  alone  the  Grecian  owi^d  his  Bays^ 
Tou  may  the  Bard  above  the  He  roe  ratfe^ 
Since  yours  is  greater  than  Athenian  Prasfe. 
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A  Journal  of  the  laft  Voyage  perform'd  by  Monf.  de  la  Salf, 
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Dum  qtuerit  efcamy  Margaritam  reperit : 

J  aces  indigno  quanta  res,  inquit^  Loco: 
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